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PUBLISHERS'  NOTE 

In  1888,  Mr.  Whitder  Hnpernied  the  prepuation  of  m  collectiTe  edition  of  his 
writings  which  was  published  in  seven  Tolnmea,  nnder  the  title  of  the  Bivenide 
Edition,  uniform  in  general  plab  with  the  lUverside  E)didon  of  Longfellow's  wriu 
ings.  For  this  edition  die  poet  furnished  introductionB  and  head-notes,  and  in 
many  cases  revised  the  text  He  decided  which  of  his  earliet  poems  to  discard 
altogether,  which  to  insert  in  an  appendix,  and  which  to  include  in  the  body  of  his 
poetry.  He  also  determined  on  a  classification  of  his  poems,  and  divided  the  fonr 
volumes  containing  them  into  definite  subdivisions,  nine  in  all  besides  a  small  group 
of  his  sister's  poems  which  he  wished  preserved  with  his  own.  Thus,  very  neat  the 
end  of  bis  life,  he  formed  what  was  a  definitive  edition  of  his  writings.  He  con- 
tinued, however,  to  send  out  poems  occasionally  in  the  remaining  four  years,  and 
tliese  were  gathered  after  his  death  into  a  small  volnme  entitled  "  At  Sundown." 
This  little  book  was  indeed  the  extension  of  one  which  he  had  issued  privately  in 
tlie  last  year  of  his  life. 

The  present  Cambridge  Edition  b  based  upon  the  original  Riverside  Edition. 
It  contains  the  same  text  in  the  same  topical  arrangement,  together  with  "  At 
Sundown  "  and  a  few  poems  which  were  gleaned  after  Mr.  Whittier's  death  and 
included  in  the  authorized  biography.  The  head-notes  and  the  notes  at  the  end  of 
the  volume  are  for  the  most  part  copies  or  abridgments  of  those  used  in  the  lUve^ 
side  Edition,  but  a  few  have  been  added  containing  facts  brou^t  to  light  after  Mr. 
Whittier's  death.  These  are  distinguished  by  being  inclosed  in  brackets  [  J.  Ai 
in  the  Cambridge  Edition  of  Longfellow's  Complete  Works,  a  biographical  sketeh 
has  been  provided.  The  intro^ui^op  which  follows  the  sketch  is  that  prepared  by 
Mr.  Whittier  for  the  Riierude  Sdidonr'  ' 

Boston,  4  Pabk  Snucn',r^^ii^  1,  1^-' ; 
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BIOGRAPHICAL  SKETCH 

The  house  is  still  standing  in  Elast  Haverhill,  Massachusetts,  where  John  Gjeenleaf 

Whittier  was  horn,  Decemher  17,  1807.     It  was  huilt  near  the  close  of  the  seTenteenth 

century  by  an  ancestor  of  the  poet,  it  sheltered  several  generations  of  Whiltiers,  hx  it 

•^^bn  Greenleaf  Whittier  lived  till  his  thirtieth  year,  and  now  it  is  likely  to  enjoy  a  long 

\ae  of  life  in  association  with  his  name,  for  since  his  death  it  has  been  purchased  and 

m  in  trust  as  a  shrine,  and  its  chief  room  has  been  restored  to  the  condition  in  which 

Vs  when  the  boy  was  living  in  it,  the  recollection  of  whose  experience  inspired  that 

Vf  New  England  life,  **  Snow-Bouud." 

r^'        \  to  "  Snow-Boimd  "  that  one  resorts  for  the  most  natural  and  delightful  narrative  of 

\ociations  amongst  which  Whittier  passed  his  boyhood.     His  nimily  held  to  the 

\f  the  Friends,  and  the  discipline  of  that  society  in  connection  with  the  somewhat 

^iS  exactions  of  country  life  in  New  £nglaud  in  the  early  part  of  the  century  deter- 

.^med  the  character  of  the  formal  education  which  he  received.     In  later  life  he  vras  . 

wont  to  refer  to  the  journals  of  Friends  which  he  found  in  the  scanty  library  in  his  ^  ' 

lather's  house  as  forming  a  large  part  of  his  reading  in  boyhood.     He  steeped  his  mind 

with  their  thoughts  and  learned  to  love  their  authors  for  their  unconscious  saintliness. 

Tliere  were  not  more  than  thirty  volumes  on  the  shelves,  and,  with  a  passion  for  reading, 

he  read  them  over  and  over.    One  of  these  books,  however,  was  the  Bible,  and  he  possess^ 

himself  of  its  contents,  not  only  becoming  familiar  with  the  text,  but  penetrated  by  the 

spirit.     When  he  beean  to  write,  his  practice  pieces  were  very  largely  paraphrases  of 

seriptnral  themes,  ana  throughout  his  poetry  allusions  to  Biblical  characters  ana  passages 

£sll  as  naturally  from  his  hps  as  allusions  to  Greek  or  Roman  literature  ana  history 

bom  the  lips  of  Milton. 

Of  regular  sohoolin?  he  had  what  the  neighborhood  could  g^ve,  a  few  weeks  each  win- 
ter in  tne  district  school,  and  when  he  was  nineteen,  a  little  more  than  a  year  in  an 
academy  jus(  started  in  Haverhill.    In  "  Snow-Bound  "  he  has  drawn  the  portrait  of  one 
of  hia  teachers  at  the  district  school,  and  his  poem  **  To  My  Old  Schoolmaster  "  commem- 
orates another,  Joshua  Coffin,  with   whom   he  preserved  a  strong  friendship  in  his 
manhoody  when  they  were  engaged  in  the  same  great  cause  of  the  abolition  of  human 
ilaveTT.     These  teachers,  who,  according  to  the  old  New  England  custom,  lived  in  turn 
with  the  families  of  their  pupils,  brought  into  the  Whittier  household  other  reading  than 
lirietly  religious  books,  and  Go^n  especially  rendered  the  boy  a  great  service  in  intro- 
dneiiig  him  to  a  knowledge  of  ckims,  whose  poems  he  read  aloud  once  as  the  family  sat 
by  the  fireside  in  the  evening.     The  boy  of  fourteen  was  entranced  ;  it  was  the  voice  of 
poetry  speaking  directly  to  ^e  ear  of  poetry,  and  the  new-comer  recognized  in  an  instant 
tlie  prophet  whose  nuintle  he  was  to  wear.     Coffin  was  struck  with  the  effect  on  his 
listener,  and  left  the  book  with  him.     In  one  of  his  best  known  poems,  written  a  generation 
hter,  when  receiving  a  sprig  of  heather  in  bloom,  Whittier  records  his  indebtedness  to 
Bums.     To  use  his  own  expression,  *'  the  older  poet  woke  the  younger."    He  had  been 
dreaming  of  Indians,  much  as  a  youne  Scotsman  might  have  pleased  his  imagination  by 
I>ieturing  border  chieftains.    He  said  himself,  looking  back  with  amusement  to  his  poem 
Of  «  Mow  Megone,"  **  it  suggests  the  idea  of  a  big  Indian  in  his  war  paint  strutting  about 
fd  Sir  wiuter  Scott's  plaid.      But  except  for  one  or  two  intentional  imitations.  Bums' 
Uifiaenee  over  Whittier  was  summed  up  in  that  sudden  illumination  which  showed  him, 
^ot  indeed  the  beauty  of  nature  and  the  worth  of  man,  —  the  knowledge  of  these  was  a 
birthright, —  but  what  poetry  could  do  in  transfiguring  both. 

The  home  life  which  the  boy  led,  aside  from  the  conscious  or  unconscious  schooling 
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which  he  found  in  books,  was  one  of  many  hardships,  but  within  the  Banctuacy  of  a 
giaciuus  and  diguihed  home.  Tba  secludtsd  valley  iu  which  he  lived  was  thr«e  miles  fton 
the  nearest  village  ;  from  the  date  of  the  erectiuu  of  the  homestead  till  now  no  neighbm^ 
roof  hajj  been  in  sigLt.  The  outdoor  life  was  tliat  of  a,  farmer  with  cattle,  teinpend 
indeed  iii  the  abort  summer  by  the  kiodly  gifts  of  iiuture,  so  happily  sliuwu  iu  the  poem  «( 
the  "Barefoot  iJoy,"  but  for  the  most  part  a  life  of  toil  and  eiidurauce  which  left  iU 
marlca  indelibly  in  the  shattered  constitutiou  of  the  poet.  Twice  a  week  the  family  dntra 
to  a  I'rieuda'  meeting  at  Amesbury,  eight  miles  distaut,  ujid  in  winter  wilboiit  wana 
wraps  or  protecting  robes.  Tbe  old  barn,  built  before  tliat  celebrated  in  "  Snow-Bound' 
had  no  doors,  and  the  winter  snows  drifted  upon  its  floar,  for  neither  beasts  nor  mel^ 
in  tbe  custom  of  the  time,  were  expected  to  resist  cold  except  by  their  native  vigH. 
Whittier's  companions  uf  his  own  age  were  a  brolUer  and  two  sisters,  one  of  wham^ 
Elizabeth  Whittier,  was  his  nearest  associate  for  the  better  pnrt  of  bis  life,  and  the  hou»- 
hold  ht;ld  also  that  figure  ao  Ijeautiful  and  lielpful  iu  many  families,  au  Aunt  Merej,  M 
also  a  lively,  adventurous  bachelor,  Uncle  Moses.  Tlie  father  of  the  house,  as  nc  ue 
told,  waa  a  man  of  few  words  ;  the  mother,  whose  life  was  spared  till  that  bnppy  timt 
when  mother  aud  son  change  places  in  care-taking,  bad  n  rarely  refiucd  nature,  in  which 
tbe  Quaker  graces  of  calmness  and  order.were  developed  into  a  noble  beauty  j{  living. 

Tbe  appendix  to  Whittier's  Poetical  Works  contnins  a  few  out  of  a  large  number  tf 
poems  written  by  bim  when  he  was  a  schoolboy.  They  display,  as  iudeed  did  most  ol 
luB  writing  for  a  few  years  to  come,  little  more  than  a  versifying  facility  and  a  certaik 
■ense  of  correct  furm  as  copied  from  correct,  but  ratlier  lifeless  models.  They  were,  for 
all  that,  witnesses  to  the  iutellectual  activitj  of  a  rudely  trained  boy,  and  showed  tlni 
his  mind  was  intent  on  bigb,  oftentimes  poetic  theuies.  His  mother  nnd  his  sister  Muf 
encouraged  biui,  but  his  father,  a  hard-headed,  bard-working  farmer,  of  souud  iudgnient 
and  independent  habits  of  thinking,  was  too  severely  aware  of  the  straitened  condition  rf 
tbe  family  to  think  of  anything  else  fur  his  son  than  a  life  of  toil  like  his  own.  JAuj 
Whittier,  with  a  sister's  pride,  sent  one  of  her  brother's  poems,  unknown  to  the  aiithqi, 
to  the  "  Free  Press  "  of  Newburyport,  a  new  paper  lately  started  which  eoniniended  itsdf 
by  its  tone  to  the  Quaker  Whittier,  so  that  he  had  subscribed  to  it.  The  poem  WW 
printed,  and  the  first  that  tbe  poet  knew  of  it  was  when  be  caught  the  paper  from  th» 
postman  riding  by  the  field  where  he  and  his  father  were  working.  It  was  such  a  omh 
ment  as  comes  to  a  yoimg  poet,  believing  in  himself  and  liaviug  that  aspiration  for 
recognition  which  is  one  of  the  holiest  as  it  is  one  uf  the  subtlest  elements  in  tbe  poelit 
constitution.  The  poem  was  followed  by  another,  which  the  author  himself  sent  ;  aad  ■ 
when  it  was  printed,  it  was  introduced  by  an  editorial  note,  in  which  the  fame  of  the  poit 
was  foretold,  and  a  Lint  given  as  to  his  youth  and  condilioii.  For  with  tbe  publiotiM 
of  tlie  flrst  poein,  "  Tbe  Exile's  Departure,"  tbe  editor  had  become  BO  interested  that  b* 
had  sought  the  acquaintance  of  the  writer. 

Whittier  was  at  work  in  the  fields  when  the  editor,  himself  a  young  man,  called.  B> 
held  back,  but  was  induced  by  hia  siatcr  to  make  himself  presentable  and  come  in  to  M*  | 
the  visitor.  It  was  one  of  those  first  encounters  which  in  the  history  of  notabti'  men  an  ' 
charged  with  most  interesting  jioteiitialities.  Garrison,  for  be  was  the  editor,  had  not  ytt 
done  more  than  take  the  first  step  on  hia  thorny  path  to  greatness,  and  \S'hittier  was  still 
working  in  the  fields,  though  harboring  poetic  visitants,  fiarrison  was  but  a  few  yean 
older,  and  in  later  life  those  few  years  counted  nothing,  but  now  tbey  were  enough  to 
lead  him  to  take  the  tone  of  an  adviser,  and  both  to  Greenlcaf  and  his  father,  who  entered 
the  room,  be  spoke  of  tbe  promise  of  the  youth  and  the  importance  of  bis  acquiring  aa  j 

It  was  Bg.-inst  the  more  rigorous  interpretation  of  tbe  Friends'  doctrine  that  litcnuj 
cnlture  should  be  made  ail  end,  and  the  notion  that  the  boy  should  be  sent  to  an  academj 
was  not  encouraged;  but  a  few  months  later,  Garrison  having  left  Kewbnryport  for  Bos- 
ton, and  Whittiermakinga  new  connection  with  the  Haverhill  "Gazette,"  the  editorofthtt 
paper,  Mr.  A.  W.  Thayer,  gave  the  same  adviee  and  pressed  the  consideration  that  a.  an 
aoademy  waa  shortly  to  be  opened  in  UAverhilL     He  offered  the  boy  a  homt.  in  bis  ovl 
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mily,  and  the  father  now  oonsented,  moved  also  by  the  doabt  if  his  son  could  stand  the 
lyaicaL  straiu  of  farm  work.  He  had  no  money,  however,  to  spare,  and  the  student 
list  earn  his  own  living.  This  he  did  by  making  a  cheap  land  of  slipper,  and  devoted 
mself  80  faithfully  to  the  industry  in  the  few  mouths  intervening  between  the  decision 
id  the  opening  of  the  academy  in  May,  1827,  that  he  earned  enough  to  pay  his  expenses 
ere  for  a  term  of  six  months.  *'  He  calculated  so  closely  every  item  of  expense,"  says 
8  biographer,  "that  he  knew  before  the  beginning  of  tbe  term  that  he  would  have 
renty-five  cents  to  spare  at  its  close,  and  he  actually  had  this  sum  of  money  in  his  pocket 
hen  his  half  year  of  study  was  over.  It  was  the  rule  of  his  whole  life  never  to  buy 
lythiog  until  he  had  the  money  in  hand  to  pay  for  it,  and  although  his  income  was  small 
id  uncertain  until  past  middle  life,  he  was  never  in  debt." 

By  teaching  a  district  school  a  few  weeks  and  aiding  a  merchant  with  bookkeeping,  he 
aa  enabled  to  make  out  a  full  year  of  study,  and  meantime  continued  to  write  both  verse 
ad  prose  for  the  newspapers.  By  this  means  he  paved  the  way  for  an  invitation  when 
i  was  twenty-one  years  of  ag^  to  enter  the  printing  office  in  Boston  of  the  Colliers, 
ither  and  son,  who  published  two  weekly  papers  and  a  magazine.  One  of  the  weeklies 
as  a  political  jouiiial,  **  Tbe  Manufacturer,"  the  other  a  paper  of  reform  and  humani- 
krianism  called  "  The  Philanthropist."  Whittier  bad  editorial  charge  of  the  former,  and 
seupied  himself  with  writing  papers  on  temperance  and  the  tariff  of  which  he  was  an 
rdent  advocate,  and  with  verses  and  tales.  It  was  not  altogether  a  congenial  relation  in 
'hich  he  found  himself,  though  the  occupation  was  one  to  which  he  was  to  turn  naturally 
>r  some  time  to  come  for  self-support  ;  he  remained  with  the  Colliers  for  a  year  and  a 
alf,  and  then  returned  to  his  father's  farm,  with  between  four  and  five  hundred  dollars, 
tie  savings  of  half  his  salary.  This  he  devoted  to  freeing  the  farm  from  the  incumbrance 
f  a  mortgage,  and  himself  took  charge  of  the  farm,  for  his  father  was  rapidly  failing  in 
ealth. 

The  death  of  his  father  in  June,  1830,  while  it  set  him  free  from  his  father's  occnpa- 
ioiip  made  it  still  more  imperative  for  him  to  earn  his  living,  since  the  care  of  the  family 
eU  apon  him.  He  had  been  using  his  pen  and  studying  meanwhile,  and  his  verses  were 
bringing  him  acquaintances  and  friends.  Through  one  of  these,  the  brilliant  George  D. 
Ventice,  he  was  mduced  to  take  up  editorial  work  again  in  Hartford;  but  after  a  deter- 
BiDed  effort  it  became  clear  that  his  health  was  too  fragile  to  permit  him  to  devote 
imself  to  the  exacting  work  of  editing  a  ioumal,  and  in  January,  1832,  he  returned  to 
lis  home.  Just  at  this  time  he  published  his  first  book,  a  mere  pamphlet  of  twenty-eight 
etavo  pages  containing  a  poem  of  New  England  legendary  life,  entitled  "  Moll  Pitcher." 
le  hsd contributed  besides,  more  than  a  hundred  poems  in  the  three  years  since  leaving 
he  academy,  and  had  written  many  more.  But  though  thus  active  with  his  pen,  his 
tioneest  ambition,  it  may  be  said,  was  at  this  time  in  the  direction  of  politics.  For  the 
iszt  four  years  he  remained  on  the  farm  at  Haverhill,  and  when  in  April,  1836,  the  farm 
rts  told,  he  removed  with  his  mother  and  sister  to  the  village  of  Amesbury,  chiefly  that  they 
night  be  nearer  the  Friends'  meeting,  but  also  that  Whittier  might  be  more  in  the  centre 
if  things.  In  his  seclusion  at  East  Haverhill  he  had  eagerly  watched  the  cour^  of  public 
events.  He  was  a  great  admirer  of  Henry  Clay,  and  a  determined  opponent  of  Jackson. 
Vfith  his  engaging  character,  his  intellectual  readiness,  and  that  political  instinct  which 
isver  desertedhim,  he  was  rapidly  coming  into  public  notice  in  his  district,  and  his  own 
lesbe  for  serving  in  office  drew  him  on.  To  be  a  member  of  Congress  he  must  be  twenty- 
Ifc  years  old,  and  at  the  election  which  was  to  occur  just  before  his  birthday  there  were 
iBui\  indications  that  he  would  be  the  nominee  of  his  party.  This  was  at  the  end  of  1832, 
bot  before  the  next  election  occurred  there  was  a  grave  obstacle  created  by  Whittier 
Umielf,  and  thenceforward  through  the  years  when  he  would  naturally  engage  in  public 
life  he  was  practically  debarred. 

It  was  not  the  precariousness  of  his  health  which  kept  Whittier  out  of  active  politics, 
thouffh  this  was  a  strong  reason  for  avoiding  the  stress  and  strain  of  a  public  life,  but  the 
dicision  which  led  him  to  enlist  in  an  unpopular  cause.  In  November,  1831,  he  had 
pohUabed  his  poem  "  To  William  Lloyd  Garrison,"  which  introduces  the  section  Anti-Slavery 
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Poems  in  this  collection.  It  intimates  &  personal  influence  under  which,  with  a  ii 
nature  fortified  by  great  political  insight,  he  began  to  consider  seriously  the  movemen 
the  abolition  of  slavery  which  wss  making  itself  evident  here  and  there.  As  a  sp 
result  of  this  study  he  wrote  in  the  spring  of  1S33  the  pamphlet "  Justice  and  Eipediei 
and  published  it  at  his  own  expense.     It  was  a  piece  of  writing  compact  with  care 

SLthered  facts  and  logical  dedaotion,  and  earnest  with  the  rhetoric  of  personal  convii 
very  sentence  was  au  arraignment  of  slavery  and  a  blow  at  his  own  chances  of  pol 
ofSce.  The  performance  was  in  answer  to  the  appeal  of  bis  own  truthful  nature,  «i 
was  a  deliberate  act  of  renunciation. 

Now  also  began,  at  first  with  remote  suggestions  as  in  "  Toussaint  L'Onverture," 
nearer  and  nearer  as  he  sings  his  tribute  to  the  men  of  bis  day,  known  or  unknown, 
bad  been  champions  of  freedom,  Storrs,  Shipley,  Torrey,  those  bursts  of  paasionatd  ■ 
which  were  the  vent  of  bis  soul  overburdened  with  a  sense  of  the  deep  wrong  comm 
against  God  and  man  by  the  persistency  of  African  slavery  in  the  United  States.  L 
years  immediately  following  his  decision  to  cast  in  his  lot  with  the  small  band  of  des] 
anti^slavery  agitators  almost  all  of  the  poems  which  he  wrote  were  of  two  sorts,  e 
breathings  of  a  spirit  craviug  close  communion  with  God  as  in  his  hymns,  his  line 
"  The  Call  of  the  Christian,"  "  The  Female  Martyr,"  and  other  poems,  or  fiery,  scarce' 
trolled  outbursts  of  feeling  upon  the  evils  of  slavery,  and  vials  of  wrath  poured  on 
those  who  aided  and  abetted  the  monstrous  wrong.  Such  poems  as  "The  Slave  Sh 
"The  Hunters  of  Men,"  "  Stanzas  for  the  Times,"  "  Clerical  Oppressors,"  "  Massacbuse 
"  The  Pastoral  Letter,"  derive  their  power  not  from  their  poetic  spirit  and  form  so  n 
as  from  the  righteous  indignation,  the  pity,  the  overcharged  feeling  wbicli  crowd  tl 
And  if,  in  the  years  before,  Whittier's  verses  with  their  conventional  smoothness 
drawn  notice  by  the  gentle  spirit  which  suffused  them,  now  bis  loud  cry,  violent 
tempestuous,  broke  upon  the  ear  with  a  harshness  and  yet  an  insistent  fervor  whicb  i 
pelled  men  to  listen.  It  is  indeed  a  striking  phenomenon  in  poetic  growth  which 
perceives  who  is  familiar  with  Whittier's  compositions  and  casts  his  eye  down  a  chroni 
leal  list  of  his  poems.  Up  to  the  date  of  his  enlistment  in  the  ranks  of  the  anti-sla 
army  his  ambitiou  had  been  dirided  between  literatui-e  and  politics,  »ith  a  taste  in  i 
which  was  harmonious  and  an  execution  wbiob  was  not  wanting  in  melody  yet  hai 
remarkable  note.  After  he  stepped  into  the  ranks  a  great  change  came  over  his  S] 
He  rushed  into  verse  in  a  tumultuous  fashion,  careless  of  the  form,  eager  only  to  i 
the  message  which  half  choked  hLm  with  its  violence.  There  was  a  fierce  note  t 
poetry,  rough,  but  tremendously  earnest.  This  was  the  first  effect,  such  a  troublin 
tbe  waters  as  gave  a  somewhat  turbid  aspect  to  the  stream,  and  for  a  while  his  verse 
veiv  largely  declamatory,  rhymed  polemics. 
But  such  poems  as  "  Expostulation,"  beginning 

"  Our  fellov-conntTTmen  in  chains  t  " 
were  to  people  then  living  scarcely  so  much  poems  as  tbey  were  soands  of  a  great  tnu 
which  were  heard,  not  for  their  musical  sonance,  but  for  their  power  to  stir  the  blood 
Whittier,  though  living  almost  in  seclusion,  became  a  name  of  note  to  manj'  who  k 
■caroeiy  have  known  of  him  had  he  been  a  mere  legislator  or  smooth-ainging  verse  mi 
He  was  recognized  by  the  anti-slavery  leaders  as  one  of  themselves,  and  this  not 
because  of  his  powerful  speech  in  song,  but  because  on  closer  acquaintance  he  provt 
be  a  most  sagacious  and  wise  reader  of  men  and  affairs.  His  own  neighbors  qu 
learned  this  quality  in  bim.  He  was  sent  to  the  legislature  in  1835  and  reelect* 
1S36,  but  bis  frail  health  made  it  impossible  for  him  to  continue  in  this  service.  Ni 
tbeless,  he  wielded  political  power  with  great  slcill  aside  from  political  office.  He 
Indefatigable  in  accomplishing  political  ends  through  political  men.  No  impo 
nominations  were  made  in  his  district  without  a  preliminary  conference  with  hira 
more  than  once  he  compelled  unwilling  representatives  to  work  for  tbe  great  ends  he 
in  view.  It  may  be  said  here  that  thoagh  a  steadfast  leader  in  the  anti-slavery  cnu 
diffored  from  some  qf  hia  aawwiates,  both  bow  a&d  thioaghout  his  life,  in  setting  a 
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value  upon  existin«j  political  orj^^aniziitions.  "  From  lirst  to  last,"  says  his  biognij)lu*r, 
*'  he  refused  to  come  out  from  his  party  until  he  had  done  all  that  could  be  done  to  induce 
It  to  assist  in  the  work  of  reform,  aud  Whittier  himself,  in  an  artiole  written  about  this 
Cime,  exclaims,  "  What  an  absurdity  is  moral  action  apart  from  political ! "  meaning  of 
Qonrse  when  dealing  with  those  subjects  which  demand  political  action.  Once  more,  m  a 
^  letter  written  to  the  anti-Texas  convention  of  1845,  he  said  that  though  as  an  abolitionist 
tie  waa  no  blind  worshiper  of  the  Union,  he  saw  nothing  to  be  gained  by  an  effort,  neces- 
nriljT  liniited  and  futile,  to  dissolve  it.  The  moral  and  political  power  requisite  for 
diasolving  the  Union  could  far  more  easily  abolish  every  vestige  of  slavery. 

We  have  anticipated  a  little  in  these  comments  the  strict  order  of  Whittier's  life.     In 

1836   was  published  the  first  bound  volume  of  his  verse.     It  was  confined  to  his  poem 

^  *•  Mon  Meg^ne,"  which  he  had  before  printed  in  the  "  New  England  Magazine."     It  may 

be  taken  as  the  last  expression  of  Whittier's  poetic  mind  before  the  gfreat  change  came 

.    over  it  of  which  we  have  spoken,  and  he  was  himself  later  so  aware  of  its  lack  of  genuine 

life  that  in  collecting  finally  his  writings  he  buried  this  so  far  as  he  could  in  the  fine  type 

of  an  appendix ;  but  at  the  end  of  1837  Isaac  Knapp,  publisher  of  the  *'  Liberator," 

Garrison^  paper,  to  which  Whittier  had  been  contributing  his  stirring  verses,  without 

QonBolting  the  poet,  issued  a  volume  of  over  a  hundred  pages,  entitled  <*  Poems  written 

dnring  the  Progress  of  the  Abolition  Question  in  the  Unite<l  States,  between  the  Years 

1.830  and  1838.    Bv  John  G.  Wliittier."    This  was  the  first  collection  of  his  miscellaneous 

poemSy  and  a  year  later  another  volume  was  issued  by  Josepli  Healy,  the  financial  agent 

of  the  Anti-Slavery  Society  of  Pennsylvania.     Meanwhile  Whittier  had  been  staying 

k  mwfaile  in  Philadelphia,  engaged  in  editing  the  "  Pennsylvania  Freeman."     It  was  during 

tliia  time  that  Pennsylvania  Hall  was  burnt  by  a  mob  enraged  at  the  gathering  there  of  an 

anti-elaTery  convention.     Besides  his  work  on  the  paper,  which  was  frequently  interrupted 

lij  ill  healUi,  he  devoted  himself  in  other  vrays  to  the  promotion  of  the  cause  in  wliich  he 

'was  K>  ardently  involved,  but  early  in  1840  he  found  it  imperative  to  g^ve  up  all  this  work 

and  retire  to  his  home  in  Amesbury. 

^       F^nm  this  time  forward  he  made  no  attempt  to  engage  in  any  occupation  which  did  not 

eomport  with  a  quiet  life  in  his  own  home,  except  that  for  a  few  months  in  1844  he 

Tiainnd  in  Lowell,  editing  the  **  Middlesex  Standard."     He  wrote  much  for  the  papers, 

aad  the  poetic  stream  also  flowed  with  greater  freedom  and  it  may  be  said  clearness. 

He  oontributed  a  number  of  poems  to  the  '*  Democratic  Review  "  and  other  periodicals, 

aad  in  1813  the  firm  of  W.  D.  Ticknor  published  **  Lays  of  my  Home,  and  Other  Poems," 

w  the  first  book  from  which  YiThittier  received  any  remuneration.    The  struggle  for  niain- 

K    tmanee  through  these  years  was  somewhat  severe,  but  in  January,  1847,  ho  formed  a 

eonnection  which  was  not  only  to  afford  him  a  more  liberal  support,  but  was  to  g^ve  him  a 

most  favorable  outlet  for  his  writings,  both  prose  and  verse. 

It  had  been  decided  by  the  American  and  Foreign  Anti-Slavery  Society  to  establish  a 
weekly  paper  in  Washington,  and  the  editorial  charge  was  committed  to  Dr.  Gamaliel 
«f*  Bail^9  an  intrepid  and  able  man  of  experience.  The  paper  was  named  *'  Tlio  National 
^  I^^  and  Whittier  was  invited  to  become  a  regular  contributor,  editorial  and  otherwise, 
:^  bat  not  required  to  do  his  work  away  from  home.  The  paper,  as  is  well  known,  was  the 
^  medinm  for  the  publication  of  "  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin,"  and  its  circulation  was  so  consider- 
r  .  able  11  to  make  it  a  source  of  profit  to  its  conductors  as  early  as  by  the  end  of  the  first 
-  yaar.  From  1847  till  1860  Whittled  made  this  paper  the  chief  vehicle  of  his  writings, 
^ '  eontribating  not  only  poems,  but  reviews  of  contemporary  literature,  editorial  articles, 
I  Irtters,  sketches,  and  the  serial  which  was  published  afterward  in  a  book,  *<  Leaves  from 
^^  Uargaret  Smith's  Journal." 

,^     In  1849  B.  B.  Mussey  &  Co.  of  Boston  brought  out  a  comprehensive  collection  of 

^f  Whittier'a  Poems  in  a  dignified  octavo  volume  illustrated  with  designs  by  Hamniatt 

^  Billinn.     It  was  a  venture  made  quite  as  much  on  friendly  as  on  commercial  g^unds. 

.  ^  Ifr.  llnsaey  was  a  eordial  supporter  of  the  anti-slavery  cause  and  had  a  great  admiration 

a^  -  far  Whittier's  genins.    He  was  determined  to  publish  the  poems  in  a  worthy  fonn,  and 

i>  Ui  generooB  Mt  met  with  an  agreeable  reward.     Its  success  was  a  testimony  to  the 
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repnU  in  which  Whittier  was  dow  held.  At  the  same  time  hia  publishers,  Messrs.  Ticknor  I 
A  Fiulda,  were  in  negotiation  with  him  for  b  new  volume,  and  in  1850  appeatetl  "  Sougs  of  J 
Labor,  aiid  Utber  Puenu." 

These  two  vulumes  which  gathered  the  fruit  of  twenty  jchts  show  immiEtakablj  tba 

further  growth  of  Whittiei's  poetio  power.  With  the  evtablishmeut  of  his  anti-skvet; 
convictions  into  &rm  working  principles,  the  maturing  of  bia  experience,  the  eiiUw^  ' 
ment  of  bis  political  vision,  and  the  increase  in  his  frieudship,  there  had  come  also  m 
strengthening  of  his  hand  in  the  use  of  his  pen,  and  a,  finer  use,  because  more  clear  find 
Eestrained,  of  his  poetic  voice.  Moreover,  the  re1ie:Ious  feeling  which  was  seen  in  hit 
earlier  life,  and  put  to  the  test  bjr  closer  association  with  men,  had  deepened  into  a 
serene  conBdcuce  in  God  which  pervaded  bis  life  and  sustained  liim  agniiist  all  the  shoeh 
of  a  disappointing  age.  Moreover,  his  eye  ajid  ear  were  in  harmony  with  nature,  and  ' 
more  and  mure  he  found  not  only  an  escape  to  nature  as  a  relief  from  the  world  but  a 
positive  enjoyment  in  the  field  of  beauty.  Poetry,  once  a  literary  exercise,  then  a  chan- 
nel for  the  relief  of  a  mind  overburdened  with  its  sense  of  an  niiconqnered  evil,  was  now 
become  the  full,  free  expressioD  of  a  nature  broadening  under  the  thought  of  God, 
delighting  in  response  to  the  world  of  beauty,  strong  and  secure  in  a  great  purpose  of 
humanity.  It  was  bis  naturnl  voice,  which  formerly  broke  under  the  strnin  of  a  chang- 
ing constitution,  but  now  was  pure,  sweet  and  far-carrying,  obeying  u  traiued  impiUse  a  '  ' 
EMuuant  with  a  full  force. 

The  establishment  of  "  The  Atlantic  Monthly  "  in  1857  gave  another  impetus  to  Whit- 
tier's  poetic  productiveness.  Here  was  a  singular  illnstmtiun  of  the  growth  in  the  comnmo- 
ity  aliout  him  of  a  spirit  quite  in  agreement  with  bis  own  personality.  Opposition  to  sla- 
very lay  at  tlie  bnse  of  the  origin  of  the  maga2ine,  and  yet  in  the  minds  of  its  projectors, 
this  political  bond  was  to  unite  men  of  letters  and  not  simply  antagonists  of  slavery.  The 
"  Atlantic  "  was  to  be  the  organ  of  the  literary  class,  but  it  was  to  be  by  no  means  exclu- 
;nvely  devoted  to  an  anti-slavery  crusade.  Indeed  it  would  almost  seem  as  if  this  speciSo 
L  purpose  of  the  magazine  was  almost  lost  sight  of  at  first  in  the  richness  and  abundanoe 
of  general  literature  wiiich  it  immediately  stimulated.  It  is  easy  now  to  see  how  natural  . 
ftud  congenial  a  medium  this  was  for  Wbittier's  verse.  In  subjecting  his  political  and 
literary  ambition  to  a  great  moral  purpose,  bo  that  he  could  no  longer  hope  for  political 
.offloial  power,  and,  in  his  own  words 

"  Had  left  the  Muses'  haunts  to  turn 

The  crank  of  an  opinion  mill. 

Making  his  mstjo  reed  of  song 

A  weapon  in  tha  war  with  n  rong. 

Yoking;  his  faacj  to  the  breskine-plonRh 

That  beam^deep  turned  the  soil  for  truth  to  spring  and  eiow,"  —  I 

in  doing  tbiK,  though  it  cost  him  a  struggle,  be  bad  fulfilled  the  true  saying  that  to  sava 
one's  life  oue  must  lose  it.  He  had  given  up  the  name  and  place  of  a  political  magnate,  ' 
but  he  had  secured  the  more  impregnable  position  of  the  power  behind  tho  throne  in  poli- 
ties, and  in  place  of  a  smooth  versi&er,  holding  the  attention  of  those  with  whom  poetrj 
was  a  plaything,  he  had  become  one  of  the  few  imperative  voices  of  song,  and  had  taken 
his  place  as  oue  of  the  necessary  men  in  the  group  of  men  of  letters  who  now  came  to- 
gether to  represent  the  highest  force  in  American  literature. 

For  it  is  to  be  observed  that  Whittier  was  now  no  longer  regarded  as  only  the  singer  - 
of  spirited  songs  flying  with  all  their  winded  power  straight  at  the  enemy  as  they  sped 
from  a  bow  held  By  au  Apollo.  The  passion  which  he  bad  shown  in  his  polemio  vena 
had  awakened  his  whole  nature,  and  his  poems  on  whatever  theme  came  from  a  nature 
which  had  been  developed  in  all  its  powers  by  this  commanding  purpose.  NevertheleH, 
it  is  noticeable  how  the  new  oppoTtuuity  afforded  by  the  "  Atlantic,"  and  the  increased 
association  with  the  other  great  writers  of  the  day,  was  consonant  with  if  not  the  cause  of 
a  broadening  of  Wbittier's  mind,  a  sunny  burst  of  full  life,  finding  expression  in  sueh 
poems  as  '■  Skipper  Iieson's  Bid«,"  "  The  Syewnores,"  "  The  Pipes  at  Ludutow,"  "  Uabel 
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Miirtiii,''  **  The  Giirrison  of  (.'apt'  Ami."  "  TIp'  Swan  Son^  of  Par>()n  Avpry,"  "'r«'lIinLr 
the  liees,"  "  The  La;it  Walk  in  Autumn,"  as  well  as  "  The  Kve  of  hlecLiou  "  aud  "  Moloch 
in  State  Street." 

The  war  for  the  Union  naturally  found  Whittier  strongly  stirred,  and  more  than  ever 
watchful  of  the  great  issue  which  throughout  his  manhood  has  been  constantly  before  his 
eyes,  and  his  triumphant"  l^aus  Deo  "  is  as  it  were  the  Nunc  Dimittis  of  this  modern  pro- 
phet and  servant  of  the  Lord.  But  Whittier  was  a  Quaker  not  in  any  conventional 
sense,  but  by  birthright,  conviction,  and  growing  consciousness  of  communion  with  God. 
Though  he  wrote  such  a  stirring  ballad,  therefore,  as  "  Barbara  Frietchie,"  he  wrote  also 
the  lines  addressed  to  his  fellow-believers  :  — 

"  The  levelled  gun,  the  battle  brand 
We  may  not  take : 
Bnt,  calmly  loyal,  we  can  stand 
And  suffer  with  our  suffering  land 
For  conscience*  sake." 

It  is  interesting  also  to  observe  how  in  this  time  of  stress  and  pain,  he  escaped  to  the 
calm  solace  of  nature.  His  poem  '*  The  Battle  Autumn  of  1862,"  records  this  emotion 
specifically,  but  more  than  one  poem  in  the  group  **  In  War  Time  "  bears  testimony  to  this 
sentiment.  Meanwhile  other  poems  written  during  the  years  1861-1865  illustrate  the 
longing  of  Whittier's  nature  for  relief  from  the  terrible  knowledge  of  human  st-ife,  a 
longing  definitely  expressed  by  him  in  the  prelusive  address  to  William  Bradford,  the 
Quaker  painter,  prefacing  <*  Amy  Wentwortb,"  in  which  he  says  :  — 

**  We,  doomed  to  watch  a  strife  we  mav  not  share 
With  other  weapons  than  the  patriot  s  prayer, 
Tet  owning  with  full  hearts  and  moistenea  eyes 
The  awful  beauty  of  self-sacrifice. 
And  wrung  by  keenest  synmathy  for  all 
Who  give  their  loved  ones  tor  the  Uviug  wall 
'Twixt  law  and  treason.  —  in  this  evil  day 
Bfay  haply  find,  through  automatic  play 
Of  pen  and  pencil,  solace  to  our  pain. 
And  hearten  others  with  the  strength  we  gain." 

Something  of  the  same  note  is  struck  in  the  introduction  to  *'  The  Countess."  Bnt  be- 
fore the  war  dosed,  Whittier  met  with  a  personal  loss  which  meant  much  to  him  every 
way.  His  sister  Elizabeth,  as  we  have  seen,  had  been  his  closest  companion,  his  most  in- 
timate acquaintance.  He  bad  shared  his  life  with  her  in  no  light  sense,  and  now  he  was 
to  see  the  flame  of  that  life  flicker  and  at  last  expire  in  the  early  fall  of  1864.  The 
firit  poem  after  her  death,  "  The  Vanishers,"  in  its  theme,  its  faint  note  as  of  a  bird 
cslling  from  the  wood,  is  singularly  sweet  both  as  a  sign  of  the  return  of  the  poet  to 
the  world  after  his  flight  fi*om  it  in  sympathy  and  imagination  with  the  retreating  spirit 
of  bis  sister,  and  as  a  prophecy  of  the  character  of  so  large  a  part  of  Whittier's  poetry 
~  from  this  time  forward.  "The  Eternal  Goodness,"  written  a  twelvemonth  later,  may 
be  said  more  positively  than  any  other  poem  to  contain  Whittier's  creed,  and  the  fullness 
-  «    of  faith  which  characterizes  it  found  free  and  cheerful  expression  again  and  again. 

Yet  another  poem  which  immediately  followed  it  is  significant  not  only  by  its  repetition 
jT  of  his  note  of  spiritual  tnist,  but  by  its  strong  witness  to  the  sane,  human  quality  of 
p  Whittier's  genius.  **  Snow-Bound,"  simple  and  radiant  as  it  is  with  human  life,  is  also  the 
r-  lefleotion  of  a  mind  equally  at  home  in  spiritual  realities.  It  may  fairly  be  said  to  sum 
s=^  ip  Wbittier's  personal  experience  and  faith,  and  yet  so  absolutely  free  is  it  from  egotism 
'■^  that  it  has  taken  its  place  as  the  representative  poem  of  New  England  country  life,  quite 
s^  U  snrely  as  Bams'  **  The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night "  expresses  one  large  phase  of  Scot- 
ar'  tishlife. 

^,      Tbeaaccess  which  attended  *'  Snow-Bonnd  "  was  immediate,  and  the  result  was  such  as 
U^  to  pot  Whittier  at  once  beyond  the  caprices  of  fortune,  and  to  give  him  so  firm  a  place  in 
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the  sffectioDB  of  his  coimtiTtnen  aa  to  complete  as  it  were  the  jeara  of  hia  struggle  and 
his  patieut  euduFsnce.  There  is  Bomething  almost  dramatic  in  the  appearaace  of  tiii* 
poem.  The  wai  was  over  :  the  end  of  that  long  contest  in  which  Whittier,  phfeically  ' 
weak  but  spiritually  strong,  had  been  a  pillar  of  aloud  by  day  and  a  pillar  of  fire  fay 
mght.  What  was  the  force  which  had  been  too  mighty  for  a  great  entrenched  wrong  ? 
With  no  conscious  purpose,  but  in  the  simple  deUght  of  poetry,  Whittici  sang  this 
winter  idyl  nf  the  North,  aud  one  now  sees  how  it  imprisons  the  light  which  shatters  tha 
evil,  for  it  is  an  epitome  of  homely  work  and  a  family  life  lived  in  the  eye  of  God, 
*'duty  keeping  pace  with  all,"  and  the  whole  issuing  in  tlmt  large  hope. 


The  history  of  Whittier'a  life  after  this  date  is  written  in  his  poems.  The  oatwaid 
mdventure  was  slight  enough.  He  divided  his  year  between  the  Amesbury  home  and 
that  which  he  established  with  other  kinsfolk  at  Oak  Knoll  in  Danvers.  In  the  summer 
time  he  was  wont  to  seek  the  mountains  of  New  Hampshire  or  the  nearer  beaches  that 
stretch  from  Newburyport  to  Portsmouth.  The  sceues  thus  familiar  to  him  were  traiM- 
lated  by  him  into  song.  Human  life  blended  with  the  forms  of  nature,  and  he  made  this 
whole  region  as  distinctively  his  poetic  field  as  Wordsworth  made  the  Lake  district  of 
Cumberland,  or  as  Irving  made  the  hanks  of  the  Hudson.  In  such  a  group  as  "The 
Tent  on  the  Beach,"  in  "  Among  the  Hills,"  "  The  Witch  of  Wenham,"  "  Sunset  on  the 
Bearcamp,"  "The  Seeking  of  the  Waterfall,"  "  How  the  Women  went  from  Dover," 
"  The  Homestead,"  and  nmny  others  he  records  the  delight  which  he  took  in  natore  and 
especially  in  the  human  associations  with  nature. 

"  The  Tent  on  the  Beach  "  again  illustrates  the  personal  attachments  which  he  formed 
and  which  constituted  so  large  an  element  in  the  last  thirty  years  of  his  life.  In  actual 
contact  aud  in  the  friendships  formed  through  books,  one  may  read  the  largeness  of 
Whittier's  sympathy  with  hia  fellows,  and  the  warmth  of  his  generons  nature.  Such 
poems  as  the  frequent  ones  commemorating  Garrison,  Sumner,  Longfellow,  Lowell,  Holmes, 
the  Fields's,  Mrs.  Child,  the  Spoffords,  Stedman,  Barnard,  Bayard  Taylor,  Weld  and 
others  illustrate  the  range  of  his  friendship  ;  hut  the  poems  also  which  bear  the  names  of 
^Iden,  Mulford,  Thiers,  Halleck,  Agassiz,  Garibaldi  illustrate  likewise  a  strong  sense  of 
the  lives  of  men  who,  perhaps,  never  came  within  the  scope  of  personal  acquuntance. 

Nor  was  it  only  through  human  lives  that  he  touched  the  world  about  him.     His  bio- 
grapher bears  witness  to  the  assiduity  with  which  he  compensated  in  later  years  for  the 
restrictions  imposed  by  necessity  on  his  education  in  earlier  years.     He  became  a  great    i 
and  discursive  reader,  and  his  poems,  especially  after   "  Suow-Bound,"  contain   maoy   1 
proofs  of  this  both  in  the  suggestions  which  gare  rise  to  them  and  in  the  allusions  which   I 
they  contun.     Northern  literature  is  reflected  in  "  The  Dole  of  Jarl  Thorkell,"  "  King 
Volmer  and   Elsie,"  "The   Brown  Dwarf   of   Riigen,"  and  others  j  Eastern   life   and 
religion  reappear  in  "  Oriental  Mniims,"  "  Hymns  of  the  Brahmo  Somaj,"  "  The  Brew-   . 
inr  of  Soma,"  "  Giving  and  Taking,"  and  many  more,  and  history,  especially  that  in> 
Tcuved  with  his  own  religious  fnith,  gave  opportunity  for  "The  King's  Missive,"  "St.   ] 
Gregory's  Guest,"  "  Banished  from  b^asachusetts,"  "  The  Two  Elizabeths,"  "  The  Penn-   t 
sylvaoia  Pilgrim." 

Tet,  as  we  suggested  above,  the  most  constant  strain,  after  all,  was  that  which  fonnd 
BO  full  eipression  m  "  The  Eternal  Goodness."     So  pervasive  in  Whittier's  mind  was  this    i 
thought  of  God  that  it  did  not  so  much  seek  occasion  for  formal  utterance,  as  it  used  irith    I 
the  naturalness  of  breathing  such  opportunities  as  arose,  touching  with  light  one  tbenw 
after  another,  and  forming,  indeed,  the  last  whispered  voice  heanl  from  fais  lips,  "  Lote 
to  all  the  world." 

It  was  a  serene  life  of  the  spirit  which  Whittier  led  in  the  cloung  years  of  his  lifa^ 
and  he  was  secure  in  friendship  aud  the  shelter  of  home.  He  read,  be  saw  hia  neifjAboH 
■nd  fanends,  he  wrote  letters,  he  took  the  liveliest  interest  in  current  affairs,  espeoiallj 
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in  politics.  Ue  had  been  a  Presidential  elector  in  both  the  Lincoln  campaigns  ;  so  that 
he  used  hamoioasly  to  say  that  he  was  the  only  person  who  had  had  the  opportunity  to 
vote  for  Lincoln  foor  times.  Ue  was  much  sought  after  for  occasional  poems,  and  he 
complied  with  these  requests  from  time  to  time,  as  in  his  **  Centennial  Hymn,"  '*  In  the 
Old  South,"  « The  Bartholdi  Statue,"  «  One  of  the  Signers,"  and  "  Haverhill ; "  but  he 
was  quite  as  likely  to  take  hint  from  an  occasion  without  the  asking.  Yet  all  this  time 
be  was  assailed  by  infirmities  which  would  have  shaken  the  serenity  of  most.  He  suffered 
intensely  from  neuralgic  disorders,  and  was  sadly  broken  in  the  last  years  of  his  life. 

He  sang  up  to  the  end,  one  may  say.  A  few  weeks  before  his  death,  he  wrote  the 
verses  to  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  which  stand  at  the  completion  of  this  collection  in  the 
division  **  At  Sundown."    True  to  the  controlling  spirit  of  his  life,  he  sings,  — 

"  The  hour  draws  near,  however  delayed  and  late, 
When  at  the  Eternal  Gate 
We  leave  the  words  and  works  we  call  our  own, 
And  lift  void  hands  alone 

"  For  love  to  fill.    Our  nakedness  of  sonl 
*  ^   Brings  to  that  Gate  no  toll ; 

Giftless  we  come  to  Him,  who  all  things  gives, 
And  live  because  He  lives.'* 

He  died  at  Hampton  Falls,  New  Hampshire,  September  7, 1892,  in  the  eighty-fifth  year 
of  his  age. 

H.  £•  .o* 
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The  edition  of  my  poems  published  in  1857  contained  the  following  note  by  way 
of  preface :  — 

'"  In  these  yolumes,  for  the  first  time,  a  complete  collection  of  my  poetical  •^writ- 
ings  lias  been  made.  While  it  is  satisfactory  to  know  tliat  these  scattered  children 
of  my  brain  have  found  a  home,  I  cannot  but  regret  that  I  have  been  unable,  by 
reason  of  illness,  to  give  that  attention  to  their  revision  and  arrangement  which 
respect  for  the  opinions  of  others  and  my  own  afterthought  and  experience  demand. 

*^  That  there  are  pieces  in  this  collection  which  I  would  ^  willingly  let  die,'  I  am 
free  to  confess.  But  it  is  now  too  late  to  disown  them,  and  I  must  submit  to  the 
inevitable  penalty  of  poetical  as  well  as  other  sins.  There  are  others,  intimately 
connected  with  the  author's  life  and  times,  which  owe  their  tenacity  of  vitality  to 
the  circumstances  under  which  they  were  written,  and  the  events  by  which  they 
were  suggested. 

^  The  long  poem  of  ^  Mogg  Megone '  was  in  a  great  measure  composed  in  early 
life ;  and  it  is  scarcely  necessary  to  say  that  its  subject  is  not  such  as  the  writer 
would  have  chosen  at  any  subsequent  period." 

After  a  lapse  of  thirty  years  since  the  above  was  written,  I  have  been  requested 
by  my  publishers  to  make  some  preparation  for  a  new  and  revised  edition  of  my 
poems.  I  cannot  flatter  myself  that  I  have  added  much  to  the  interest  of  the  work 
beyond  the  correction  of  my  own  errors  and  those  of  the  press,  with  the  addition 
of  a  few  heretofore  unpublished  pieces,  and  occasional  notes  of  explanation  which 
seemed  necessary.  I  have  made  an  attempt  to  classify  the  poems  under  a  few  gen- 
eral heads,  and  have  transferred  the  long  poem  of  "  Mogg  Megone  "  to  the  Appen- 
dix, with  other  specimens  of  my  earlier  writings.  I  have  endeavored  to  affix  the 
dates  of  composition  or  publication  as  far  as  possible. 

In  looking  over  these  poems  I  have  not  been  unmindful  of  occasional  prosaic 
lines  and  verbal  infelicities,  but  at  this  late  day  I  have  neither  streng^th  nor  patience 
to  undertake  their  correction. 

Perhaps  a  word  of  explanation  may  be  needed  in  regard  to  a  class  of  poems 
written  between  the  years  1832  and  1865.  Of  their  defects  from  an  artbtic  point 
of  view  it  is  not  necessary  to  speak.  They  were  the  earnest  and  often  vehement 
expression  of  the  writer's  thought  and  feeling  at  cntical  periods  in  the  great  con- 
flict between  Freedom  and  Slavery.  They  were  written  with  no  expectation  that 
they  would  survive  the  occasions  which  called  them  forth :  they  were  protests, 
alarm  signals,  trumpet-caUs  to  action,  words  wrung  from  the  writer's  heart,  forged 
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at  white  heat,  and  of  coarse  lacking  the  finish  and  careful  word-selection  which  re- 
'   flection  and  patient  brooding  over  them  might  have  given.     Such  as  they  are,  they 
belong  to  the  history  of  the  Anti-Slavery  movement,  and  may  serve  as  way-marks 
*  of  its  progress.     If  their  language  at  times  seems  severe  and  harsh,  the  monstrous 
*  wrong  of  Slavery  which  provoked  it  must  be  its  excuse,  if  any  is  needed.     In  at- 
tacking it,  we  did  not  measure  our  words.     *'  It  is,"  said  Gkurison,  ^^  a  waste  of 
politeness  to  be  courteous  to  the  devil."     But  in  truth  the  contest  was,  in  a  great 
measure,  an  impersonal  one,  —  hatred  of  slavery  and  not  of  slave-masters. 


'*  No  common  wrong  provoked  our  zeal, 
The  silken  gauntlet  vhich  is  thrown 
In  such  a  quarrel  rings  like  steel." 


Even  Thomas  JefEerson,  in  his  terrible  denunciation  of  Slavery  in  the  '*  Notes  on 
Virginia,"  says :  "  It  is  impossible  to  be  temperate  and  pursue  the  subject  of 
Slavery." 

After  the  great  contest  was  over,  no  class  of  the  American  people  were  more 
ready,  with  kind  words  and  deprecation  of  harsh  retaliation,  to  welcome  back  the 
revolted  States  than  the  Abolitionists ;  and  none  have  since  more  heartily  rejoiced 
at  the  fast  increasing  prosperity  of  the  South. 

Grateful  for  the  measure  of  favor  which  has  been  accorded  to  my  writing^s,  I 
leave  this  edition  with  the  public.  It  contains  all  that  I  care  to  republish,  and 
some  things  which,  had  the  matter  of  choice  been  left  solely  to  myself,  I  should 
iiave  omitted. 

J.  G.  W. 


»      _  » 


•  •;-:..•••■.  •  PROE-M  ••.:.■•  • 

■-     •  •';.■•■ 

[Written  to  introduce  the  first  general  colleotivn  of  Whittier^s  Poems.] 

.  I  LOYS  the  old  melodious  lays 
Whicfar  Mit^melt  the  ages  through/ 

'.Tbe^dngs  of  Spenser's  golden,  dfi-ys, 

'Aieatlian  Sidney's  silvery  plipa^^.. 
Sprinkling  \^iir  noon  of  time  with^tr^^'hest' morning  dew. 


•t  *    d 


Yelf  YSj^tilyhi  'nly'  quief  i^oilrs "  *  * 
To  breathe  tlieii'^marvellods  iya^l  fry  ; 

I  feel  them,  sus^the  le^vesf  and  flowers 

In  silence  feel1tire"d*ewy  showers, 
And  drink  with  glad,  still  lips  the  blessing  of  the  sky. 

The  rigor  of  a  frozen  clime, 
The  harshness  of  an  untaught  ear, 

The  jarring  words  of  one  whose  rhyme 

Beat  often  Labor's  hurried  time, 
Or  Duty's  rugged  march  through  storm  and  strife,  are  here 

Of  mystic  beauty,  dreamy  grace. 
No  rounded  art  the  lack  supplies  ; 

Unskilled  the  subtle  lines  to  trace, 

Or  softer  shades  of  Nature's  face, 
I  view  her  common  forms  with  unanointed  eyes. 

Nor  mine  the  see^like  power  to  show 
The  secrets  of  the  heart  and  mind  ; 

To  drop  the  plummet-line  below 

Our  common  world  of  joy  and  woe, 
A  more  intense  despair  or  brighter  hoi)e  to  find. 

Yet  here  at  least  an  earnest  sense 
Of  human  right  and  weal  is  shown  ; 

A  hate  of  tyranny  intense. 

And  hearty  in  its  vehemence, 
As  if  my  brother's  pain  and  sorrow  were  my  own. 

O  Freedom !  if  to  me  belong 
Nor  mighty  Milton's  gift  divine. 

Nor  Marvell's  wit  and  graceful  song, 

Still  with  a  love  as  deep  and  strong 
As  theirs,  I  lay,  like  them,  my  best  gifts  on  thy  shrine  I 

AiCBSBUBY,  11th  mo.,  1847. 


»       •  •   •     ,»■ 


m     «   -  * 


*  •  • 


•    •/•:..  • 


•  «  rf  *  J 


narr:A1:¥\je  and  legendary  poems 


THE   VAUDOI3,.T£)iGHER 

■**  •   <  ■*    ' 
•     -•         ■• 

This  poem  was  su^^gested  *i>y  jlie  .aCcconnt 

S'ven  of  the  maimer  m  which  fiCe  -W&ldenses 
veminated  their  principles  amon^  the  Cath- 
olic gentry.  They  gained  access  to'the  house 
through  their  occupation  as  peddlers  ot  silks,' 
jewels,  and  trinkets.  **  Having  disposed  of 
some  of  their  goods,"  it  is  said  by  a  writer 
who  quotes  the  inquisitor  Rainerus  Sacco, 
^they  cautiously  intimated  that  they  had 
eominodities  far  more  valuable  than  these, 
ioestimable  jewels,  which  they  would  show  if 
they  could  be  protected  from  the  clergy. 
They  would  then  give  their  purchasers  a  fiible 
or  Testament ;  and  thereby  many  were  deluded 
into  heresy." 

The  poem,  under  the  title  Le  Colporteur 
Vaudois,  was  translated  into  French  by  Pro- 
feaor  G.  de  Felice,  of  Montanban,  and  further 
natoralized  by  Professor  Alexandre  Rodolphe 
Vmet,  who  quoted  it  in  his  lectures  on  French 
Eteratore,  uterwards  published.  It  became 
*»™»^««^''  in  this  form  to  the  Waldenses,  who 
adopted  it  as  a  household  poem.  An  American 
clergyman,  J.  C.  Fletcher,  frequently  heard  it 
when  he  was  a  student,  about  the  year  1850,  in 
the  theological  seminary  at  Geneva.  Switzerland, 
but  the  authorship  of  the  poem  was  unknown 
to  those  who  used  it.  Twenty-five  years  later, 
ICr.  Fletcher,  learning  the  name  of  the  author, 
wrote  to  the  moderator  of  the  Waldensian 
synod  at  La  Tour,  giving  the  information.  At 
the  banquet  which  closed  the  meeting  of  the 
synod,  tie  moderator  announced  the  fact,  and 
was  instructed  in  the  name  of  the  Waldensian 
chnreh  to  write  to  me  a  letter  of  thanks-  My 
letter,  written  in  reply,  was  translated  into 
Italian  and  printed  throughout  Italy. 

**  O  JJLVY  fair,  these  silks  of  mine  are  beau- 

tif  al  and  rare,  — 
Hie  richest  web  of  tiie  Indian  loom,  which 

beauty's  queen  might  wear  ; 
And  mj  pearls  are  pure  as  thy  own  fair  neck, 

with  whose  radiant  light  they  vie; 
I  hftTe  brought  them  with  me  a  weary 

way,  —  will  my  gentle  lady  buy  ?  " 


•   •  •  • 


The  M^ '  fiii^iled  on  the  worn  old  man 
,  '  „.tlip6(igh    the    dark  and   clustering 
'  .*-.'',.'«tfrl» 

Y^rTii'^h'^veiled  her  brow,  ae  she  bent  to  view 
, ,  \  ''  •  lais  silks  and  glittering  pearls  ; 
Ana  she  placed  their  price  in  the  old  man's 

hand  and  lightly  turned  away. 
But  she  paused  at  the  wanderer's  earnest 
call,  —  "  My  gentle  lady,  stay  I 

"  O  lady  fair,  I  have  yet  a  gem  which  a. 

purer  lustre  flings. 
Than  the   diamond  fi^h  of  the  jewelled 

crown  on  the  lofty  brow  of  lungs  ; 
A  wonderful    pearl   of    exceeding    price, 

whose  virtue  shall  not  decay. 
Whose  light  shall  be  as  a  spell  to  thee  and 

a  blessing  on  thy  way  I " 

The  lady  glanced  at  the  mirroring  steel 

where  her  form  of  grace  was  seen, 
Where  her  eye  shone  clear,  and  her  dark 

locks  waved  their  clasping    pearls 

between  ; 
"  Bring  forth  thy  pearl  of  exceeding  worth, 

thou  traveller  gmy  and  old. 
And  name  the  price  of  thy  precious  gem, 

and  my  page  shall  count  thy  gold." 

The  cloud   went  off    from  the   pilgrim's 

brow,  as  a  small  and  meag^  book, 
Unchased  with  gold  or  gem  of  cost,  from 

his  folding  robe  he  took  I 
**  Here,  lady  fair,  is  the  pearl  of  price,  may 

it  prove  as  such  to  thee  I 
Nay,  keep  thy  gold  —  I  ask  it  not,  for  the 

word  of  God  is  free  I " 

The  hoary  traveller  went  his  way,  but  the 

gift  he  left  behind 
Hath  had  its  pure  and  perfect  work  on 

that  highborn  maiden's  mind, 
And  she  hath  turned  from  the  pride  of  sin 

to  the  lowliness  of  truth. 
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And  giveD  her  human  heart  to  Gi>d.ib'it3 
beautiful  hour  of  jouth  1   ,  *  . .  *•,! 

And  she  bath  left  the  gray  oldlj^f'^IiGft 

an  evil  faith  had  pow^r  •>'•.*  •  * 
The  courtly  knights  of  her 'father's  train, 

and  the  mudens  of  her  bowf  r  ; 
And  she  bath  gone  to  the  Vaudois.vales  bj 

lordly  feet  untrod,    •      ..•  . 
Where  the  poor  and  need^*ta*«)(rth  are 

rich  in  the  perfect  lo^af  jSdd  I 


THE   FEMALE  MAKrV'^.-^-. 


"  Bring  out  yoor  dead  I "    The  midnight 

Heard  and  gave  back  the   hoatae,  low 
caU; 
Harsh  fel'  the  tread  of  hasty  feet, 
Glanced  through  the  dark  the  coarse  white 

Her  cofBn  and  her  pnll. 
*•  What — only  one  1    the  brutal  hack-man 


As,  with  an  oath,  he  spumed  away  the  dead. 

How  sunk  the  inmost  hearts  of  all. 

As  rolled  that  dead-eart  slowly  by. 
With  creaking  wheel  and  harsh  hoof-fall  J 
The  dying  turned  liim  to  the  wall, 

To  hear  it  and  to  die  I 
Onward   it   rolled  ;   while    oft   its    driver 

stayed. 
And  hoarsely  clamored,  "  Ho  1  bring  out 
your  dead." 


With  quick  hand  and  averted  face, 
HasUly  to  the  grave's  embrace 
They  cast  them,  one  by  one, 

Stranger  and  friend,  the  evil  and  the  just, 
Together  trodden  in  the  churchyard  dust ! 

And  thou,  young  martyr  I  thou  wast  there  ; 

No  white-robed  sisters  round  thee  trod, 
Nor  holy  hymn,  nor  funeral  prayer 
Rose  through  the  daoni  and  noisome  air, 

Giving  ttue  to  thy  God  ; 


Nof  floVei^  nor  cross,  nor  hallowed  taper 

.Gr^-to^tKe.dead,  and  beauty  to  the  gravs  L 

Yet,  gen{le  i^erer  I  there  shall  be. 

In  every^eart  ot kindly  feeling, 
A  rite  as  holy  paid  to  thee 
As  if  beneath^  Oiqivpvent--tree 

Thy  siaterl}oW  we^  kneeling. 
At   vesper   bouM;.  like   sorrowing   angels, 

keeping"*-'  • 
Their  tearf'^ynt^  around  thy  place  of 
^gle'fpili^'*  • 

rFor  thou  fr^b  one  in  whom  the  light 
'      Of  Heaven's  own  love  was  kiniUed  well ; 
Jlnduri&g  with  a  martyr's  might. 
Through  weary  day  and  wakeful  night. 

Far  more  than  words  may  tell : 
Gentle,  and  meek,  and  lowly,  and  unknown, 
Thy  mercies  measured  by  thy  God  alone  I 

Where  manly  hearts  were  failing,  where 

Tlie  throngful  street  grew  foul  with  death, 
O  high-souled  martyr !  thou  wast  there, 
Inhuing,  from  the  loathsome  air. 

Poison  with  every  breath. 
Yet  shrinking  not  n«m  ofGces  of  dread 
For  the  wrung  dying,  and  the  uncouacion) 

And,  where  the  sickly  taper  shed 

Its  light  through  vapors,  damp,  confined, 

Hushea  as  a  seraph's  fell  thy  tread, 

A  new  Electra  by  the  bed 
Of  Buffering  human-kind  I 

Pointing  the  spirit,  in  its  dark  dismay. 

To  that  pure  hope  which  fadeth  not  awaj. 

Innocent  teacher  of  the  high 
And  holy  mysteries  of  Heaven  I 

How  turned  to  thee  each  glazing  eye, 

In  mute  and  awfid  sympathy. 
As  thy  low  prayers  were  given  ; 

And   the   o'er-hovcriug  Spoiler  wore,  the 

An  angel's  features,  a  deliverer's  smile  I 

A  blessed  task  t  and  worthy  one 

Who,  turning  from  the  world,  as  thou. 
Before  life's  pathway  had  begun 
To  leave  its  spring-time  flower  and  sim. 

Had  sealed  her  early  vow  ; 
Giving  to  God  hei  beauty  and  her  youth. 
Hot  puie  affections  and  oer  guileless  tn^ 


"A  NEW   ENGLAND  LEGEND 


>» 


Earth  may  not  claim  thee.    Nq^king  hi^re 
Could  be  for  thee  a  meet  titwBtSu'f^^'.. 

Thine  is  a  treasure  far  more  d/s&r : 

£je  hath  not  seen  it,  nor  the  ee^  ' 
Of  living  mortal  heasd         *  •> 

The   joys    prepared,   the    promised    bliss 
above, 

The  holy  presence  of  ^tejgjal  Iiove  I 


C  '> 


Sleep  on  in  peace.    The^earth.has  not 
A  nobler  name  than  thine  shall  be. 

The  deeds  by  martial  manhgcK^  wrought. 

The  lofty  energies  of  thought,    •  "  . 
The  fire  of  poesy,  ,  •   ,'\ 

These  have  but  frail  and  fading  honors  ;• 
thine 

Shall  Time  unto  Eternity  consign. 

Tea,    and    when    thrones    shall    crumble 
down. 
And  human  pride  and  grandeur  fall. 
The  herald's  line  of  long  renown. 
The  mitre  and  the  kingly  crown,  — 

Perishing  glories  all ! 
The  pure  devotion  of  thy  generous  heart 
Shall  live  in  Heaven,  of  which  it  was  a 
part. 


EXTRACT  FROM   "A   NEW  ENG- 
LAND  LEGEND" 

Qrigmally  a  part  of  the  author's  Moll  Pitcher, 

How  has  New  England's  romance  fled, 

Even  as  a  vision  of  the  morning  ! 
Its  rites  f  oredone,  its  guardians  dead, 
Itspriestesses,  bereft  of  dread, 

Waking  the  veriest  urchin's  scorning  ! 
€rone  like  the  Indian  wizard's  yell 

And  fire-dance  round  the  magic  rock. 
Forgotten  like  the  Druid's  spell 

At  moonrise  by  his  holy  oak  ! 
Ko  more  along  the  shadowy  elen 
Glide  the  dim  ghosts  of  murdered  men  ; 
Ko  more  the  unquiet  churchyard  dead 
Glimpse  upwara  from  their  turfy  bed, 

Startling  the  traveller,  late  and  lone  ; 
As,  on  some  night  of  starless  weather,  * 
They  silently  conunune  together, 

Each  sitting  on  his  own  head-stone  I 
The  roofless  house,  decayed,  deserted. 
Its  living  tenants  all  departed, 
No  longer  rings  with  midnight  revel 
Of  witch,  or  ^ost,  or  goblin  evil ; 


No  pale  blue  flame  sends  out  its  flashes 
Xhroi)^.    creviced    roof     and     shattered 

sashes ! 
The  witch-grass  round  the  hazel  spring 
May  shaiply  to  the  night-air  sing, 
But  there  no  more  shall  withered  hags 
Refresh  at  ease  their  broomstick  nags. 
Or  taste  those  hazel-shadowed  waters 
As  beveraope  meet  for  Satan's  daughters  ; 
No  moie  taeir  munic  tones  be  heard, 
The  mew  c\£4»t,  the  chirp  of  bird, 
Shrill  blending  with  the  hoarser  laughter 
Of  thft  feH  demon  following  after  I 
Tke«oaHtfQus  goodman  nails  no  more 
A  hoTTsl&shoe  on  his  outer  door, 
Lest*  some  unseemly  hag  should  fit 
To  his  own  mouth  her  bridle-bit ; 
The  good  wife's  chum  no  more  refuses 
Its  wonted  culinary  uses 
Until,  with  heated  needle  burned, 
The  witch  has  to  her  place  returned  t 
Our  witches  are  no  longer  old 
And  wrinkled  beldames,  Satan-sold, 
But  yoimg  and  gay  and  laughing  creatures, 
With  the   heart's  sunshine  on   their  fea- 
tures ; 
Their  sorcery  —  the  light  which  dances 
Where  the  raised  lid  unveils  its  glancej  ; 
Or  that  low-breathed  and  gentle  tone. 

The  music  of  Love's  twmght  hours, 
Soft,  dream-like,  as  a  fairy's  moan 

Above  her  nightly  closing  flowers, 
Sweeter  than  that  which  sighed  of  yore 
Along  the  charmed  Ausonnui  shore  I 
Even  she,  our  own  weird  heroine, 
Sole  Pythoness  of  ancient  Lynn, 

Sleeps    calmly   where    the    living   laid 
her ;  v    .        -^ 

And  the  wide  realm  of  sorcery. 
Left  by  its  latest  mistress  free. 

Hath  found  no  gray  and  skilled  invader. 
So  perished  Albion's  "  glammarye," 

With  him  in  Melrose  Abbey  sleeping. 
His  charmed  torch  beside  his  knee. 
That  even  the  dead  himself  might  see 

The  magic  scroll  within  his  keeping. 
And  now  our  modem  Yankee  sees 
Nor  omens,  spells,  nor  mysteries  ; 
And  naught  above,  below,  around. 
Of  life  or  death,  of  sight  or  sound, 

Wliate'er  its  nature,  form,  or  look. 
Excites  his  terror  or  surprise,  — 
All  seeming  to  his  knowing  eyes  . 

Familiar  as  his  "  catechise," 

Or  «  Webster's  Spelling-Book.'* 
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THE    DEMON   OF    THE    ST.l>D^ 

Tub  Brownie  sits  in  the  ScotchmaifS  njofa, 
And  eats  his  meat  and  drii]J&  hii'^M,,  ' 

And  beats  the  maid  with  her«))ii|n^^ibom. 
And  the  lazy  lout  with  his  idle'lUal  ; 

But  he  sweeps  the  floor  a^d  threihes  the 

And  hies  him  away  ere  theabre^k  o!  dawn. 

The  shade  of  DenniaFk  fled"fpa5ftlte  sun. 
And  the  Cocklane  ghost  tr«hl*Ute  .bam- 
loft  cheer,  •''■•"..  "  , 

The  fiend  of  Faust  was  a  faith  fufpna;,*>,  ' 
Agrippa's  demon  wrought  in  leu*^  ;'■_•* ; 

And  the  devil  of  Martin  Luther  sat  •  *'  .* ,, 

By  the  st^ut  luouk's  side  in  souial  chat.*  *  • 

The  Old  Man  of  the  Sea,  on  the  neck  of 

Who  seven  times  crossed  the  deep, 
Twined   closely   each   lean    and   withered 

Like  the  nightmare  in  one's  sleep. 
But  ha  drank  of  the  wine,  and  Sindbad 

Tiu>  evil  weight  from  hi;  back  at  last- 
But  the  demon  that  coraeth  dav  by  day 

To  my  quiet  room  and  fireside  nook. 
Where  the  casement  light  falls  dim  and 
gray 

On  faded  painUng  and  ancient  book, 
Is  a  sorrier  one  than  any  whose  names 
Are  chronicled  well  by  good  King  Jamea. 

No  bearer  of  burdens  like  Caliban, 
No  mnner  of  errands  like  Ariel, 

He  comes  in  the  shape  of  a  fat  old  man. 
Without  rap  of  knuckle  or  puU  of  bell ; 

And  whence  he  comes,  of  whither  he  goes, 

I  know  as  I  do  of  the  wind  which  blows. 

A  stout  old  man  with  a  greasy  bat 
Slouched  heavily  down  to  his  dark,  red 

And  two  gray  eyes  enveloped  in  fat. 

Looking  through  glasses  with  iron  bows. 
Read  ye,  and  heed  ye,  and  ye  who  can, 
Guard  well  your  doors  from  that  old  man  t 

lie  eomes  with  a  careless  "How  d'ye  do?" 
And  seats  himself  in  my  elbow-chair  ; 

And  my  morning  paper  and  pamphlet  new 
Fall  forthwith  under  his  apecial  cai«i 


AjmI  liB  xvipes  his  glasses  and  clears  his 

■  .-.  >fireirt,, 
J^S,  lt\;tMt,bj'  button,  unfolds  his  coat. 

And  theii  Ji^  readk  from  paper  and  book. 

In  a  lowand  husky  asthn   '' 


Of  one  who  %Auia.to  bimself  alone  ; 
And  hour  a^V'htjui  on  my  senses  come 
lliat  husk^tdhHaxe'and  tliat  dolorous  hum. 

The  gric^  of^Cdcks,  the  auction  sales, 
•  ■'nie^pqSt'i^fAjQg  and  the  lover's  glee. 

The  horrible  muraers,  the  seaboard  galel^ 

The  Ti)^riage  list,  and  the  j'eu  d'ttpnt, 

,  AlLreitch  my  ear  in  the  self-same  tone, — 

I  shudder  at  each,  but  the  fiend  reads  on  1 

Oh,  sweet  as  the  lapse  of  water  at  noon 
O'er  the  mossy  roots  of  some  forest  tree. 

The  sigh  of  the  wind  in  the  woods  of  June, 
Or  sound  of  flutes  o'er  a  moonlight  sea, 

Or  the   low  soft  music,  perchance,  which 


So  sweet,  BO  dear  is  the  silvery  tone. 

Of  her  in  whose  features  I  sometimes  look, 

As  I  sit  at  eve  by  her  side  alone, 

And  we  read  by  turns,  from  the  self-same 
book. 

Some  tale  perhaps  of  the  olden  time. 

Some  lover's  romance  or  quaint  old  rhyme. 

Then  when  the  story  is  one  of  woe,  — 
Some  prisoner's  plaint  through  his  dnn- 
geon-bar. 


And  when  she  reads  some  merrier  song. 
Her  voice  is  glad  as  an  April  bird's, 

And  when  the  tale  is  of  war  and  wronK, 
A  tmmpet's  summons  is  iu  her  wonu, 

And  the  rush  of  the  hosts  I  seem  to  hear. 

And  see  the  tossing  of  plume  and  spear  I 

Oh,  pity  me  then,  when,  day  by  day, 
The  stout  fiend  darkens  my  parlor  door ; 

And  reads  me  perchance  the  self-same  lay 
Which  melted  in  music,  the  night  before. 
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From  lips  as  the  lips  of  Hylas  sweet, 
And  moved  like  twin  roses  which  zephyrs 
meet  I 

I  cross  my  floor  with  a  nervous  tread, 
I  whistle  and  laugh  and  sing  and  shout, 

I  flourish  ray  cane  above  his  head. 
And  stir  up  the  fire  to  roast  him  out ; 

I  topple  the  chairs,  and  drum  on  the  pane, 

And  press  my  hands  on  my  ears,  in  vain  I 

I  've  studied  Glanville  and  James  the  wise, 
And  vrizard  black-letter  tomes  which  treat 

Of  demons  of  every  name  and  size 

Which  a  Christian  man  is  presumed  to 
meet, 

But  never  a  hint  and  never  a  line 

Can  I  find  of  a  reading  fiend  like  mine. 

I've  crossed  the  Psalter  with  Brady  and 
Tate, 

And  laid  the  Primer  above  them  all, 
I  've  nailed  a  horseshoe  over  the  grate, 

And  hung  a  wig  to  my  parlor  wall 
Once  worn  by  a  learned  Judge,  they  say, 
At  Salem  court  in  the  witchcraft  day  I 

"  Conjttro  te,  $cderatissimey 
Abire  ad  tuum  locum  /  "  —  still 

Like  a  visible  nightmare  he  sits  by  me,  — 
Hie  exorcism  has  lost  its  skill ; 

And  I  hear  again  in  my  haunted  room 

The  hosky  wheeze  and  the  dolorous  hum  t 

Ah  !  commend  me  to  Mary  Magdalen 
With    her    sevenfold    plagues,   to    the 
wanderiuff  Jew, 

To  the  terrors  which  haunted  Orestes  when 
The  furies  his  midnight  curtains  drew. 

But  charm  him  off,  ye  who  charm  him  can, 

Tliat  reading  demon,  that  fat  old  man  1 


THE  FOUNTAIN 

On  the  declivity  of  a  hill  in  Salisbury^  Essex 
County,  is  a  fountain  of  clear  water,  gnshinc: 
from  ihe  very  roots  of  a  venerable  oak.  It  is 
aboot  two  miles  from  the  jnnotion  of  the 
Powow  River  with  the  Merrimao. 

Traykllfr  !  on  thy  journey  toiling 

Bt  the  swift  Powow, 
VfTith  the  snmroer  sunshine  falling 

On  thy  heated  brow» 


Listen,  while  all  else  is  still, 
To  the  brooklet  from  the  hill. 

Wild  and  sweet  the  flowers  are  blowing 

By  that  streamlet's  side. 
And  a  greener  verdure  showing 

Where  its  waters  glide, 
Down  the  hill-slope  murmuring  on, 
Over  root  and  mossy  stone. 

Where  yon  oak  his  broad  arms  fling^th 

O'er  the  sloping  hill. 
Beautiful  and  freshly  springeth 

That  soft-flowing  rill. 
Through  its  dark  roots  wreathed  and  bare, 
Gushing  up  to  sun  and  air. 

Brighter  waters  sparkled  never 

In  that  magic  well. 
Of  whose  gift  of  life  forever 

Ancient  legends  tell. 
In  the  lonely  desert  wasted. 
And  by  mortal  lip  untasled. 

Waters  which  the  proud  Costilian 

Sought  with  longing  eyes, 
Underneath  the  bns^ht  pavilion 

Of  the  Indian  skies. 
Where  his  forest  pathway  lay 
Through  the  blooms  of  Florida. 

Years  ago  a  lonely  stranger. 

With  the  dusky  brow 
Of  the  outcast  forest-ranger, 

Crossed  the  swift  Powow, 
And  betook  him  to  the  rill 
And  the  oak  upon  the  hill. 

O'er  his  face  of  moody  sadness 

For  an  instant  shone 
Something  like  a  gleam  of  gladness, 

As  he  stooped  him  down 
To  the  fountain's  grassy  side. 
And  his  eager  thirst  supplied. 

With  the  oak  its  shadow  throwing 

O'er  his  mossy  seat. 
And  the  cool,  sweet  waters  flowing 

Softly  at  his  feet. 
Closely  by  the  foimtain's  rim 
That  lone  Indian  seated  him. 

Autumn's  earliest  frost  had  g^ven 

To  the  woods  below 
Hues  of  beauty,  such  as  heaven 
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Lendeth  to  its  bow  ; 
And  the  soft  breeze  from  the  west 
Scarcely  broke  their  dreamy  rest. 

Far  behind  was  Ocean  striving 

With  his  chains  of  sand  ; 
Southward,  simny  glimpses  giving, 

'Twixt  the  swells  of  land, 
Of  its  calm  and  silvenr  track, 
Rolled  the  tranquil  Merrimac. 

Over  village,  wood,  and  meadow 

Gazed  that  stranger  man, 
Sadly,  till  the  twilight  shadow 

Over  all  things  ran. 
Save  where  spire  and  westward  pane 
Flashed  the  sunset  back  again. 

Grazing  thus  upon  the  dwelling 

Of  his  wamor  sires, 
Where  no  lingering  trace  was  telling 

Of  their  wigwam  fires, 
Who  the  gloomy  thoughts  might  know 
Of  that  wandering  child  of  woe  ? 

Kaked  lay,  in  sunshine  glowing. 

Hills  that  once  had  stood 
Down  their  sides  the  shadows  throwing 

Of  a  mighty  wood. 
Where  the  deer  his  covert  kept, 
And  the  eagle's  pinion  swept ! 

Where  the  birch  canoe  had  glided 

Down  the  swift  Powow, 
Dark  and  gloomy  bridges  strided 

Those  clear  waters  now  ; 
And  where  once  the  beaver  swam. 
Jarred  the  wheel  and  frowned  the  dam. 

For  the  wood-bird's  merry  singing. 

And  the  hunter's  cheer, 
Iron  clang  and  hammer's  ringing 

Smote  upon  his  ear  ; 
And  the  tliick  and  sullen  smoke 
From  the  blackened  forges  broke. 

Could  it  be  his  fathers  ever 

Loved  to  linger  here  ? 
These  bare  hills,  this  conquered  river,  — 

Could  they  hold  them  dear, 
With  their  native  loveliness 
Tamed  and  tortured  into  this  ? 

Sadly,  as  the  shades  of  even 
Grathered  o'er  the  hill, 


While  the  western  half  of  heaven 

Blushed  with  sunset  still, 
From  the  fountain's  mossy  seat 
Turned  the  Indian's  weary  feet. 

Tear  on  year  hath  flown  forever, 

But  he  came  no  more 
To  the  hillside  on  the  river 

Where  he  came  before. 
But  the  villager  can  tell 
Of  that  strange  man's  visit  well. 

And  the  merry  children,  laden 
With  their  fruits  or  flowers,  — 

Roving  boy  and  laughing  maiden, 
In  tneir  school-day  hours. 

Love  the  simple  tale  to  tell 

Of  the  Indian  and  his  well. 


PENTUCKET 

•  The  village'  of  Haverhill,  on  the  Merri 
called  by  the  Indians  Pentucket,  was 
nearly  seventeen '  years  a  frontier  town, 
durmg  thirty  years  endured  all  the  horroi 
savage  warfare.  In  the  year  1708,  a  comb 
body  of  French  and  Indians,  under  the  < 
mand  of  De  Chaillons,  and  Hertel  de  Rou^ 
the  infamous  and  bloody  sacker  of  Deeri 
made  an  attack  upon  the  villag-e,  which  at 
time  contained  only  thirty  houses.  Sixtee 
the  villagers  were  massacred,  and  a  still  la 
number  made  prisoners.  About  thirty  o1 
enemy  also  fell,  and  among  them  Herte 
Rouville.  The  minister  of  the  place,  Be 
min  Rolfe,  was  killed  by  a  shot  througl 
own  door.  In  a  paper  entitled  The  Be 
War  of  1708j  published  in  my  coUectio 
HecrecUions  ana  Miscellanies^  I  have  g^V( 
prose  narrative  of  the  surprise  of  Haverhil 

How  sweetly  on  the  wood-girt  town 
The  mellow  light  of  sunset  shone  ! 
Each  small,  bright  lake,  whose  waters 
Mirror  the  forest  and  the  hill, 
Reflected  from  its  wavelcss  breast 
The  beauty  of  a  cloudless  west, 
Glorious  as  if  a  glimpse  were  given 
Within  the  western  gates  of  heaven. 
Left,  by  the  spirit  of  the  star 
Of  sunset's  holy  hour,  ajar  ! 

Beside  the  river's  tranquil  flood 
The  dark  and  low-walled  dwellings  sto( 
Where  many  a  rood  of  open  land 
Stretched  up  and  down  on  either  hand, 
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aves  waving  freshly  green 
d  blackened  stuiups  between, 
'oken,  deep  and  dread, 
travelled  forest  spread, 
e  mouutainsy  white  and  cold, 
>  Indian  trapper  told, 
summits  never  yet 
foot  in  safety  set. 

Im  without  a  fear, 

irkly  lurkii^G^  near, 

iborer  left  his  plough, 

d  carolled  by  her  cow  ; 

i  door  and  household  hearth 

f  praise,  or  tones  of  mirth. 

3  murmur  died  away, 

>n  that  village  lay. 

ompeii,  tower  and  hall, 

k  earthquake  swallowed  all, 

of  the  fiery  fate 

its  dwellings  desolate  ! 

1  away.     By  moonlight  sped 
ic  along  his  bed. 
e  pallid  lustre,  stood 
i-wall  and  rock  and  wood, 
th  that  tranquil  beam, 
:d  grouping  of  a  dream. 
:ill  air  crept  a  sound, 
ox,  nor  rabbit's  boimd, 
rings,  nor  waters  flowing, 
1  midnight  breezes  blowing. 

J  tread  of  many  feet, 

ward  from  the  hillside  beat  ? 

were  those  which  darkly  stood 

narg^  of  the  wood  ? 

•-stumps  in  the  moonlight  dim, 

de,  or  leafless  limb  ? 

gh    the   trees    fierce   eyeballs 

forms  in  moonshine  showed, 
lieir  native  wilderness, 
1  limbs  and  battle-dress  ! 

3ad  might  wake  to  hear 

he  night  air,  far  and  clear  ; 

the  Indian  tomahawk 

door  and  shattering  lock  ; 

le  rifle-shot,  and  then 

!ath-8cream  of  stricken  men,  — 

I  axe  in  woman's  brain, 

od's  cry  arose  in  vain. 

ough  roof  and  window  came, 

id  fierce,  the  kindled  flame, 


And  blended  fire  and  moonlight  glared 
On  still  dead  men  and  scalp-knives  bared. 

The  morning  sun  looked  brightly  through 
The  river  wdlows,  wet  with  dew. 
No  sound  of  combat  filled  the  air, 
No  shout  was  heard,  nor  gunshot  there  ; 
Tet  still  the  thick  and  suflen  smoke 
From  smouldering  ruins  slowly  broke  ; 
And  on  the  greensward  many  a  stain. 
And,  here  and  there,  the  mangled  slain, 
Told  how  that  midnight  bolt  had  sped 
Peutucket,  on  thy  fated  head  I 

Even  now  the  villager  can  tell 
Where  Rolfe  beside  his  hearthstone  fell. 
Still  show  the  door  of  wasting  oak, 
Through  which  the  fatal  death-shot  broke. 
And  point  the  curious  stranger  where 
De  Rouville's  corse  lay  grim  and  bare  ; 
Whose  hideous  head,  m  death  still  feared. 
Bore  not  a  trace  of  hair  or  beard  ; 
And  still,  within  the  churchyard  ground, 
Heaves  darkly  up  the  ancient  mound. 
Whose  grass-grown  surface  overlies 
The  victims  of  that  sacrifice. 


THE   NORSEMEN 

In  the  early  part  of  the  present  century,  a 
fragment  of  a  statue,  rudely  chiselled  from 
dark  gray  stone,  was  found  in  the  town  of 
Bradford,  on  the  Merrimac.  Its  origin  must 
be  left  entirely  to  conjecture.  The  fact  that 
the  ancient  Northmen  visited  the  northeast 
coast  of  North  America  and  probably  New 
England,  some  centuries  before  the  discovery 
of  tile  western  world  by  Columbus,  is  now  very 
generally  admitted. 

Gift  from  the  cold  and  silent  Past ! 

A  relic  to  the  present  cast. 

Left  on  the  ever-changing  strand 

Of  shifting  and  unstable  sand. 

Which  wastes  beneath  the  steady  chime 

And  beating  of  the  waves  of  Time  I 

Who  from  its  bed  of  primal  rock 

First  wrenched  thy  dark,  unshapely  block  ? 

Whose  hand,  of  curious  skill  untaught. 

Thy  rude  and  savage  outline  wrought  ? 

The  waters  of  my  native  stream 
Are  glancing  in  the  sun's  warm  beam  ; 
From  sail-urged  keel  and  flashing  oar 
The  circles  widen  to  its  shore  ; 
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And  cultured  field  and  peopled  town 
filope  to  its  wiUowed  miirgin  down. 
Yet,  wbile  this  moming  breeze  ia  bringing 
The  home-life  sound  of  acbool-bells  ring- 
ing, 
And  rolling  wheel,  and  rapid  jar 
Of  the  fire- winged  and  HteedleBS  car, 
And  voices  from  the  wayside  near 
Come  quick  and  bleudcd  on  mj  ear,  — 
A  apcll  is  in  this  old  gray  stone, 
Mj  thoughts  are  with  the  Past  alone  I 

A  change  !  —  The  steepled  town  no  more 

Stretches  along  the  sail-thronged  shore  ; 

Like  palace-doincs  in  sunset's  cloud. 

Fade  sun-gilt  spire  and  mansion  proud  : 

Spectrally  rising  where  they  stood, 

I  see  the  old,  primeval  wood  ; 

Dork,  shadow-like,  on  either  hand 

I  see  its  solemn  waste  expand  ; 

It  climbs  the  green  and  cidtured  hill, 

It  arohea  o'er  the  valley's  rill. 

And  leans  from  cliff  and  crag  to  throw 

Its  wild  anns  o'er  the  stream  below. 

Unchanged,  alone,  the  same  bright  river 

Flows  on,  as  it  will  flow  forever  I 

I  listen,  and  [  hear  the  low 

Soft  ripple  where  its  waters  go  ; 

I  hear  behind  the  panther's  cry, 

The  wild-bird's  scream  goes  tlirilling  l^, 

And  shyly  on  the  river's  brink 

TTie  deer  is  stoupiug  down  to  drink. 

Bnt  hark  1  ^  from  wood  and  rock  flung  back. 
What  sound  comes  up  the  Merrimac  ? 
What  sea^wom  barks  are  those  which  throw 


Have  they  not  in  the  North  Sea'f 
Bowed  to  the  waves  the  straining  mast  ? 
Their  frozen  sails  the  low,  pale  sun 
Of  Thule's  night  has  slione  upon  ; 
Flapped  by  the  sen-wind's  gusty  sweep 
Bound  icy  drift,  and  headland  steep. 
Wild  Jutland's  wives  and  Lochlin's  daugh- 

Have  watched  them  fading  o'er  the  waters. 

Lessening  through  driving  mist  and  spray, 
Like  white-winged  sea-birds  on  their  way  I 

Onward  they  glide,  —  and  now  I  view 
Their  imn-armed  and  stalwart  crew  ; 
Joy  glistens  in  each  wild  blue  eye, 
Tiuued  to  green  earth  and  summer  sky. 
Each  brand,  seamed  breast  has  cast  aside 
Its  enmbet^ig  Teat  of  shaggy  hide  ; 


Bared  to  the  sun  and  soft  warm  air, 
titreams  back  the  Nortlimen's  yellow  hais 
I  see  the  gleam  of  axe  and  spear, 
A  sound  of  sm  tten  shields  I  hear, 
Keeping  a  harsh  and  fitting  time 
To  Saga's  chant,  and  Runic  rhyme  ; 
Such  lays  as  Zetland's  Scald  has  suug, 
His  gray  and  naked  isles  among  ; 
Or  muttered  low  at  midnight  hour 
Round  Odin's  mossy  stone  of  power. 
The  wolf  heneatli  the  Arctic  moon 
Has  answered  to  that  startling  rune  ; 
The  Gael  has  heard  its  stormy  swell, 
The  light  Frank  knows  its  summons  well ; 
lona's  sable-stoled  Culdee 
Has  heard  it  soimding  o'er  the  sea. 
And  swept,  with  hoary  beard  and  luur. 
His  alt&r's  foot  in  trembling  prayer  1 

'Tis  past,  —  the  'wUderlng  vision  die* 

Id  darkness  on  my  dreauiiug  eyes  I 

llie  forest  vanishes  in  air. 

Hill-slope  and  vale  lie  starkly  bare; 

J  hear  the  common  tread  of  men. 

And  hum  of  work- day  life  again  j 

The  mystic  relic  seems  alone 

A  broken  mass  of  common  stone ; 

And  if  it  be  the  chiselled  limb 

Of  Berserker  or  idol  grim, 

A  fragment  of  Valhalla's  Tfaor, 


Or  love-awakening  Siona, 
I  know  not,  —  for  no  envea  line. 
Nor  Druid  mark,  nor  Kunio  sign. 
Is  left  me  here,  by  which  to  trace 
Its  name,  or  origin,  or  place. 
Yet,  for  this  vision  of  the  Past, 
Tbis  glance  upon  its  darkness  cast, 
My  spirit  bows  in  gratitude 
Before  the  Giver  of  aU  good, 
Who  fashioned  so  the  human  raind. 
That,  from  the  waste  of  Time  beliiud, 
A  simple  stone,  or  mound  of  earth. 
Can  summon  the  departed  forth  ; 


And  in  their  primal  freshness  show 

The  buried  forms  of  long  ago. 

As  if  a  portion  of  that  Inought 

By  which  the  Eternal  will  is  wronght. 

Whose  impulse  fills  anew  with  breath 

The  frozen  solitude  of  Death, 

To  mortal  mind  were  sometimes  lent. 

To  mortal  musings  sometimes  sent, 
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per  —  even  when  i!;  seems 
mory's  fantasy  of  dreams- 
1  the  mind's  waste  of  woe  and  sin, 
nmortal  origin  I 


NERAL  TREE  OF  THE 
SOKOKIS 

chief  of  the  Sokokis  Indians  of  the 
between  Agamentious  and  Casco  Bay, 
m1  at  Windham  on  Sebago  Lake  in  the 
:  1756.  After  the  whites  had  retired, 
▼ing  Indians  "  swayed  '*  or  bent  down 

tree  until  its  roots  were  upturned, 
he  body  of  their  chief  beneath  it,  and 
eased  the  tree,  which,  in  springing 

its  old  position,  covered  the  grave. 

okis  were  early  converts  to  the  Catho- 

Most  of  them,  prior  to  the  year  1756, 

3ved  to  the  French  settlements  on  the 

jois. 

>  Sebago's  lonely  lake 
ngers  not  a  breeze  to  break 
Tor  which  its  waters  make. 

imn  pines  along  its  shore, 
which  hang  its  gray  rocks  o'er, 
ited  on  its  glassy  floor. 

looks  o'er,  with  hazy  eye, 
wy  mountain-tops  which  Ue 
Idly  up  against  the  sky. 

z    and    white  I    save    where    the 

leak, 

inds  have  bared  some  splintering 

leak, 

r-slide  left  its  dusky  streak. 

en  are  Saco's  banks  below, 
ts  of  spruce  and  cedar  show, 
inging  round  those  cones  of  snow. 

th  hath  felt  the  breath  of  spring, 
yet  on  her  deliverer's  wing 
rering  frosts  of  winter  cling. 

rasses  fringe  the  meadow-brooks. 
Idly  from  its  sunny  nooks 
e  eye  of  the  violet  looks. 

m  from  the  springing  grass, 
iet  birch  and  the  sassafras, 
le  Bcaroe-felt  breezes  pass. 


Her  tokens  of  renewing  care 
Hath  Nature  scattered  everywhere. 
In  bud  and  flower,  and  warmer  air. 

But  in  their  hour  of  bitterness. 
What  reck  the  broken  Sokokis, 
Beside  their  slaughtered  chief,  of  this  ? 

The  turf's  red  stain  is  yet  undried. 
Scarce  have  the  death-shot  echoes  died 
Along  Sebago's  wooded  side; 

And  silent  now  the  hunters  stand. 
Grouped  darkly,  where  a  swell  of  land 
Slopes  upward  from  the  lake's  white  sand. 

Fire  and  the  axe  have  swept  it  bare. 
Save  one  lone  beech,  unclosing  there 
Its  light  leaves  in  the  vernal  air. 

With  grave,  cold  looks,  all  sternly  mnte. 
They  break  the  damp  turf  at  its  foot, 
And  bare  its  coiled  and  twisted  root. 

They  heave  the  stubborn  trunk  aside, 
The  firm  roots  from  the  earth  divide,  — 
The  rent  beneath  yawns  dark  and  wide. 

And  there  the  fallen  chief  is  laid. 
In  tasselled  garb  of  skins  arrayed. 
And  girded  with  his  wampum-braid. 

The  silver  cross  he  loved  is  pressed 
Beneath  the  heavy  arms,  winch  rest 
Upon  his  scarred  and  naked  breast. 

'T  b  done  :  the  roots  are  backward  sent. 
The  beechen-tree  stands  up  unbent, 
The  Indian's  fitting  monument  I 

When  of  that  sleeper's  broken  race 
Their  green  and  pleasant  dwelling-place, 
Which  knew  them  once,  retains  no  trace  ; 

Oh,  long  may  simset's  light  be  shed 
As  now  upon  that  beech^  head, 
A  green  memorial  of  the  dead  I 

There  shall  his  fitting  requiem  be. 
In  northern  winds,  that,  cold  and  free, 
Howl  nightly  in  that  funeral  tree. 

To  their  wild  wail  the  waves  which  break 
Forever  round  that  lonely  lake 
A  solemn  undertone  shall  make  I 
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And  who  shall  deem  the  «pot  unbleat, 
Where  Nature's  youa^t  childien  rest, 
Lulled  on  tbeii  Mirowmg  motheF's  bntoat  7 

Deem  ye  that  mother  loveth  less 
These  bronzed  forms  of  the  witderaesa 
She  foldeth  in  her  long  caress  ? 

As  sweet  o'er  them  her  wild-flowers  blow, 
As  if  with  fairer  hair  and  brow 
The  blue-eyed  Saxon  slept  below. 

What  though  the  places  of  tbeir  rest 
No  prieitlv  knee  Imth  ever  pressed,  — 
No  funeral  rite  nor  prayer  hath  blessed  ? 

What  though  the  bigot's  ban  be  there. 
And  thonghta  of  wafiing  and  despair. 
And  cursing  in  the  place  of  prayer  1 

Tet  Heaven  hath  angels  watching  round 
The  Indian's  lowliest  forest-mound,  — 
And  thej  hare  made  it  holy  ground. 

's  frail  judgment ;  all 
ts  of  curs'       '  " 
Unheeded  on  that  grassy  p 

O  peeled  and  bnnted  and  reviled. 
Sleep  on,  dark  tenant  of  the  wild  I 
Great  Nature  owns  her  simple  child  I 

And  Nature's  God,  to  whom  alone 
The  secret  of  the  heart  is  known,  — 
The  hidden  langu^c  traced  tliereon ; 

Who  from  its  many  cumberiiigs 

Of  form  and  creed,  and  outward  things, 

To  light  the  naked  spirit  brings  ; 

Not  with  our  pridt 

The  spirit  of  our  brother 

ST.  JOHN 

The  fierce  rivalry  between  Charles  de  La 
Tour,  a  ProtestaiiC,  and  D'Anlnay  Charnsgy,  a 
Catbolio,  far  the  poasenioD  of  Acadia,  fornw 
one  of  the  moat  roioantia  paaHaffes  in  the  hiatory 
oftbe  New  World.  La  Tour  received  ud  in  aev 
era!  instances  from  the  Puritan  colony  of  Mas- 
■achnaetla.     During  one  of  his  Toyages  tor  the 

Cnrpoae  of  obt^ning  arma  and  provisions  for 
ia  pstahliahmeut  at  St-  John,  his  caatle  was 
attacked  by  D'Anlnay,  and  saccessfolly  de- 


pEuiisl  eye  shall  scan, 
pride  and  scorn  shall  ban, 


fended  by  its  high-apiiited  n 
attack  however  followed  in  the  fonith  mo 
1S4T,  when  D'Anlnay  was  snceeMfiil,  and 
garrison  was  pnt  to  the  sword.  Lady  La  1 
laogniahed  a  few  dajs  in  the  hands  of  her 
my,  and  then  died  of  grief. 


"  To  the  winds  give  our  banner  I 

Bear  homeward  again  I " 
Cried  the  Lord  of  Acadia, 

Cried  Charles  of  £stienne  I 
From  the  prow  of  his  shallop 

He  faxed,  as  the  sun, 
From  its  bed  in  the  ocean. 

Streamed  up  the  St.  John. 

O'er  the  blue  western  waters 

lliat  shallop  had  pissed. 
Where  the  mists  of  Penobscot 


On  the  heretic  sail, 
As  the  songs  of  the  Huguenot 
Rose  OD  the  gale. 

The  pale,  ghostly  fatlien 

Remembered  her  well. 
And  had  cursed  her  while  passing 

With  taper  and  bell  ; 
But  the  men  of  Monhegon, 

Of  Papists  abhorred, 
Had  welcomed  and  feasted 

The  heretic  Lord. 

Tliev  had  loaded  his  shallop 

With  dnn-tish  and  boll, 
With  stores  for  his  larder, 

And  steel  for  liis  wall. 
Pemaouid,  from  her  bastions 

And  turrets  of  stone, 
Had  welcomed  his  coming 

With  banner  and  gun. 

And  the  prayers  of  the  elders 

Had  followed  his  way. 
As  homeward  he  glided, 

Down  Pentecost  Bay. 

Oh,  weU  sped  La  Tour  I 

For,  in  peril  and  pain. 
His  lady  kept  watch, 

For  his  coming  again. 

O'er  the  Isle  of  the  Pheasant 
The  morning  sun  shone. 

On  the  plane-trees  whicli  shaded 
The  shores  of  St.  John. 
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*'13'ow,  why  from  you  battlements 

But  woe  to  the  heretic, 

Speaks  not  my  love  ! 

Evermore  woe  I 

Whv  waves  there  no  banner 
My  fortress  above  ?  " 

When  the  son  of  the  church 

And  the  cross  is  his  foe  1 

Dark  and  wild,  from  his  deck 

"  In  the  track  of  the  shell, 

St.  Estienne  sazed  about, 
On  fire-wasted  dwellings, 

In  the  path  of  the  ball, 

Pentagoet  swept  over 

And  silent  redoubt ; 

The  breach  of  the  wall  I 

From  the  low,  shattered  walls 

Steel  to  steel,  gun  to  gvai, 
One  moment,  —  and  then 

Which  the  flame  had  o'errun, 

There  floated  no  banner, 

Aloqe  stood  the  victor, 

There  thundered  no  gun  1 

Alone  with  his  men  t 

But  beneath  the  low  arch 

"  Of  its  sturdy  defenders. 

Of  its  doorway  there  stood 

Thy  lady  alone 

A  pale  priest  of  Rome, 
In  his  cloak  and  his  hood* 

Saw  the  cross-blazoned  banner 

Float  over  St.  John." 

With  the  bound  of  a  lion, 

«  Let  the  dastard  look  to  it  I " 

La  Tour  sprang  to  land. 

Cried  fieir  Estienne, 
"  Were  D'Aulnay  King  Louis, 

On  the  throat  of  the  Papist 

He  fastened  hb  hand. 

I  'd  free  her  again  I " 

^  Speak,  son  of  the  Woman 

**  Alas  for  thy  lady  ! 

Of  scarlet  and  sin! 

No  service  from  thee 

What  wolf  has  been  prowling 
My  castle  within?  ^' 

Is  needed  by  her 

Whom  the  Lord  hath  set  free  { 

From  the  grasp  of  the  soldier 

Nine  days,  in  stern  silence. 

The  Jesuit  broke. 

Her  thraldom  she  bore. 

Half  in  scorn,  half  in  sorrow, 

But  the  tenth  morning  came, 
And  Death  opened  her  door  1 " 

He  smiled  as  he  spoke  : 

**  No  wolf.  Lord  of  F^stienne, 

As  if  suddenly  smitten 

Has  ravaged  thy  hall, 

T/a  Tour  staggered  back  ; 

But  thy  red-handed  rival, 

His  hand  gprasped  his  sword-hilty 
His  forehead  grew  black. 

With  fire,  steel,  and  ball  I 

On  an  errand  of  mercy 

He  sprang  on  the  deck 
Oi  his  shallop  again. 

I  hitherward  came. 

While  the  walls  of  thy  castle 

"  We  cruise  now  for  veng^eance  1 

Yet  spouted  with  flame. 

Give  way  1 "  cried  Estienne. 

**  Fentagoet's  dark  vessels 

**  Massachusetts  shall  hear 

Were  moored  in  the  bay, 

Of  the  Huguenot's  wrong, 

Grim  sea-lions,  roaring 

And  from  island  and  creekside 

Aloud  for  their  prey." 

Her  fishers  shall  throng  1 

«  But  what  of  my  lady  ?  " 
Cried  Charles  of  Estienne. 

Pentagoet  shall  rue 

What  his  Papists  have  done. 

"  On  the  shot-crumbled  turret 

When  his  palisades  echo 

Thy  lady  was  seen  : 

The  Puritan's  gun  I  " 

"  Half-veiled  in  the  smoke-cloud. 

Oh,  the  loveliest  of  heavens 

Her  hand  grasped  thy  pennon, 

Hung  tenderly  o'er  him. 

While  her  ditfk  tresses  swayed 

There  were  waves  in  the  sunshine^ 

In  the  hot  breath  of  cannon  1 

And  green  isles  before  him  ; 
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But  a  pale  hand  was  beckonli 

The  Hugueuot  on  ; 
And  in  blackness  und  aahea 

Behind  ¥rM  St.  John  I 


THE  CYPRESS-TREE  OF  CEYLON 

Ibn  Batnta,  the  celebrated  Masmlman  trsT- 
eller  of  the  fourteeatli  oentury,  speaks  of  a 
ojprees-tree  in  Cajlon,  universally  held  sacred 
by  tlie  natives,  the  leaves  of  vhieh  vera  said 
to  fall  only  at  certain  intervals,  and  he  who 
had  the  happiness  to  find  and  eat  one  of  them 
vas  restored,  at  once,  to  youth  and  vigor.  The 
travallersaw  several  venerable  JogeeB,orsainta, 
ritting  sUent  and  motionless  under  the  tree. 

TllEV  sat  in  silent  watchfulness 
The  sacred  cypress-tree  about, 

And,  from  beneuth  old  wrinkled  brows, 
Their  failing  eyes  looked  ouL 

G^^  Age  and  Sickness  waiting  there 
llirough     weary    night    aJid    lingering 

Grim  as  the  idols  nt  their  aide. 
And  motiooless  as  tbuj. 

Unheeded  in  the  bouglu  above 

The  song  of  Ceylon's  birds  was  sweet ; 

Unseen  of  them  the  island  flowers 
Bloomed  brightly  at  Uieir  feet. 

O'er  them  the  tropic  night-storm  swept. 
The  thunder  crashed  on  rock  and  hill ; 

The  cloud-tire  on  their  eyeballs  blazed, 
Yet  there  they  waited  still  I 

What  was  the  world  without  to  them  ? 

The  Moslem's  sunset-eall,  the  dance 
Of  Ceylon's  maids,  the  passing  gleam 

Of  batti    " 


battle-ltag  and  lance  ? 

They  waited  for  that  falling  leaf 

Of  which  the  wandering  Jogees  sing  ; 
Whii^h  lends  once  more  to  wintry  age 
The  greenness  of  its  spring. 

Oh,  if  these  poor  and  blinded  ones 
In  trustful  patience  watt  to  feel 

O'er  torpid  pulse  and  failing  limb 
A  youthful  freshness  steu  ; 

Shall  we,  who  sit  beneath  that  Treo 
WboM  hafliiiig  leaTea  of  life  aie  •bed, 


In  answer  to  the  breath  of  prayer, 
Upon  the  waiting  head  — 

Not  to  restore  oar  failing  forms. 
And  build  the  spirit's  broken  shrine. 

But  on  the  fainting  soul  to  shed 
A  light  and  life  divine  — 

Shall  we  grow  weary  iu  our  watch, 
Aud  murmur  at  the  long  delay  ? 

Impatient  of  our  Father's  time 
And  His  appointed  way? 

Or  shall  the  stir  of  outward  thing* 
Allure  and  claim  the  Ciiristian  s  eye. 

When  on  the  heatbeo  watcher's  ear 
Their  powerless  murmucs  die? 

Alas  I  a  deeper  test  of  faith 

Than  prison  cell  or  martyr's  stake. 

The  self-abasing  watchfulness 
Of  Bilent  prayer  may  make. 

We  gird  us  bravely  to  rebuke 

Our  erring  brother  in  the  wrong,  — 

And  in  the  ear  of  Pride  and  Power 
Out  wacuing  voice  is  strong. 

Easier  to  smite  with  Peter's  sword 

Than   "watch   one   hour"   in   humbling 

Life's  "great  things,"  like  the  Syrian  lord, 
Our  hearts  can  do  and  dare. 

But  oh  t  we  shrink  from  Jordan's  side. 
Prom  waters  which  alone  can  save; 

j\nd  murmur  for  Abana's  banks 
And  Pharpar's  brighter  wave. 

0  Thou,  who  in  the  garden's  shade 
Didst  wake  Thy  weary  ones  agtun, 

Who  slumbered  at  that  fearful  hour 
Forgetful  of  Thy  pain  ; 

Bend  o'er  us  now,  as  over  them, 

And  set  our  sleep-bound  spirits  free, 

Nor  leave  ns  slumbering  iu  the  watch 
Our  souls  should  keep  with  Thee  I 


THE    EXILES 

llie  inradenta  upon  which  the  following  W- 
lad  haa  its  fonndation  occomid  abont  the  year 
IflOO.    ThomBi  Maoy  wia  one  of  ths  flnt,  il 
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But  the  iii-st  \vlntf  settler  of   Naiitiickf  t. 
caxttT  of  Miicy  ls  brielly  but  Ciiretuliy  outlined 
in  James  S.  Pike's  The  New  Furitan, 

The  goodman  sat  beside  his  door, 

One  sultry  afternoon, 
With  his  young  wife  singing  at  his  side 

An  old  and  goodly  tune. 

A  glimmer  of  heat  was  in  the  air,  — 
llie  dark  green  woods  were  still ; 

And  the  skirts  of  a  heavy  thunder-cloud 
Hung  over  the  western  hiU. 

Black,  thick,  and  vast  arose  that  cloud 

Above  the  wilderness, 
As  some  dark  world  from  upper  air 

Were  stooping  over  this. 

At  times  the  solemn  thimder  pealed. 

And  all  was  still  again, 
Save  a  low  murmur  in  the  air 

Of  coming  wind  and  rain. 

Jnat  as  the  first  big  rain-drop  fell, 

A  weary  stranger  came. 
And  stooa  before  the  farmer's  door. 

With  travel  soiled  and  lame. 

Sad  seemed  he,  yet  sustaining  hope 

Wa«  in  his  quiet  glance. 
And     peace,    likef    autumn's    moonlight, 
clothed 

His  tranquil  countenance,  — 

A  look,  like  that  his  Master  wore 
-   In  Filate's  coimcil-hall: 
It  told  of  wrongs,  but  of  a  love 
Meekly  forgiving  all. 

**  Friend !    wilt    thou    give    me    shelter 
here?" 

The  stranger  meekly  said  ; 
And,  leaning  on  his  oaken  staff. 

The  goodman's  features  read. 

"My  life  is  hunted,  —  evil  men 

Are  following  in  my  track  ; 
The  tracef  of  the  torturer's  whip 

Aze  00  my  aged  back ; 

''And  much,  I  fear,  't  will  peril  thee 

Within  thy  doors  to  take 
A  bunted  aeeker  of  the  Truth, 

OppfMied  for  conscience'  sake." 


Ol),  kindly  spoke  the  <;oodnian's  wife, 
*'  Come  ill,  old  man  I  "  quoth  she, 

"  We  will  not  leave  thee  to  the  storm. 
Whoever  thou  mayst  be." 

Then  came  the  aged  wanderer  in, 

Aud  silent  sat  him  down  ; 
While  all  within  grew  dark  as  night 

Beneath  the  storm-cloud's  frown. 

But  while  the  sudden  lightning's  blaze 

Filled  every  cottage  nook, 
And  with  the  jarring  thunder-roll 

The  loosened  casements  shook, 

A  heavy  tramp  of  horses'  feet 

Came  sounding  up  the  lane. 
And  half  a  score  of  horse,  or  more, 

Came  plunging  through  the  rain. 

"  Now,  Groodman  Macy,  ope  thy  door,  — 
We  would  not  be  house-breakers  ; 

A  rueful  deed  thou  'st  done  this  day. 
In  harboring  banished  Quakers." 

Out  looked  the  cautious  e^oodman  then, 

With  much  of  fear  and  awe, 
For  there,  with  broad  wig  drenched  with 
rain, 

The  parish  priest  he  saw. 

**  Open  thy  door,  thou  wicked  man. 

And  let  thy  pastor  in. 
And  give  God  thanks,  if  forty  stripes 

Repay  thy  deadly  sin." 

"  What  seek  ye  ?  "  quoth  the  goodman  ; 

"  The  stranger  is  my  guest ; 
He  is  worn  with  toil  and  grievous  wrong,  — 

Pray  let  the  old  man  rest." 

"  Now,  out  upon  thee,  canting  knave  1 " 
And  strong  hands  shook  the  door. 

"  Believe  me,  Macy,"  quoth  the  priest, 
"  Thou  'It  rue  thy  conduct  sore." 

Then  kindled  Macy's  eye  of  fire  : 
"  No  priest  who  walks  the  earth, 

Shall  pluck  away  the  stranger-guest 
Made  welcome  to  my  hearth." 

Down  from  his  cottage  wall  he  canght 

The  matchlock,  hotly  tried 
At  Preston-pans  and  Marston-moor, 

By  fiery  Ireton's  side  ; 
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Where  Puritan,  and  Cavalier, 
With  shout  and  psalm  contended; 

And  Rupert's  oath,  and  Cromwell's  prayer. 
With  battle-thunder  blended. 

Up  rose  the  ancient  stranger  then  : 

**  My  spirit  is  not  free 
To  brin^  the  wrath  and  violence 

Of  evil  men  on  thee  ; 

**  And  for  thyself,  I  pray  forbear, 

Bethink  thee  of  thy  Lord, 
Who  healed  again  the  smitten  ear, 

And  sheathed  His  follower's  sword. 

**  Igpi  ^  ^  the  slaughter  led. 

friends  of  the  poor,  farewell ! " 
Beneath  his  hand  the  oaken  door 

Back  on  its  hinges  fell. 

**  Come  forth,  old  graybeard,  yea  and  nay," 

The  reckless  scoffers  cried, 
As  to  a  horseman's  saddle-bow 

The  old  man's  arms  were  tied. 

And  of  his  bondage  hard  and  long 

Li  Boston's  crowded  jail, 
Where    Buffering    woman's    prayer    was 
beard, 

With  sickening  childhood's  wail. 

It  suits  not  with  our  tale  to  tell ; 

Those  scenes  have  passed  away  ; 
Let  the  dim  shadows  of  the  past 

Brood  o'er  that  evil  day. 

**  Ho,  sheriff !  "  quoth  the  ardent  priest, 

**  Take  Goodman  Macy  too  ; 
The  sin  of  this  day's  heresy 

His  back  or  purse  shall  rue." 

"  Now,  goodwif e,  haste  thee  ! "  Macy  cried. 

She  caught  his  manly  arm  ; 
Behind,  the  parson  urged  pursuit, 

With  outcry  and  alarm. 

Ho  I   speed  the  Macys,  neck  or  naught,  — 

The  river-course  was  near  ; 
Theplashin^  on  its  pebbled  shore 

Was  music  to  their  ear. 

A  gray  rock,  tassellcd  o*er  with  birch, 

Above  the  waters  hung. 
And  at  its  base,  with  every  wave, 

A  small  light  wherry  swung. 


A  leap  —  they  gain  the  boat  —  and  there 

The  goodman  wields  his  oar ; 
**  111  luck  betide  them  all,"  he  cried, 

**  The  laggards  on  the  shore." 

Down  through  the  crashing  underwood. 

The  burly  sheriff  came  :  — 
**  Stand,  Goodman  Macy,  yield  thyself ; 

Yield  in  the  King's  own  name.' 

**  Now  out  upon  thy  haneman's  face  ! " 

Bold  Macy  answered  then,  — 
**  Whip  women,  on  the  village  gz^en, 

But  meddle  not  with  men." 

The  priest  came  panting  to  the  shore. 
His  g^ve  cocked  hat  was  gone  ; 

Behind  him,  like  some  owl's  nest,  hung 
His  wig  upon  a  thorn. 

**  Come  back  I  come  back ! "  the  parson  cried, 

"  The  church's  curse  beware. 
''Curse,  an  thou  wilt,"  said  Macy,  ^*  but 

Thy  blessing  prithee  spare." 

**  Vile  scoffer  I  "  cried  the  baffled  priest, 
"  Thou  'It  yet  the  gallows  see." 

« Who's  born  to  be  hanged  will  not  be 
drowned," 
Quoth  Macy,  merrily  ; 

**  And  so,  sir  sheriff  and  priest,  good-by  I " 

He  bent  him  to  his  oar. 
And  the  small  boat  glided  quietly 

From  the  twain  upon  the  shore. 

Now  in  the  west,  the  heavy  clouds 

Scattered  and  fell  asunder, 
While  feebler  came  the  rush  of  rain. 

And  fainter  growled  the  thunder. 

And  through  the  broken  clouds,  the  son 

Looked  out  serene  and  warm. 
Painting  its  holy  S3rmbol-light 

Upon  the  passing  storm. 

Oh,  beautiful  I  that  rainbow  span, 
O'er  dim  Crane-neck  was  bended  ; 

One  bright  foot  touched  the  eastern  hills, 
And  one  with  ocean  blended. 

Bygreen  Pentucket's  southern  slope 

Tne  small  boat  glided  fast  ; 
The  watchers  of  the  Block-house  saw 

The  strangers  as  they  passed. 
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That  night  a  stalwart  garrison 

Sat  s&king  in  their  shoes, 
To  hear  the  mp  of  Indian  oars, 

The  glide  of  birch  canoes. 

The  fisher-wiyes  of  Salisbury  -« 

The  men  were  all  away  — 
Looked  out  to  see  the  stranger  oar 

Upon  their  waters  play. 

Deer  Island's  rocks  and  fir-trees  threw 
Their  sunset-shadows  o'er  them, 

And  Newbury's  spire  and  weathercock 
Peered  o'er  the  pines  before  them. 

Around  the  Black  Rocks,  on  their  left. 
The  marsh  lay  broad  and  green  ; 

And  OB  their   right  with  dwarf    shrubs 
crowned, 
Plum  Island's  hills  were  seen. 

With  skilful  hand  and  wary  eye 

The  harbor-bar  was  crossed  ; 
A  plaything  of  the  restless  wave. 

The  boat  on  ocean  tossed. 

The  glory  of  the  sunset  heayen 

On  land  and  water  lay ; 
On  the  steep  hills  of  Agawam, 

On  cape,  and  bluff,  and  bay. 

They  passed  the  gray  rocks  of  Cape  Ann, 

And  Gloucester's  harbor-bar ; 
The  watch-fire  of  the  garrison 

Shone  like  a  setting  star. 

How  brightly  broke  the  morning 

On  Massachusetts  Bay  I 
Blue  wave,  and  bright  green  island^ 

Rejoicing  in  the  day. 

On  passed  the  bark  in  safety 
Round  isle  and  headland  steep  ; 

No  tempest  broke  above  them, 
No  fog-cloud  veiled  the  deep. 

Far  round  the  bleak  and  stormy  Cape 

The  Tenturous  Macy  passed, 
And  on  Nantucket's  naked  isle 

Drew  up  his  boat  at  last. 

And  how,  in  log-built  cabin, 

They  tvayed  the  rou^h  sear-weather  ; 
And  there,  in  peace  and  quietness. 

Went  down  life's  vale  together ; 


How  others  drew  around  them. 
And  how  their  fishine  sped, 

Until  to  every  wind  of  heaven 
Nantucket's  sails  were  spread ; 

How  pale  Want  alternated 
With  Plenty's  golden  smile  ; 

Behold,  is  it  not  written 
In  the  annals  of  the  isle  ? 

And  yet  that  isle  remaineth 

A  refuge  of  the  free, 
As  when  true-hearted  Macy 

Beheld  it  from  the  sea. 

Free  as  the  winds  that  winnow 
Her  shrubless  hills  of  sand. 

Free  as  the  waves  that  batter 
Along  her  yielding  land. 

Than  hers,  at  duty's  summons. 

No  loftier  spirit  stirs. 
Nor  falls  o'er  human  suffering 

A  readier  tear  than  hers. 

God  bless  the  sea-beat  island  I 
And  grant  forevermore. 

That  charity  and  freedom  dwell 
As  now  upon  her  shore  I 
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Ere  down  yon  blue  Carpathian  hills 

The  Bun  shall  sink  again. 
Farewell  to  life  and  all  its  ills. 

Farewell  to  cell  and  chain  ! 

These  prison  shades  are  dark  and  cold, 

But,  darker  far  than  they, 
The  shadow  of  a  sorrow  old 

Is  on  my  heart  alway. 

For  since  the  day  when  Warkworth  wood 

Closed  o'er  my  steed,  and  I, 
An  alien  from  my  name  and  blood, 

A  weed  cast  out  to  die,  — 

Wlien,  looking  back  in  sunset  light, 

I  saw  her  turret  gleam. 
And  from  its  casement,  far  and  white, 

Her  sig^  of  farewell  stream, 

Like  one  who,  from  some  desert  shore, 
Doth  home's  green  isles  descry. 
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So  from  the  desert  of  mj  fate 

I  gaze  across  the  past ; 
Forever  on  life's  dUl-plate 

The  sbade  is  backwaid  cast  I 

I  've  wandered  wide  from  shore  to  aboie, 

I  've  knelt  at  many  a  sbrine  ; 
And  bowed  me  to  the  cocky  floor 

Where  Bethlehem's  tapers  shine  ; 

And  bj  the  Holy  Sepulchre 

I'tb  pledged  my  knightly  sword 

To  Chriat,  His  blessed  Church,  and  her, 
The  Mother  of  our  Lord. 

Ob,  vain  the  tow,  and  vain  the  strife  I 

How  vain  do  all  things  seem  I 
My  soul  is  in  the  past,  and  Ufa 

To^y  is  but  a  dream  I 

In  vain  the  penance  strange  and  lon^, 

Aud  hard  for  flesh  to  bear  ; 
Hie  prayer,  the  Casting,  and  the  thong. 

And  sackcloth  shirt  of  hair. 

The  eyes  of  memory  will  not  sleep,  — 

Its  ears  are  open  stitl ; 
And  vigils  with  the  past  they  keep 

Against  my  feeble  will. 

And  still  the  loves  and  joys  of  old 

Do  evermore  uprise  ; 
I  see  the  flow  of  locks  of  gold. 

The  shine  of  laving  eyes  1 

Ah  me  I  upon  another's  breast 

Those  golden  locks  recline  ; 
I  see  upon  another  rest 

The  glance  that  once  was  mine. 

**0  faithless  priest  I   O  perjured  knight  I" 
I  hear  the  Master  cry  ; 


"  The  Church  of  (rod  is  now  thy  spouse, 
And  thou  the  hridegroora  art  ; 

Th?n  let  the  hnrden  of  thy  vows 
Crush  down  thy  human  heart  I" 


O  pitying  Mother  I  lonls  of  light. 
And  saints  and  martyts  old  1 

Pray  for  a  weak  aud  sinful  knight, 
A  soSeiing  man  uphold. 

Then  let  the  Paynim  work  his  will, 
And  death  unbind  my  chain, 

Er«  down  you  blue  Carpathian  hill 
The  sun  shall  fall  again. 


CASSANDRA  SOUTHWICK 

la  1668  two  young'  persons,  vm  and  daughter 
of  Lawrence  Soutbwick  of  Halem,  who  had 
himself  been  imprisoned  and  deprived  of  neariy 
all  his  property  for  having  entertained  Qnaken 
at  his  house,  vera  fined  for  non-atlendansv  at 
choich-  They  being*  onable  to  pay  Uie  fine,  Uie 
Qeneral  Court  isaucd  an  order  empowBiiag 
"  the  IVeasurer  of  the  County  to  sell  tha  said 
persons  to  any  of  the  English  nation  of  Virginia 
or  Barbadoei,  to  answer  said  fines."  An  at- 
tempt was  made  to  carry  this  order  into  eieca- 
tion,  but  no  shipmaster  was  foond  willing  to 
OODvey  them  to  the  West  Indies. 

To  the  God  of  all  sure  mercies  let  my  bless- 
ing rise  to-day. 

From  the  scoffer  and  the  cruel  He  bath 
plucked  the  spoil  away  ; 

Yea,  He  who  cooled  the  furnace  aronnd  the 
fiuthfal  three. 

And  tamed  the  Chaldean  lions,  hath  set 
His  handmaid  free  ! 

Last  night  I  saw  the  sunset  melt  through 

my  prison  bars, 
Last  night  across  my  damp  earth-Soor  fell 

the  paie  gleam  of  stars  ; 
In  the  coldness  and  the  darkness  all  throu^ 

the  long  night-time, 
My   grated   casement   whitened   with   an- 

tumn's  early  rime. 

Alone,  in  that  dark  sorrow,  hour  after  hour 

crept  by  ; 
Star  after  stnr  looked  palely  in  and  sank 

adown  the  sky  ; 
No  sound  amid  night's  stillness,  save  that 

which  seemed  to  be 
The  dull  and  heavy  heating  of  the  pnlsta 

of  the  sea; 
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AU  night  I  sat  nnsleeping,  for  I  knew  that 
on  the  morrow 

The  ruler  and  the  cruel  priest  would  mock 
me  in  m^  sorrow, 

Dragged  to  their  place  of  market,  and  bar- 
gained for  and  sold, 

Like  a  lamb  before  the  shambles,  like  a 
heifer  from  the  fold  I 

Oh,  the  weakness  of  the  flesh  was  there,  — 

the  shrinking  and  the  shame  ; 
And  the  low  voice  of  the  Tempter  like 

whispers  to  me  came  : 
••Why   sit'st    thou    thus    forlornly,*'    the 

wicked  murmur  said, 
**  Damp  walls  thy  bower  of  beauty,  cold 

eartlh  thy  maiden  bed  ? 

^  Where  be  the  smiling  faces,  and  voices 

soft  and  sweet, 
Seen  in  thy  father's  dwelling,  heard  in  the 

pleasant  street  ? 
Where  be  the  youths  whose  glances,  the 

sommer  Sabbath  through, 
!]^ixiied    tenderly  and    timidly    unto    thy 

father's  pew? 

*  Why  sit'st  thou  here,  Cassandra  ?  —  Be- 

think thee  with  what  mirth 
Thy  happy  schoolmates  gather  around  the 

warm,  bright  hearth  ; 
How  the  crimson  shadows  tremble  on  fore- 
heads white  and  fair. 
On  eyes  of  merry  girlhood,  half  hid  in 
golden  hair. 

*Not  for  thee  the  hearth-fire  brightens, 

not  for  thee  kind  words  are  spoken, 
Hot  for  ihee  the  nuts  of  Weuham  woods 

by  laughing  boys  are  broken  ; 
No  first-fruits  of  the  orchard  Mritbin  thy 

lap  are  laid, 
For  thee  no  flowers  of  autumn  the  youth- 

fnl  hunters  braid. 

'^O  weak,  deluded  maiden  I  —  by  crazy 
fancies  led. 

With  wild  and  raving  railers  an  evil  patii 
to  tread  ; 

To  leave  a  wholesome  worship,  and  teach- 
ing pore  and  sound, 

And  mate  with  maniac  women,  loose- 
haired  and  sackcloth  bound,  — 

*  Mad  sooffBTB  oi  the  priesthood,  who  mock 

at  things  divine. 


Who  rail  against  the  pulpit,  and  holy 
bread  and  wine  ; 

Sore  from  their  cart-tail  scourgings,  and 
from  the  pillory  lame. 

Rejoicing  in  their  wretchedness,  and  glory- 
ing in  their  shame. 

"  And  what  a  fate  awaits  thee  !  —  a  sadly 

toiling  slave, 
Dragging  the  slowly  lengthening  chain  of 

bondage  to  the  grave  I 
Think  of  thy  woman's  nature,  subdued  in 

hopeless  thrall. 
The  easy  prey  of  any,  the  scoff  and  scorn 

of  aUI^' 

Oh,  ever  as  the  Tempter  spoke,  and  feeble 

Nature's  fears 
Wrung  drop  by  drop  the  scalding  flow  of 

unavailing  tears, 
I  wrestled  down  the  evil  thoughts,   and 

strove  in  silent  prayer. 
To  feel,  O  Helper  of  the  weak  t  that  Thou 

indeed  wert  there  I 

I  thought  of  Paul  and  Silas,  within  Phi- 

lippi's  cell, 
And  how  from  Peter's  sleeping  limbs  the 

prison  shackles  fell, 
Till  I  seemed  to  hear  the  trailing  of  an 

angel's  robe  of  white, 
And  to  feel  a  blessed  presence  invisible  to 

sight. 

Bless  the  Lord  for  all  his  mercies  I  —  for 

the  peace  and  love  I  felt. 
Like  dew  of  Hermon's  holy  hill,  upon  my 

spirit  melt ; 
When  "  Get  behind  me,  Satan  I "  was  the 

lang^ge  of  my  heart, 
And  I  felt  the  Evil  Tempter  with  all  his 

doubts  depart. 

Slow  broke  the  gray  cold  morning  ;  again 
the  simshine  fell, 

Flecked  with  the  shade  of  bar  and  grate 
within  my  lonely  cell  ; 

The  hoar-frost  melted  on  the  wall,  and  up- 
ward from  the  street 

Came  careless  laugh  and  idle  word,  and 
tread  of  passing  feet. 

At  length  the  heavy  bolts  fell  back,  my 

door  was  open  cast, 
And  slowly  at  the  sheriff's  side,  up  the 

long  street  I  passed  ; 
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J  heard  the 

but  dared  not  see, 
How,   from  every  door  and  window,  the 

people  gazed  on  me. 

And  doubt  uid  fear  fell  on  me,  shame 

burned  npon  mj  cheek, 
fiwam  earth  and  a^  around  me,  m;  ttem- 

bliog  limbs  grew  weak: 
"  O   Lord  I    sappOFt   thy   handmaid  ;   and 

from  her  soul  ciut  out 
^e  fear  of  man,   which  brings  a  snare, 

the  weakness  and  the  doubt." 

Then  the  dreary  shadows  scattered,  like  a 

cloud  in  morning's  hreeze. 
And  a  low  deep  voice  within  me  seemed 

whispering  words  like  these  : 
"  Though  thy  eaJth  be  as  the  iron,  and  thy 

heaven  a.  brazen  wall. 
Trust    still     His    loving-kindneES     whose 

power  is  over  all. 

We  paused  at  length,  where  at   my  feet 

the  sunlit  waters  broke 
On  glaring  reach   of   shining   beach,   and 

shingly  wall  of  rock  ; 
The  merchant-ships  lay  idly  there,  in  hard 

clear  lines  ou  high. 
Tracing  with  rope  and  slender  spar  their 

network  on  the  sky. 

And  there  were  ancient  citizens,  cloak- 
wrapped  and  grave  aod  cold. 

And  grim  and  stout  sea-captains  with 
faces  bronzed  and  old. 

And  on  his  horse,  witli  Rawsen,  his  cruel 
clerk  at  hiuid. 

Sat  dark  and  haughty  Eudicott,  the  ruler 
of  the  land. 

And  poisoning  with  hb  evil  words  the 
ruler's  ready  ear. 

The  priest  leaned  o'er  his  saddle,  with 
Iftugli  and  scoff  and  jeer ; 

It  stirred  my  soul,  and  from  my  lips  the 
seal  of  Nilence  broke. 

As  if  through  woman's  weakness  a  warn- 
ing spirit  spoke. 

I    cried,    "  The    Lord   rebuke   thee,  thou 

smiter  of  the  meek. 
Thou  robber  of  the  righteous,  thou  trampler 

of  the  weak  1 
Cro  light  the  dark,  cold  hearth-stones,  —  go 

turn  the  prison  lock 


Dark  lowered  the  hrows  of  Endieott,  and 

with  a  deeper  red  i 

O'er  Bawson's  wme-empurpled  cheek  tha 

flush  of  anger  spread  ; 
"Good    people,"  quoth    the  white-lipped 

priest,  "  heed  not  her  words  so  wild, 
Her  Master  speaks  within  her,  —  the  Devil 

owna  his  child  I " 

But  gray  heads  shook,  and  young  hrows 

knit,  the  while  the  sheriff  r^d 
That  law  the  wicked  rulers  aghast  the  poor 

have  made, 
Who  to  their  house  of  Bimmon  and  idol 

priesthood  bring 
No  bended  knee  of  worship,  nor  gunfol 

offering. 

Then  to  the  stout  sea-captains  the  sheriS, 
turning,  Bud, — 

"  Which  of  ye,  worthy  seamen,  will  take 
this  Quaker  maid  ? 

Id  the  Isle  of  fair  Barbadoes,  or  on  Vir- 
ginia's shore, 

You  may  hold  her  at  a  higher  price  than 
Indian  girl  or  Moor. 

Grim  and  silent  stood   the  captuns  ;  and 

when  again  he  cried, 
"  Speak  out,  my  worthy   seamen  1 "  —  no 

voice,  no  sign  replied  ; 
But  I  felt  a  bard  hand  press  my  own,  and 

kind  words  met  my  ear,  — 
"God  bless  thee,  and   preserve   thee,  mj 

gentle  girl  and  dear  t " 

A  weight  seemed  lifted  from  my  heart,  * 

pitying  friend  was  nigh,  — 
I  felt  it  in  his  hard,  rough  hand,  and  sawit 

in  his  eye  ; 
And  when   again   the   sheriff  spoke,  that 

voice,  so  kind  to  me, 
Growled  back  its  stormy  answer  like  the 

roaring  of  the  sea, — 

"  Pile  mj  ship  with   bars  of   silver,  pack 

with  coins  of  Spanish  gold. 
From    keel-piece    up   to    deok-plank,  the 

rooniage  of  her  hold. 
By   the   living  God   who   made   me  I  —  I 

would  Hoouer  in  your  hay 
Sink  ship  and  crew  and  cargo,  than  ben 

this  child  away  I " 
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**  Well  answered,  worthy  captain,  shame  on 

their  crael  laws  ! " 
Ran  through  the  crowd  in  marmurs  loud 

the  people's  just  applause. 
**  lake  the  nerdsman  of  Tekoa,  in  Israel  of 

old. 
Shall  we  see  the  poor  and  righteous  again 

for  sUver  sold  ?  " 

I  looked  on  haughty  Endicott ;  with  wea- 
pon half-way  dravm, 

Swept  round  the  throng  his  lion  glare  of 
bitter  hate  and  scorn  ; 

Fiercely  he  drew  his  bridle-rein,  and  turned 
in  silence  back, 

And  sneering  priest  and  baffled  clerk  rode 
murmuring  in  his  track. 

Hard  after  them  the  sheriff  looked,  in  bit- 
terness of  soul ; 

Thrice  smote  his  staff  upon  the  ground, 
and  crushed  hb  parchment  roll. 

''Good  friends,"  he  said,  **  since  both  have 
fled,  the  ruler  and  the  priest, 

Judge  ye,  if  from  their  further  work  I  be 
not  well  released." 

Loud  was  the  cheer  which,  full  and  clear, 
swept  round  the  silent  bay, 

As,  with  kmd  words  and  kinder  looks,  he 
bade  me  go  my  way  ; 

For  He  who  turns  the  courses  of  the  stream- 
let of  the  glen, 

And  the  riyer  of  great  waters,  had  turned 
the  hearts  of  men. 

Oh,  at  that  hour  the  yery  earth  seemed 

changed  beneath  my  eye, 
A  holier  wonder  round  me  rose  the  blue 

walls  of  the  sky, 
A  lorelier  light  on  rock  and  hill  and  stream 

and  woodland  lay. 
And  softer  lapsed   on  sunnier  sands  the 

waters  of  the  bay. 

Thanksgiying  to  the  Lord  of  life  I  to  Him 

^1  praises  be. 
Who  from  the  hands  of  evil  men  hath  set 

his  handmaid  free ; 
All  praise  to  Him  before  whose  power  the 

mighty  are  afraid. 
Who  takes  the  crafty  in  the  snare  which 

for  the  poor  is  laid  f 

Sing,  O  my  soul,  rejoicingly,  on  eyeuing's 
twiiiglit  calm 


Uplift  the  loud   thanksgiying,  pour  forth 

the  g^teful  psalm  ; 
Let  all  dear  hearts  with  me  rejoice,  as  did 

the  saints  of  old, 
When  of  the  Lord's  good  angel  the  rescued 

Peter  told. 

And  weep  and  howl,  ye  evil  priests  and 

mighty  men  of  wrong. 
The  Lord  shall  smite  the  proud,  and  lay 

His  hand  upon  the  strong. 
Woe  to  the  wicked  rulers  in  His  avenging 

hour  I 
Woe  to  the  wolves  who  seek  the  flocks  to 

raven  and  devour  I 

But  let  the  humble  ones  arise,  the  poor  in 

heart  be  glad, 
And  let  the    mourning  ones   again  with 

robes  of  praise  be  clad. 
For    He    who    cooled    the    furnace,   and 

smoothed  the  stormy  wave, 
And  tamed  the  Chaldean  lions,  is  mighty 

still  to  save  I 


THE    NEW  WIFE  AND  THE  OLD 

The  following  ballad  is  founded  upon  one  of 
the  marvellous  legends  connected  with  the  fa- 
mous General  M ,  of  Hampton,  New  Hamp- 
shire, who  was  regarded  by  his  neighbors  as  a 
Yankee  Faust,  in  league  with  the  adversary. 
I  give  the  story,  as  1  heard  it  when  a  child, 
from  a  venerable  family  visitant. 

Dark  the  halls,  and  cold  the  feast, 
Gone  the  bridemaids,  gone  the  priest. 
All  is  over,  all  is  done, 
Twain  of  yesterday  are  one  ! 
Blooming  g^rl  and  manhood  gray, 
Autunm  m  the  arms  of  May  f 

Hushed  within  and  hushed  without. 
Dancing  feet  and  wrestlers'  shout ; 
Dies  the  bonfire  on  the  hill  ; 
All  is  dark  and  all  is  still, 
Save  the  starlight,  save  the  breeze 
Moaning  through  the  graveyard  trees  j 
And  the  great  sea^-waves  below, 
Pulse  of  the  midnight  beating  slow. 

From  the  brief  dream  of  a  bride 
She  hath  wakened,  at  his  side. 
With  half-uttered  shriek  and  start,  — 
Feels  she  not  his  beating  heart  ? 
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And  the  pressure  of  his  arm. 

And  liis  breathing  near  and  warm  7 

Lightlj  from  the  bridal  bed 

Springs  that  fair  diaherelled  head. 
And  a  feeling,  new,  intense, 
Hidf  of  shame,  half  innocence, 
Haiden  fear  and  wonder  speaks 
Through  her  lipa  and  changing  cheeks. 

From  the  oaken  mantel  glowing. 

Faintest  light  the  lamp  is  throwing 
On  the  mirror's  antique  mould. 
High-backed  chair,  and  wiunscot  old, 
And,  through  faded  curtains  stealing. 
His  dark  sleeping  face  revealing. 

Listless  lies  the  strong  man  there. 
Silver-streaked  his  careless  hair  ; 
Lips  of  love  have  left  no  trace 
On  that  hjird  and  liauglity  face ; 
And  that  forehead's  knitted  thougiit 
Love's  soft  hand  hath  not  uawrought. 

"Yet,"  a!ie  sighs,  "he  loves  me  well, 
Uore  than  these  calm  lips  will  tell. 
Stooping  to  my  lowly  state. 
He  hath  made  me  rich  and  great, 
And  I  bless  him,  though  he  lie 
Hard  and  stem  to  all  save  me  ! " 

niiile  she  speaketb,  falls  the  light 
O'er  her  fingers  small  and  white  ; 
Gold  and  gem,  and  costly  ring 
fiack  the  timid  lustre  flin^,  — 
Love's  selectest  gifts,  and  rare. 
His  proud  bond  had  fastened  there. 

Gratefully  she  marks  the  glow 
From  those  tapering  lines  of  snow  ; 
Fondly  o'er  tlie  sleeper  bending. 
His  black  hair  with  golden  blending. 
In  her  soft  and  light  caress. 
Cheek  and  lip  together  press. 

Ha  I  — that  start  of  horror  I   why 
That  wild  stare  and  wilder  cry, 
Full  of  terror,  full  of  pain  7 
Is  there  mndness  in  her  biain7 
Hark  1  that  gasping,  hoarse  and  low, 
**  Spare  mo,  —  spare  me,  —  let  me  go  J  " 

God  have  mercy  !  —  icy  cold 
^>ectnil  hands  her  own  enfold, 
I/ntwing  silently  £rom  them 


At  her  side  he  slumbereth. 

Ring  and  bracelet  all  are  gone. 
And  that  ice-cold  hand  withdr-<i,wiii 
But  she  hears  a  murmur  low. 
Full  of  sweetness,  full  of  woe. 
Half  a  sigh  and  half  a  moan : 
"  Fear  not  1  give  the  dead  her  own  I  ** 

Ah  I  —  the  dead  wife's  voice  she  knows  I 

That  cold  hand  whose  pressure  froze, 

Ouce  in  warmest  life  bad  home 

Gem  and  band  her  own  hatb  worn. 

"  Wake  thee  I  wake  thee  I "     Lo,  his  eyel 

Open  with  a  dull  surprise. 

Id  his  arms  the  strong  man  folds  her. 
Closer  to  his  breast  he  holds  her  ; 
Trembling  limbs  his  own  are  meeting. 
And  he  feels  her  heart's  quick  beating : 
"  Nay,  my  dearest,  why  this  fear  ?  " 
"  Hush  I    she  saith,  "  the  dead  is  hete  1" 

"  Nay,  a  dream,  —  an  idle  dream." 
But  before  the  lamp's  pale  gleam 
Tremblingly  her  band  she  raises. 
There  no  more  the  diamond  blazes. 
Clasp  of  peart,  or  ring  of  gold,  — 
"Ah  I"  she  sighs,  "her  hiuid  was  cold  I" 

Broken  words  of  cheer  he  saith. 

But  bia  dark  lip  qiiivereth, 

And  as  o'er  the  past  be  thinketh. 

From  bia  young  wife's  arms  be  shrinkelh; 

Con  those  soft  arms  round  him  lie. 

Underneath  his  dead  wife's  eye  ? 

She  her  fair  young  head  can  rest 

Sootlied  and  childlike  on  his  breast. 

And  in  trustful  innocence 

Draw  new  strength  and  coura|;e  thence  j 

He,  the  proud  man,  feels  withm 

But  the  cowardice  of  siu  I 


her  thought 
Simple  prayers  her  mother  tanghtt 
And  Hia  blesEied  ongels  call, 
Wlioae  great  love  is  over  all ; 
Ke,  alone,  in  prayerless  pride. 
Meets  the  dark  Post  at  her  side  I 
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om  her  early  g^ve 
leedom  to  tbe  slave, 
im  at  this  midnight  hour, 
i  dead's  unconscious  power  f 

lead,  the  unforgot ! 

iir  solemn  homes  of  thought, 

be  cypress  shadows  hlend 

»yer  foe  and  friend, 

e  or  sad  rebuke, 

ya  the  living  look. 

tenderest  ones  and  weakest, 

ir  wrongs  have  borne  the  meekest, 

rom  those  dark,  still  places, 

id  snd-remembered  faces, 

guilty  hearts  behind 

ttiug  triumph  find. 


BRIDAL   OF   PENNACOOK 

purkit,  otherwise  called  George,  Sa- 
Saugus,  married  a  daughter  of  Passa- 
,  the  great  Pennacook  chieftain,  in 
rhe  wedding  took  place  at  Pennacook 
icord,  N.  H.),  and  the  ceremonies  closed 
eat  feast.  According  to  the  usages  of 
B,  Passaconaway  ordered  a  select  nnm- 
s  men  to  accompany  the  newly  mar> 
pie  to  the   dwelling  of  the  husband, 

turn  there  was  another  great  feast, 
le  after,  the  wife  of  Winnepurkit  ex- 
a  desire  to  visit  her  father's  house 
aitted  to  go,  accompanied  by  a  brave 
her  hushand's  chief  men.  fiut  when 
ed  to  return,  her  father  sent  a  mes- 
•  Saug^,  informing  her  husband,  and 
im  to  come  and  ts^e  her  away.     He 

for  answer  that  he  had  escorted  his 
ler  father's  house  in  a  style  that  be- 
jhief ,  and  that  now  if  she  wished  to 
er  father  must  send  her  hack,  in  the 
f .  This  Passaconaway  refused  to  do, 
said  that  here  terminated  the  connec- 
is  daughter  with  the  Saugus  chief.  — 
•atom's  New  Canaan. 

[  heen  wandering  for  many  days 

1  the  rough  northern  country.     We 

ad  seen 

set,  with  its  hars  of  purple  cloud, 

lew  heayen,  shine  upward  from  the 

dee 

nepiseogee  ;  and  had  felt 

rise  breezes,  midst  the  leafy  isles 

toop  their  summer  beauty  to  the  lips 


Of  the  bright  waters.    We  had  checked  oar 

steeds, 
Silent  with  wonder,  where  the  mountain 

wall 
Is  piled  to  heaven  ;  and,  through  the  narrow 

rift 
Of  the  vast  rocks,  against  whose  rugged  feet 
Beats  the  mad  torrent  with  perpetual  roar. 
Where  noonday  is  as   twilight,  and    the 

wind 
Comes  burdened  with  the  everlasting  moan 
Of  forests  and  of  far-oif  waterfalls. 
We  had  looked  upward  where  tbe  summer 

8ky, 
Tasselled  with  clouds  light-woven  by  the 

sun. 
Sprung  its  blue  arch  above  the  abutting 

crags 
O*er-roofiug  the  vast  portal  of  the  land 
Beyond  the  wall  of  mountains.     We  had 

passed 
The  high  source  of  the  Saco ;  and  bewil- 
dered 
In  the  dwarf  spruce-belts  of  tbe  Crystal 

Hills, 
Had  heard  above  ns,  like  a  voice  in  the 

cloud, 
The  horn  of  Fabyan  sounding  ;  and  atop 
Of  old  Agioochook  had  seen  the  mountains 
Piled    to    the    northward,    shagged    with 

wood,  and  thick 
As  meadow  mole-hills,  —  the  far  sea  of 

Casco, 
A  white  gleam  on  the  horizon  of  the  east ; 
Fair  lakes,  embosomed  in  the  woods  and 

hills  ; 
Moosehillock's  mountain  range,  and  Kear^ 

sarge 
Lifting  his  granite  forehead  to  the  sun  1 

And  we  had  rested  underneath  the  oaks 
Shadowing  the  bank,  whose  grassy  spires 

are  shaken 
By  the  perpetual  beating  of  the  falls 
Of  the  wild  Ammonoosuc.  We  had  tracked 
The  winding  Pemigewasset,  overhung 
By  beechen  shadows,  whitening  down  its 

rocks. 
Or  lazily  gliding  through  its  intervals, 
From  waving  rye-fields   sending    up  the 

gleam 
Of  sunlit  waters.    We  had  seen  the  moon 
Rising  behind  Umba^g^s  eastern  pines. 
Like  a  great  Indian  camp-fire  ;    and  its 

beams 


a4 
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At   midnight  spanning  with  a  bridge  of 

silver 
The  Merrimao  by  Uncanoonuo's  falls. 

There  were  five  souls  of  us  whom  trayel's 

chance 
Had  thrown  together  iu  these  wild  north 

hills  : 
A  city  lawyer,  for  a  month  escaping 
From  his  dull  office,  where  the  weary  eye 
Saw  only  hot  brick  walls  and  close  thronged 

streets ; 
Briefless  as  yet,  but  with  an  eye  to  see 
Life's  sunniest  side,  and  with  a  heart  to 

take 
Its  chances  all  as  godsends  ;  and  his  brother. 
Pale  from  long  pulpit  studies,  yet  retaining 
The  warmth  and  freshness  of  a  genial  heart, 
Whose  mirror  of  the  beautiful  and  true, 
In  Man  and  Nature,  was  as  yet  undimmed 
By  dust  of  theologic  strife,  or  breath 
Of  sect,  or  cobwebs  of  scholastic  lore  ; 
Like  a  clear  crystal  calm  of  water,  taking 
The  hue  and  image  of  o'erleaning  flowers, 
Sweet  human  faces,  white   clouds  of  the 

noon, 
Slant  starlight  glimpses  through  the  dewy 

leaves, 
And  tenderest  moourise.     'T  was,  in  truth, 

a  study. 
To  mark  his  spirit,  alternating  between 
A  decent  and  professional  g^vity 
And  an  irreverent  mirthf ulness,  which  often 
Laughed  in  the  face  of  his  divinity. 
Plucked  off  the   sacred  ephod,  quite  un- 

shrined 
The  oracle,  and  for  the  pattern  priest 
Left  us   the   man.      A  shrewd,  sagacious 

merchant. 
To  whom  the  soiled  sheet  found  in  Craw- 
ford's inn, 
Giving  the  latest  news  of  city  stocks 
And  sales  of  cotton,  had  a  deeper  meaning 
Than  the    great    presence   of    the  awful 

mountains 
Glorified  by  the  sunset ;  and  his  daughter, 
A  delicate  flower  on  whom  had  blown  tob 

long 
Those  evil   winds,  which,  sweeping  from 

the  ice 
And  winnowing  the  fog^  of  Labrador, 
Shed  their  cold  blight  round  Massachusetts 

With  the  same  breath  which  stirs  Spring's 
opening  leaves 


And  lifts  her  half-formed  flower-bell  on  tti 

stem. 
Poisoning  our  seaside  atmosphere. 

It  chanced 
That  as  we  tamed  upon  our  homeward 

way, 
A  drear  northeastern  storm  came  howling 

up 
The  valley  of  the  Saco  ;  and  that  g^l 
Who  had  stood  with  us  upon  Mount  Wasln 

ington. 
Her  brown  locks  ruffled  by  the  wind  which 

whirled 
In  gusts  around  its  sharp,  cold  pinnacle, 
Who  had  joined  our  g^y  trout-fishing  in  the 

streams 
Which  lave  that  giant's  feet ;  whose  laugh 

was  heard 
Like  a  bird's  carol  on  the  sunrise  breeze 
Which  swelled  our  sail  amidst  the  lake's 

grreen  islands. 
Shrank  from  its  harsh,  chill  breath,  and 

visibly  drooped 
Like  a  flower  in  the   frost.     So,  in  that 

quiet  inn 
Which  looks  from  Conway  on  the  moiui- 

tains  piled 
Heavily  ag^nst  the  horizon  of  the  north, 
Like  summer  thunder-clouds,  we  made  our 

home  : 
And  while   the   mist   hung  over  dripping 

hills, 
And  the  cold  wind-driven  rain-drope  all 

day  long 
Beat  their  sad  music  npon  roof  and  pane, 
We  strove  to  cheer  our  gentle  invahd. 

The  lawyer  in  the  pauses  of  the  storm 
Went  angling  down  the  Saco,  and,  retoming^ 
Recounted  his  adventures  and  mishaps  ; 
Gave  us  the  history  of  his  scaly  clients, 
Mingling  with  ludicrous  yet  apt  citations 
Of  barbarous  law  Latin,  passages 
From  Izaak  Walton's  Angler,  sweet  and 

fresh 
As  the  flower-skirted  streams  of  Stafford- 
shire, 
Where,  under  aged  trees,  the   southwest 

wind 
Of  soft  June  mornings  fanned  the   thiiv 

white  hair 
Of  the  sage  fisher.     And,  if  truth  be  told, 
Our  youthful  candidate  forsook  his  sei^ 
mons, 
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entaries,  articles  and  creeds, 

ir  page  of  human  loveliness, 

lL  of  young  hearts,  whose  sacred 

t 

its  illumining,  sweet  smiles. 

the  songs  she  loved ;  and  in  his 

lest  Toice,  recited  many  a  page 
,  the  holiest,  tenderest  lines 
I  bard  of  Oluey,  the  sweet  songs, 
d  beautiful  as  Truth  and  Nature, 
rhose  whitened  locks  on   Rydal 
unt 

yet  by  morning  breezes  blowing 
green  hills,  immortal  in  his  lays, 
lyself,  obedient  to  her  wish, 
our  landlord's  proffered  library  : 
nmbed  Bunyan,  with  its  nice 
)d  pictures 

ends  and  angels  not  unlike  them  ; 
melodious  psalms  ;  Astrology's 
,  a  musty  pile  of  almanacs, 
1  chronicle  of  border  wars 
,n  history.     And,  as  I  read 
'  the  marriage  of  the  Chief 
i  to  the  dusky  Weetamoo, 
of  Passaconaway,  who  dwelt 
time  upon  the  Merrimac, 
ne,  in  the  playful  exercise 
jrogative,  —  the  right  divine 
ind  beauty,  —  bade  us  versify 
i,  and  with  ready  pencil  sketched 
nd  outlines,  laughingly  assigning 
s  part,  and  barring  our  excuses 
•lute  will.      So,  like  the  cavaliers 
ces  still  are  heard  in  the  Romance 
tongued  Boccaccio,  on  the  banks 
witia  soft  tales  of  love  beguiling 
I  langiiid  beauty,  plague-exiled 
ely  Florence,  we  rehearsed  our 
mes 

air  auditor,  and  shared  by  turns 
approval  and   her  playful  cen- 
e. 

that  these  fragments  owe  alone 
fair    setting    of   their    circum- 
aces,  — 
iations  of  time,  scene,  and  audi- 

e,  — 

le  amid  the  pictures  which  fill  up 

bers  of  my  memory.     Yet  I  trust 

9,  who  sigh,  while  wandering  in 

ught, 

»f  Romance  o'er  the  olden  world, 


That  our  broad  land,  —  our  sea-Uke  lakes 

and  mountains 
Piled  to  the  clouds,  our  rivers  overhung 
By  forests  which  have  known  no  other 

change 
For  ages  than  the  budding  and  the  fall 
Of  leaves,  our  valleys  lovelier  than  those 
Which  the  old  poets  sang  of,  —  should  but 

figure 
On  the  apocryphal  chart  of  speculation 
As  pastures,  wood-lots,  mill-sites,  with  the 

privileges, 
Rifi4its,  and  appurtenances,  which  make  up 
A  Yankee  Paradise,  unsung,  unknown, 
To  beautiful  tradition ;  even  their  names» 
Whose  melody  yet  lingers  like  the  last 
Vibration  of  the  red  man's  requiem. 
Exchanged  for  syllables  significant. 
Of  cotton-mill  and  rail-car,  will  look  kindly 
Upon  this  effort  to  call  up  the  ghost 
Oi  our  dim  Past,  and  listen  with  pleased  ear 
To  the  responses  of  the  questioned  Shade. 


I.  THE  MERRIMAC 

O   child  of  that  white-crested  mountain 

whose  springs 
Gush  forth  in  the  shade  of  the  cliff-eagle's 

wings, 
Down  whose  slopes  to  the  lowlands  thy 

wild  waters  shine. 
Leaping    gray    walls    of    rock,     flashing 

through  the  dwarf  pine  ; 

From  that  cloud-curtained  cradle  so  cold 

and  so  lone. 
From  the  arms  of  that  wintry-locked  mother 

of  stone. 
By  hills  hung  with  forests,  through  vales 

wide  and  free. 
Thy    mountain -bom    brightness  glanced 

down  to  the  sea  1 

No  bridge  arched  thy  waters  save  that 

where  the  trees 
Stretched  their  lon^  arms  above  thee  and 

kissed  in  the  oreeze  : 
No  sound  save  the  lapse  of  the  waves  on 

thy  shores. 
The  plunging  of  otters,  the  light  dip  of  oars. 

Green-tufted,  oak-shaded,  by  Amoskeag'a 

fall 
Thy  twin  Uncanoonuos  rose  stately  and  tall. 
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Thj  Nashua  meadows  lay  green  and  un- 
And  the  hills  of  Pentueket  were  tasselled 


But  thy  Pennacook  Tallay  was  fairer  than 

And  greener  its  grasses  and  taller  its  trees, 
Ere  the  sound  of  an  axe  io  the  forest  had 

rung, 
Or  the  iiiovei  his  scythe  in  the  meadows 

had  swung. 

Ill  their  sheltered  repose  looking  out  from 

the  wood 
The  bark-builded  wigwams  of  Pennacook 


There  the  old  smoked  in  silence  their  pipes, 

and  the  young 
To  the  pike  and  the  white-perch  their  baited 

There  the  boy  shaped  his  arrows,  and  there 

the  shy  maid 
Wove  her  many-hiied  baskets  and  bright 

wampum  braid. 

O  Stream  of  the  Mountains  !  if  answer  of 

tbine 
Could  rise  from  thy  waters  to  qoestioD  of 

Methinks  through  the  din  of  thy  thronged 

Of  sorrow  would  swell  for  the  days  which 
have  gone. 

Not  for  thee  the  dull  jar  of  the  loom  and 

the  wheel. 
The   gliding   of   shuttles,   the    ringing  of 

But  that  old  voice  of  waters,  of  hird  and  of 


Lift  we  the  twilight  curtains  of  the  Past, 
And,  turning  from   familiar   sight  and 
■oond. 


Sadly  and  full  ot  reverence  let  us  oaat 
A    glance    upon     Tradition's    sbai 
ground, 
IJed  by  the  few  pale  lights  which,  glim 


And  that  which  histo^  gives  not  to  the 
The  faded  coloring  of  Time's  tapestry, 
Let  Fancy,  with  her  dream-dipped  bi 


supply. 

Roof  of  bark  and  walls  of  pine, 
Through   whose    chinks    the    snnbt 

Tracing  many  a  golden  line 

On  the  ample  Hoor  within  ; 
Where,  upou  that  earth-floor  stark. 
Lay  the  gaudy  mats  of  bark. 
With  the  bear's  hide,  rough  and  dar 
And  the  red-deer's  skin. 

Window-tracery,  small  and  slight, 
Woven  of  tbe  willow  white. 
Lent  a  dimly  checkered  light  ; 

And  the  ntght-stars  glimmered  don 
Where  the  lodge-fire's  heavy  smoke. 
Slowly  through  an  opening  broke. 
In  the  low  roof,  ribbed  with  oak. 

Sheathed  with  hemlock  brown. 

Gloomed  behiud  the  changeless  shad 
By  the  solemn  pine-wood  made  ; 
Through  the  riigge^  palisade. 

In  the  open  foreground  planted. 
Glimpses  came  of  rowers  rowing, 
Stir  of  leaves  and  wild-flowers  blowin 
Steel-like  gleams  of  water  flowing. 

In  the  sunlight  slanted. 

Here  the  mighty  Bashaba 

Held  his  long-unquestioned  sway. 

From  the  White  Hills,  far  away,    ' 

To  tlie  great  sen's  sounding  shore ; 
Chief  of  chiefs,  bis  regal  word 
All  the  river  Sachems  heard. 
At  his  call  the  wnr-dance  stirred. 

Or  was  stUl  once  more. 

There  his  spoils  of  ehaae  and  war. 
Jaw  of  wolf  and  black  liar's  paw. 
Panther's  skin  and  eagle's  claw. 
Lay  hesidc  liia  axe  and  bow  ; 
And,  ad  own  tbe  roof-pole  hung, 
Looaely  on  a  snake-skin  strung, 
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In  the  smoke  his  scalp-locks  swung 
Grimly  to  and  fro. 

Nightly  down  the  river  g^ing, 
Swifter  was  the  hunter's  rowing, 
When  he  saw  that  lodge-fire  glowing 

O'er  the  waters  still  and  red  ; 
And  the  squaw'sdarkeye  burned  brighter, 
And  she  cuew  her  blanket  tighter, 
As,  with  quicker  step  and  lighter. 

From  that  door  she  fled. 

For  that  chief  had  magic  skill, 
And  a  Panisee's  dark  will, 
Over  powers  of  good  and  ill, 

Powers  which  bless  and  powers  which 
ban  ; 
Wizard  lord  of  Pennacook, 
Chiefs  upon  their  war-path  shook, 
When  they  met  the  steady  look 

Of  that  wise  dark  man. 

Tales  of  him  the  gray  squaw  told. 
When  the  winter  nieht-wind  cold 
Pierced  her  blanket^  thickest  fold. 

And  her  fire  burned  low  and  small, 
Tin  the  very  child  abed. 
Drew  its  b^ni^kin  over  head. 
Shrinking  from  the  pale  lights  shed 

On  the  trembling  wall. 

All  the  subtle  spirits  hiding 
Under  earth  or  wave,  abidmg 
In  the  cavemed  rock,  or  riding 

Misty  clouds  or  morning  breeze  ; 
Eyery  dark  intelligence. 
Secret  soul,  and  influence 
Of  all  things  which  outward  sense 

Feels,  or  hears,  or  sees,  — 

These  the  wizard's  skill  confessed. 
At  his  bidding  banned  or  blessed, 
Stormful  woke  or  lulled  to  rest 

Wind  and  cloud,  and  fire  and  flood  ; 
Burned  for  him  the  drifted  snow. 
Bade  through  ice  fresh  lilies  blow, 
And  the  leaves  of  summer  grow 

Over  winter's  wood  I 

Not  nntme  that  tale  of  old  I 
Now,  as  then,  the  wise  and  bold 
All  the  powers  of  Nature  hold 
Subject  to  their  kingly  will ; 
From  the  wondering  crowds  ashore. 
Treading  life's  wild  waters  o'er. 


As  upon  a  marble  floor. 
Moves  the  strong  man  still. 

Still,  to  such,  life's  elements 
With  their  sterner  laws  dispense, 
And  the  chain  of  consequence 

Broken  in  their  pathway  lies  ; 
Time  and  change  their  vassals  making, 
Flowers  from  icy  pillows  waking. 
Tresses  of  the  sunrise  shaking 

Over  midnight  skies. 

Still,  to  th'  earnest  soul,  the  sun 
Rests  on  towered  Gibeon, 
And  the  moon  of  Ajalon 

Li|^hts  the  battle-grounds  of  life  ; 
To  his  aid  the  strong  reverses 
Hidden  powers  and  giant  forces. 
And  the  high  stars,  in  their  coursefly 

Mingle  in  his  strife  f 


III.  THE  DAUGHTER 

The  soot-blaok  brows  of  men,  the  yell 
Of  women  thronging  round  the  bed. 
The  tinkling  charm  of  ring  and  shell. 

The  Powah  whispering  o'er  the  dead  I 
All  these  the  Sachem's  home  had  known. 

When,  on  her  journey  long  and  wild 
To  the  dim  World  of  Souls,  alone, 
In  her  young  beauty  passed  the  mother  of 
his  child. 

Three    bow-shots    from    the    Sachem's 
dwelling 
They  laid  her  in  the  viralnut  shade. 
Where  a  ?reen  hillock  gently  swelling 

Her  fittmg  mound  of  burial  made. 
There  trailed  the  vine  in  summer  hours, 
The  tree-perched  squirrel  dropped  his 
shell, — 
On  velvet  moss  and  pale-hued  flowers. 
Woven  with  leaf  and  spray,  the  softened 
sunshine  fell  I 

The  Indian's  heart  is  hard  and  cold, 

It  closes  darkly  o'er  its  care. 
And  formed  in  Nature's  sternest  mould. 

Is  slow  to  feel,  and  strong  to  bear. 
The  war-paint  on  the  Sachem's  face, 

Unwet  with  tears,  shone  fierce  and  red. 
And  still,  in  battle  or  in  chase. 
Dry  leaf  and  snow-rime  crisped  beneath  his 
foremost  tread. 
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Tet  when  her  Dame  was  fa«ard  no  more, 
And  irben  the  robe  her  mother  gAve, 

And  Hmall,  light  moccasia  she  wore. 
Had  slowlj  wasted  aa  her  grave, 

Unmarked  of  him  the  dark  maida  aped 
Their  auuset  dance  and  mooolit  plaj' ; 

No  other  shared  his  lonely  bed. 
No  other  fair  young  head  upon  his  boaom 

A  lone,  stem  man.    Yet,  aa  sometimes 

The  tempest-smitten  tree  receivea 
From  one  small  root  the  sap  which  climbs 
Its  topmost  spniv  aud  crowning  leaves, 
So  from  bis  child  the  Sachem  drew 
A  life  of  Love  and  Hope,  and  felt 
His  cold  and  rus^ged  nature  through . 
The  softness  and  the  warmth  of  her  young 
being  melt. 

A  langh  which  in  the  woodland  rang 
fiemooking  April's  gladdest  bird, — 

A  light  and  graceful  form  which  sprang 
To   meet    bim    when    bis    step    was 

Eyes  by  his  lodge-fire  flashing  dark, 

Small  fingers  stringing  bead  and  shell 
Or  weaviuK  mats  of  bright-hued  bark,  — 
With  tbese  the  household-god  had  graced 
his  wigwam  well. 

Child  of  the  forest  I  strong  and  free. 
Slight-robed,  with  loosely  flowing  hair, 

She  swam  the  lake  or  climbed  the  tree. 
Or  struck  the  flying  bird  in  air. 

O'er  the  heaped  drifts  of  winter's  moon 
Her  snow-shoes  tracked  the   hunter's 


shower  of  spray  I 

Unknown  to  ber  the  rigid  rule, 

The  dull  restraint,  the  chiding  frown, 
The  weary  torture  of  tbe  school, 

The  taming  of  wild  nature  down. 
Her  only  lore,  the  legends  told 

Around  the  hunter's  fire  at  night ; 
Stars  rose  and  set,  and  seasons  rolled. 
Flowers  bloomed  and  snow-flakes  fell,  un- 
questioned in  her  sight- 
Unknown  to  her  the  subtle  skill 

With  which  tbe  artinl^ye  can  trace 
In  rook  and  tree  and  lake  and  hill 


Tbe  outlines  of  divinest  gmce  ; 
Unknown  the  fine  soul's  keen  nnrest, 

Which  sees,  admires,  yet  yearns  alway ; 
Too  closely  on  her  mother's  breast 
To  note  her  smiles  of  love  the  child  of  Na- 
ture lay  I 

It  is  enough  for  such  to  be 

Of  common,  natural  things  a  part. 
To  feel,  with  bird  and  stream  and  tree, 
The  pulses  of  the  same  great  heart ; 
But  we,  from  Nature  long  exiled, 

In  our  cold  homes  of  Art  andTbon^l 
Grieve  like  the  stranger-tended  child, 
Which  seeks  its  mother's  arms,  and  sees 
but  feels  them  not. 

The  garden  rose  may  richly  bloom 
In  cultured  soil  and  genial  air. 

To  cloud  the  lirht  of  fashion's  room 
Or  droop  in  Beauty's  midnight  hair ; 

In  lonelier  grace,  to  sun  and  dew 
The  Bweetbrier  on  the  hillside  show* 

Its  single  leaf  and  fainter  hue, 
Untrained  and  wildly  free,  yet  still  a  aiiler 


Thus  o'er  the  heart  of  Weetamoo 
Their  mingling  shades  of  joy  and  ill 

Tbe  instincts  of  her  nature  threw  ; 
The  savage  was  a  woman  still. 

Midst  outlines  dim  of  maiden  schemes. 
Heart-colored  prophecies  of  life. 

Rose  on  the  ground  of  ber  young  dreams 
The  light  of  a  new  home,  Uie  lorer  and  tbs 


IV,    THE  WEDDING 

Cool  and  dark  fell  the  autumn  night. 
But   the   Bashaba's  wigwam   glowed  with 

light. 
For  down  from  its  roof,  by  green  witltss 

Flaring  and  smoking  the  pine-knots  swung. 

And  along  the  river  great  wood-fires 
Shot  into  the  night  their  long,  red  spires. 
Showing  behind  the  tall,  dark  wood. 
Flashing  before  on  the  sweeping  flood. 

In  tbe  obangeful  wind,  with  shinuner  and 

Now  high,  now  low,  that  fireli^t  played, 
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leayes  wet  with  evening  dews, 
Qg  water  and  still  canoes. 

»per  that  night  on  Toree's  brook, 
weary  fisher  on  Contoocook, 
r  the  marshes,  and  through  the  pine, 
Urn  on  the  river,  the  &noe-lights 
line. 

Sangns  Sachem  had  come  to  woo 
haba's  daughter  Weetamoo, 
.  at  her  father's  feet  that  night 
»t  furs  and  wampum  white. 

B  Crystal  Hills  to  the  far  southeast 
r  Sa^mores  came  to  the  feast ; 
fs  whose  homes  the  sea- winds  shook 
1  on  the  mats  of  Peunacook. 

ne  from  Sunapee's  shore  of  rock, 

e  snowy  sources  of  Snooganock, 

m  rough  Coos  whose  thick  woods 

uike 

ue-cones  in  Umbagog  Lake. 

nmonoosuo's  mountain  pass, 
his  home,  came  Chepewass  ; 
Keenomps  of  the  hills  which  throw 
ade  on  the  Smile  of  Manito. 

yes  of  peace  and  bows  unstrung, 
with  paint  came  old  and  young, 
»um  and  furs  and  feathers  arrayed, 
anoe  and  feast  the  Bashaba  made. 

^e  air  and  beast  of  the  field, 
h  the  woods  and  the  waters  yield, 
;s  of  birch  and  hemlock  piled, 
id  and  graced  that  banquet  wild. 

f  the  brown  bear  fat  and  large 
B  rocky  slopes  of  the  Kearsarge  ; 
trout  from  Babboosuck  brook, 
non  speared  in  the  Contoocook  ; 

i  which  fed  where  nuts  fell  thick 
ravelly  bed  of  the  Ottemic  ; 
dl  wild-hens  in  reed-snares  caught 
e  banks  of  Sondagardee  brought ; 

I  perch  from  the  Snncook  taken, 

mi  the  trees  of  the  Black  Hills 

laken, 

ries  picked  in  the  Squamsoot  bog, 

pes  irom  the  vines  of  Piscataquog  : 


And,  drawn  from  that  great  stone  vase 

which  stands 
Li  the  river  scooped  by  a  spirit's  hands, 
Gramished  with  spoons  of  shell  and  horn, 
Stood  the  birchen  dishes  of  smoking  com. 

Thus  bird  of  the  air  and  beast  of  the  field, 
All  which  the  woods  and  the  waters  yield. 
Furnished  in  that  olden  day 
The  bridal  feast  of  the  Bashaba. 

And  merrily  when  that  feast  was  done 
On  the  fire-lit  green  the  dance  begun. 
With  squaws'  shrill  stave,  and  deeper  hum 
Of  old  men  beating  the  Indian  drum. 

Painted  and  plumed,  with  scalp-looks  flow- 
ing* 
And  red  arms  tossing  and  black  eyes  glow- 

Now  in  the  light  and  now  in  the  shade 
Around  the  fires  the  dancers  played. 

The  step  was  auicker,  the  song  more  shrill. 
And  the  beat  of  the  small  drums  louder  still 
Whenever  within  the  circle  drew 
The  Saugus  Sachem  and  Weetamoo. 

The  moons  of  forty  winters  had  shed 
Their  snow  upon  that  chieftain's  head. 
And  toil  and  care  and  battle's  chance 
Had  seamed  his  hard,  dark  countenance. 

A  fawn  beside  the  bison  grim, — 
Why  turns  the  bride's  fond  eye  on  him, 
In  whose  cold  look  is  naught  beside 
The  triumph  of  a  sullen  pride  ? 

Ask  why  the  graceful  grape  entwines 
The  rough  oak  with  her  arm  of  vines  ; 
And  why  the  gray  rock's  nigged  cheek 
The  soft  lips  of  the  mosses  seek  : 

Why,  with  wise  instinct.  Nature  seems 
To  harmonize  her  wide  extremes. 
Linking  the  stronger  with  the  weak. 
The  haughty  with  the  soft  and  meek  1 


V.  THE  NEW   HOME 

A  wild  and  broken  landscape,  spiked  with 
firs, 
Boughening  the  bleak  horizon's  northern 
edge; 
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Steep,  WTemona  hillBides,  where  bUok  bem- 
look  Bpura 
And  •hup,  gray  splinters  of  the  wind- 
swept ledge 
Keroed  the  thio-glazed  ice,  or  bristling  rose, 
Where  the  cold  rim  of  the  sk;  sunk  down 
npou  the  snow*. 

And  eastward  cold,  wide  marahes  stretched 

Dull,  dreaTT  flats  without  %  bush  or  tree, 
O'eiscrosscd  by  io;  creeks,  where  twice  ft 
day 
Gurgled  the  waters  of  the  moon-struck 

And  fsJnt  with  distance  came  the  stifled 


No    cheerful    Tillage    with    its    mingling 
smokes, 
No  laugh  of  children  wrestling  Id  the 

No  oamp-flre  blazing  through  the  hillside 

No  fishers  kneeling  on  the  ice  helow  ; 
Tet  midst  all  desolate  things  of  sound  and 


Ber  heart  had  found  a  borne  ;  and  freshly 


Soft  Tine-leaves  open  to  the  moistening 

And  warm   bri|rbt  sun,  the   love   of  that 

young  wife 
Found  on  a  bard  cold  breaat  the  dew  and 

warmth  of  life. 

The    steep,   bleak   hills,  the   melancholy 

The  long,  dead  level  of  the  maisb  be- 

A  coloring  of  unreal  beauty  wore 
Through  the  soft  goldeo  mist  of  young 
love  Been. 
For  o'er  those  hills  and  from  that  drear; 

Nightly  she  welcomed   home   her  hunter 
ohief  again. 


No  warmth  of  heart,  no  passionate  botst  at 

Bepiud  her  welcoming  smile  and  parting 

No  fond  and  playful  dalliance  half  wm- 

Undertbe  guise  of  mirth,  its  tenderness; 
But,  in  their  stead,  the  warrior's  settled 

And  vanity's  pleased  smile  with  homage 
satisfied. 

Enough  for  Weetamoo,  that  she  alone 

Sat  on  his  mat  and  slumbered  at  his  side ; 
That  be  whose  tame  to  her  young  ear  had 

Now   looked   upon   ber  proudly   as   hit 

That  he  whose  name  the  Mohawk  trembling 

Vouchsafed  to  her  at  times  a  Idndly  look 
or  word. 

For  she  bad  learned  the  maxims  of  ber 

Which  teach  the  woman  to   become  a 

And  feel  herself  the  pardonlesa  disgrace 
Of  love's  fond  weuness  in  the  wiae  and 

The   scandal   and   the   shame  which  they 

Who  give   to  woman   all  which  quw  re- 
quires of  her. 

So  passed  the  winter  moons.    The  sun  at 
last 
Broke  link  by  link  the  froet  chain  of  ths 
rills. 
And  the  warm  breathings  of  the  sonthweit 

Over  the  hoar  rime  of  the  Sangus  hills ; 
The  gray  and  desolate  marsh  grew  green 


Then  from  far  Pennacook  swift  ronnen 
With  gift  and  greeting  for  the  SMigni 

Beseeching  him  in  the  great  Saeham's 
That,  with  the  coming  of  the  floww  and 
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The  song  of  bixds,  the  warm,  hreeze  and 

the  rain. 
Young  Weetamoo  might  greet  her  lonely 

aire  again. 

And  Winneporkit  called  his  chiefs  together, 
And  a  grave  council  in  his  wigwam  met, 
Solemn  and  brief  in  words,  considering 
whether 
The  rigid  rules  of  forest  etiquette 
Permitted  Weetamoo  once  more  to  look 
Upon  her  father's  face  and  green-banked 
Pennaoook. 

With  interludes  of  pipe-smoke  and  strong 
water, 
The  forest  saees  pondered,  and  at  length 
Concluded  in  a  oody  to  escort  her 
Up  to  her  father's  home  of  pride  and 
strong^, 
Impressing  thus  on  Pennacook  a  sense 
Of  Winnepurkit's  power  and  regal  conse- 
quence. 

80  through  old  woods  which  Aukeetamit's 
hand 
A  soft  and  many-shaded  greenness  lent. 
Over  high  bree^  hills,  and  meadow  land 
Tellow  with  flowers,  the  wild  procession 
went, 
Tin,  rolline  down  its  wooded  banks  between, 
A  broad,  clear,  mountain  stream,  the  Merri- 
noac  was  seen. 

Tlie  hunter  leanine  on  his  bow  undrawn, 

The  fisher  loungmg  on  the  pebbled  shores, 
l^quaws  in  the  clearing  dropping  the  seed- 
oom. 
Young   children    peering    through    the 
wigwam  doors. 
Saw  with  delight,  surrounded  by  her  train 
Of  painted  Saugus  braves,  their  Weetamoo 
again. 


VI.    AT  PENNACOOK 

The  hillB  are  dearest  which  our  childish 

feet 
Hare  elimbed  the  earliest ;  and  the  streams 

most  sweet 
Are  ever  those  at  which  our  young  lips 

drank 
Stooped  to  their  waters  o'er  the  grassy 

bank. 


Midst  the  cold  dreary  sea-watch,  Home's 

hearth-light 
Shines    round    the    helmsman    plunging 

through  the  night ; 
And  still,  with  inward  eye,  the  traveller 

sees 
In  dose,  dark,  stranger  streets  his  native 

trees. 

The  home-sick  dreamer's  brow  is  nightly 

fanned 
By  breezes  whispering  of  his  native  land. 
And  on  the  stranger's  dim  and  dying  eye 
The  soft,  sweet  pictures  of  his  chudhood 

lie. 

Joy  then  for  Weetamoo,  to  sit  once  more 
A  child  upon  her  father's  wigwam  floor  I 
Once  more  with  her  old  fondness  to  beguile 
From  his  cold  eye  the  strange  light  of  a 
smile. 

The  long,  bright  days  of  summer  swiftly 

passed, 
The  dnr  leaves  whirled  in  autumn's  rising 

blast. 
And  evening  cloud  and  whitening  sunrise 

rime 
Told  of  the  coming  of  the  winter-time. 

But  vainly  looked,  the  while,  young  Weetar 

moo 
Down  the  dark  river  for  her  chief's  canoe  ; 
No  dusky  messenger  from  Saugus  brought 
The  grateful  tidings  which  the  young  wife 

sought. 

At  length  a  runner  from  her  father  sent. 
To  Winnepurkit's  sea^^ooled  wigwam  went ; 
**  Eagle  of  Saug^,  —  in  the  woods  the  dove 
Mourns  for  the  shelter  of  thy  wings  of 
love." 


But  the  dark  chief  of  Sanguis  turned  aside 
In  the  grim  anger  of  hard-hearted  pride  ; 
**1   bore    her    as    became    a    chief tain'i 

daughter. 
Up  to  her  home  beside  the  gliding  water. 


s 


**  If  now  no  more  a  mat  for  her  is  found 
Of  all  which  line  her  father's  wigwam 

round. 
Let  Pennacook  call  out  his  warrior  train, 
And  send  her  back  with  wampum  gifts 

again." 


NARRATIVE  AND  LEGENDARY   POEMS 


Tbe  bkffled  niuier  turned  upon  his  track, 
Beuing  tbe  words  of  Winnepurkit  back. 
« Pog   of   tbe   Mush,"   cried   Pennscoolc, 

Shall  child  of  mine  sit  on  hie  wigwam  floor. 

"Go,  let  him  seek  some  meaner  squaw  to 

Tbe  stolen  beai^kin  of  his  beggar's  bed  ; 
Son  of  a  flsh-bawk  I  let  bim  tUg  hie  cUms 
For  some  vile  daughter  of  tbe  Agawams, 

"  Or  coward  Nipmucka  I  nUT-  his  scalp  dxj 

In  Mohawk  smoke,  before  I  send  bet  back." 
Hs  shook  his   clenobed  hand  towards  the 

While  hoarse  assent  his  Ustenuig  council 
gave. 

Alas,  poor  bride  I  can  th  j  grim  sire  impart 
His  iron  hardness  to  thy  woman's  heart  ? 
Or  cold  self-torturing  pride  like  his  atone 
For  love   denied  and   life's  warm   beauty 
flown? 

On  Autumn's  gray  and  moomful  grare  the 

Hung  its  white  wreaths  ;  with  stifled  Toioe 

and  low 
The  river  crept,  by  one  vast  bridge  o'er- 

orossed, 
Built  by  tbe  hoar-looked  artisan  of  Frost. 


Or,  from  the  esst,  across  her  mure  field 
Rolled  the  wide  brightness  of  her  full-orbed 

Yet  Winnepurkit  came  not,  —  on  the  mat 
Of  the  scorned  wife  her  dusky  rival  sat  ; 
And  he,  the  while,  in  Western  woods  afar. 
Urged  the  long  chase,  or  trod  the  path  of 


Waste  not  on  him  the  sacredness  of  grief  ; 
Be  the  fierce  spirit  of  thy  sire  thine  own. 
His  lips  of  scorning,  ai>d  his  heart  of  stoDe. 

What  heeds  the  warriorof  a  hundred  fights. 
The  storm-worn  watcher  throngb  long  hunt- 
ing nights, 


Cold,  crafty,  prond  of  wonmo's  weak  di». 
Her  home-bomid  grief  and  pining  loneli- 


The  wild  March  rains  had  fallen  fast  and 

The  snowy  mountains  of  tbe  North  among. 
Making  each  vale  a  watercourse,  each  bill 
Bright  with  the  cascade  of  aome  newnmade 
rill. 

Gnawed  by  the  sunbeams,  softened  by  the 

Heaved  underneath  by  the  swollen  current's 

The  ice-bridge  yielded,  and  tbe  Merrimac 
Bore  tbe  bugs  ruin  crashing  down  its  track. 

On  that  strong  turbid  water,  a  small  boat 
Guided  by  one  weak  baud  was  seen  to  float ; 
Evil  the  fate  which  loosed  it  from  the  shore, 
Too  early  vojagcr  with  too  frail  an  oar  I 

Down  the  vexed  centre  of  that  rushing  tide. 
The    thick,    huge   ice -blocks   tbreatsning 

either  side, 
The  foam-white  rocks  of  Amoskeag  in  view. 
With   arrowy   swiftness    sped   that   light 


The  trapper,  moistening  his  moose's  meat 
On  the  wet  bank  by  Uncanoonuc's  feet, 
Saw  tbe  swift  boat  flash  down  the  tn>i^)led 

Slept  be,  or  waked  he  ?   was  it  tmtb  oi 


The  stnuning  eye  bent  fearfully  before. 
The  small  bmd  clencbing  on  the  nseless  oar. 
The  bead-wrought  blanket  trailing  o'er  the 

He  knew  them  all  —  woe  for  tbe  Sachem's 
daughter  t 

Sick  and  aweary  of  her  lonely  life. 
Heedless  of  penl,  tbe  still  faithful  wife 
Had  left  her  mother's  grave,  her  father's 

To  seek  the  wigwam  of  her  chief  onoe  nmre. 
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On  the  sharp  rocks  and  piled-up  ices  hurled, 
Elmptj  and  broken,  circled  the  canoe 
In  tne  vexed  pool  below — but  where  was 
Weetamoo  ? 


Vni.  SONG  OF  INDIAN  WOMEN 

The  Dark  eye  has  left  us. 

The  Spriug-bird  has  flown  ; 
On  the  pathway  of  spirits 
She  wanders  alone. 
Tlie  son?  of  the  wood-dove  has  died  on  our 

shore  : 
Mai  womck  kurma-monee!    We  hear  it  no 
more  ! 

O  dark  water  Spirit ! 

We  cast  on  thy  wave 
These  furs  which  may  never 
Hang  over  her  grave  ; 
Bear  down  to  the  lost  one  the  robes  that 

she  wore  : 
Mat  wonck  kunna-monee  !    We  see  her  no 
more  I 

Of  the  strange  land  she  walks  in 

No  Powah  has  told  : 
It  may  bum  with  the  sunshine, 
Or  freeze  with  the  cold. 
Let  OS  give  to  our  lost  one  the  robes  that 

she  wore : 
Mai  ufonck  kunna-numee  !    We  see  her  no 
more  I 

The  path  she  is  treading 

Shall  soon  be  our  own  ; 
Each  gliding  in  shadow 
Unseen  and  alone  I 
In  vain  shall  we  call  on  the  souls  gone  be- 
fore : 
Mat  wonck  kunna-monee!    They  hear  us 
no  more  1 

O  mighty  Sowanna  f 

Thy  gateways  unfold, 
From  thy  wigwam  of  sunset 
Lift  curtains  of  gold  t 
Take  home  the  poor  Spirit  whose  journey 

is  o'er : 
Mat  wonck  kunnormonee  I    We  see  her  no 
more  1 

So  sang  the  Children  of  the  Leaves  beside 
The  broady  dark  river's  coldly  flowing  tide  ; 


Now  low,  now  harsh,  with  sob-like  pause 
and  swell, 

On  the  high  wind  their  voices  rose  and 
fell. 

Nature's  wild  music,  —  sounds  of  wind- 
swept trees, 

The  scream  of  birds,  the  wailing  of  the 
breeze. 

The  roar  of  waters,  steady,  deep,  and 
strong,  — 

Mingled  and  murmured  in  that  farewell 
song. 


BARCLAY   OF   URY 

Amonff  the  earliest  conyerts  to  the  doctrines 
of  Friends  in  Scotland  was  Barclay  of  Ury,  an 
old  and  distinguished  soldier,  who  had  fought 
under  Gustavus  Adolphus,  in  Germany.  As  a 
Quaker,  he  became  tne  object  of  persecution 
and  abuse  at  the  hands  of  tiie  magiBtrates  and 
the  populace.  None  bore  the  indignities  of 
the  mob  with  greater  patience  and  nobleness 
of  soul  than  this  once  proud  gentleman  and 
soldier.  One  of  his  friends,  on  an  occasion  of 
uncommon  rudeness,  lamented  that  he  should 
be  treated  so  harshly  in  his  old  age  who  had 
been  so  honored  before.  **  I  find  more  satis- 
faction," said  Barclay,  "as  well  as  honor,  in 
being  thus  insulted  for  my  religious  principles, 
than  when,  a  few  years  ago,  it  was  usual  for 
the  magistrates,  as  I  passed  the  city  of  Aber^ 
deen,  to  meet  me  on  the  road  and  conduct  me 
to  public  entertainment  in  their  hall,  and  then 
escort  me  out  again,  to  gain  my  favor." 

Up  the  streets  of  Aberdeen, 
By  the  kirk  and  college  green, 

Rode  the  Laird  of  Ury  ; 
Close  behind  him,  close  beside, 
Foul  of  mouth  and  evil-eyed. 

Pressed  the  mob  in  fury. 

Flouted  him  the  drunken  churl. 
Jeered  at  him  the  serving-girl. 

Prompt  to  please  her  master  ; 
And  the  begging  carlin,  late 
Fed  and  clothed  at  Ury's  gate, 

Cursed  him  as  he  passed  hoE. 

Yet,  with  calm  and  stately  mien. 
Up  the  streets  of  Aberdeen 

Came  he  slowly  riding  ; 
And,  to  all  he  saw  and  heard, 
Answering  not  with  bitter  word, 

Turning  not  for  chiding. 
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Came  a  truup  with  bruadswordB  swinging, 
Bits  and  bridlea  sharply  ringing, 

Loose  mid  free  and  froward  ; 
Qiiotb  the  furemost,  ■'  Ride  hiiu  down  I 
Push  him  t  priclc  bim  1  throngli  the  town 

Drive  the  Quaker  coward  I  " 

But  from  out  the  thickening  crowd 
Cried  a  sudden  Toioe  and  lond  : 

"  Barclay  I     Ho  I  a  Batolay  1 " 
And  the  old  man  at  his  aide 
Saw  a  comrade,  battle  tried, 

Scarred  and  sunburned  darkly  ; 

Who  with  ready  weapon  bare, 
Fronting  to  the  troopers  there. 

Cried  aloud  i  "  God  ettve  us, 
Call  ye  coward  faim  who  Bt4>od 
Ankle  deep  in  Liitzen's  blood. 

With  the  brave  Gustavus  ?  " 

"  Nay,  I  do  not  need  thy  sword. 
Comrade  mine,"  said  Ury's  lord  ; 

"  Put  it  up,  I  pray  tbee  : 
Paaaive  to  His  holy  wdl. 
Trust  I  in  my  Master  utill. 

Even  though  He  slay  me. 

"  FledrcB  of  thy  love  and  faith, 
^ored  on  uuwy  a  field  of  death. 

Not  by  me  are  needed." 
Marvelled  much  that  henchman  bold. 
That  bii  laird,  so  stout  of  old. 

Now  so  meekly  pleaded. 


With  a  slowly  shaking  tea 

And  a  look  of  pity  ; 
"Ury's  honest  lord  reviled, 
Uook  of  knave  and  sport  of  child. 

In  his  own  good  city  I 

"  Speak  the  word,  and,  master  mine. 
As  we  charged  on  Tilly's  line. 

And  his  Walloon  luKen, 
Smiting  through  their  midst  we  11  toach 
Civil  look  and  decent  speech 

To  these  boyish  prancers  I " 

"Marvel  not,  mine  ancient  friend. 
Like  beginning,  like  the  end," 
Quoth  the  Laird  of  Ury  ; 
**  Is  the  sinful  aervant  more 


Is  and  stripes  in  Jewry  7 


"Give  me  joy  that  in  Uis  name 
I  cau  bear,  with  patient  frame. 

All  these  vain  ones  offer ; 
WhUe  for  them  He  suSereth  long, 
Shall  I  answer  wrong  with  wruug, 

Scofhng  with  the  scoffer  ? 

"  Happier  I,  with  loes  of  all. 
Hunted,  outUwed,  held  in  thrall. 

With  few  friends  to  giset  me. 
Than  when  reeve  and  squire  were  seen, 
Riding  out  from  Aberdeen, 

With  bared  beads  to  meet  me. 

"  When  each  goodwife,  o'er  and  o'er. 
Blessed  me  as  I  passed  her  door  ; 

And  the  snooded  daughter, 
Through  her  casement  glancing  dow^ 
Smiled  on  him  who  bore  reuown 

From  ted  fields  of  slanghter. 

"  Hard  to  feel  the  stranger's  aoaS, 
Hard  the  old  friend's  falling  off, 

Hard  to  learn  forgiving ; 
But  the  Lord  His  own  rewards, 
And  His  love  with  theirs  accords, 

Warm  and  fresh  and  living. 

"Through  this  dark  and  stormy  night 
Faith  beliolds  a  feeble  light 

Up  the  blackness  streaking ; 
Ktuwinr  God's  own  time  is  best, 
Id  a  patient  hope  I  rest 

For  the  full  day-breaking  ! " 

So  the  Laird  of  Ury  said. 
Taming  slow  his  horse's  head 

Towards  the  Tolbooth  prison. 
Where,  through  iron  gtAet,  ae  heard 
Poor  disciples  of  the  Word 

Preach  of  Christ  arisen  I 

Not  in  vain.  Confessor  old. 
Unto  us  the  tale  Is  told 

Of  thy  day  of  trial ; 
Every  age  ou  him  who  strays 
From  its  broad  nnd  beaten  ways 

Pours  its  seven-fold  vial. 

Happy  he  whose  iaward  ear 
Angel  comfortings  can  hear. 

O'er  the  rabble's  laughter  ; 
And  while  Hatred's  fagots  bum, 
Glimpses  through  the  smoke  discom 

Of  the  good  hereafter. 
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Inowine  this,  that  never  yet 
hare  oi  Truth  was  vainly  set 

In  the  world'fv  wide  fallow  ; 
liter  hands  shall  sow  the  seed, 
Liter  hands  irom  hill  and  mead 

Reap  the  harvests  yellow. 

lius,  with  somewhat  oi  the  Seer, 
fust  the  moral  pioneer 

From  the  Future  borrow  ; 
llothe  the  waste  with  dreams  oi  grain, 
Lnd,  on  midnight's  sky  oi  rain, 

Paint  the  golden  morrow  t 

E  ANGELS  OF  BUENA  VISTA 

.  letter -writer  from  Mexico  during  the 
acail  war,  when  detailing  some  oi  the  inci- 
bB  at  the  terrible  fight  oi  Buena  Virta, 
itkmed  that  Mexican  women  were  seen 
firing  near  the  field  oi  death,  ior  the  por- 
I  d  giving  aid  and  succor  to  the  wounded. 
poor  woman  was  iound  surrounded  by  the 
med  and  suffering  oi  both  armies,  minister^ 
to  Uie  wants  oi  Americans  as  well  as  Mex- 
a  with  impartial  tenderness. 

AK  and  tell  ns,  our  Ximena,  looking 
northward  iar  away, 

r  the  camp  oi  the  invaders,  o'er  the  Mex- 
ican array, 

lO  is  losing  ?  who  is  winning  ?  are  they 
iar  or  come  thev  near  ? 

»k  abroad,  and  tell  us,  sister,  whither 
rolls  the  storm  we  hear. 

own  the  hills  oi  Angostura  still  the  storm 

oi  battle  rolls ; 
od  is  flowing,  men  are  dying  ;  God  have 

mercy  on  their  souls  t  " 
o  is  losin?  ?  who  is  winning  ?     **  Over 

hiU  and  over  plain, 
e  bnt  smoke  oi  cannon  clouding  through 

the  mountain  rain. " 

[j  Mother  f  keep  our  brothers  I  Look, 
Ximena,  look  once  more. 

iU  I  see  the  ieariul  whirlwind  rolling 
darkly  as  beiore, 

oring  on,  in  strange  coniusion,  iriend  and 
ioeman,  ioot  and  horse, 

e  some  wild  and  troubled  torrent  sweep- 
ing down  its  mountain  course." 

ik  forth  once  more,  Ximena !  **  Ah  I  the 
smoke  has  rolled  away  ; 


And  I  see  the  Northern  rifles  gleaming  down 

the  ranks  oi  gray. 
Hark !  that  sudden  blast  oi  bugles  1  there 

the  troop  oi  Minon  wheels  ; 
There  the  Northern  horses^  thunder,  with 

the  cannon  at  their  heels. 

"  Jesu,  pity  I  how  it  thickens  I  now  retreat 

and  now  advance  I 
Right  against  the  blazinc^  cannon  shivers 

Feubla's  charging  lance  I 
Down  they  go,   the   brave  young   riders; 

horse  and  ioot  together  iaU  ; 
Like  a  ploughshare  in  the  iallow,  through 

them  ploughs  the  Northern  balL" 

Nearer  came  the  storm  and  nearer,  rolling 

iast  and  irightiul  on  I 
Speak,  Ximena,  speak  and  tell  us,  who  haa 

lost,  and  who  has  won  ? 
**  Alas  I  alas  t  I  know  not ;  iriend  and  ioe- 

together  iall. 
O'er  the  dying  rush  the  living  :  pray,  my 

sisters,  ior  them  all  I 

**ho\    the    wind    the    smoke    is    liiting.. 

Blessed  Mother,  save  my  brain  I 
I  can  see  the  wounded  crawling  slowly  out- 

irom  heaps  oi  slain. 
Now  they  stagc^r,  blind  and  bleeding  ;  now 

they  iall,  and  strive  to  rise  ; 
Hasten,  sisters,  haste  and  save  them,  lest 

they  die  beiore  our  eyes  I 

**  O  my  heart's  love  I  O  my  dear  one  1  lay 

thy  poor  head  on  my  knee  ; 
Dost  thou  know  the  lips  that  kiss  thee? 

Canst  thou  hear  me?   canst  thou 

see? 
O  my  husband,  brave  and  gentle  I  O  my 

Bemal,  look  once  more 
On  the  blessed  cross  beiore  thee  I   Mercy  f 

mercy  I  all  is  o'er  I " 

Dry  thy  tears,  my  poor  Ximena ;  lay  thy 

dear  one  down  to  rest ; 
Let  his  hands  be  meekly  iolded,  lay  the  cross 

upon  his  breast ; 
Let  his  dirge   be  sung  hereaiter,  and  his 

iuneral  masses  said  ; 
To-day,  thou  poor  bereaved  one,  the  living 

ask  thy  aid. 

Close  beside  her,  iaintly  moaning,  fair  andi 
young,  a  soldier  lay. 
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Tom  with  ahot  and  pierced  with  .lances, 
bleeding  Blow  bis  life  awn;  ; 

But,  as  tenderly  before  bim  the  lorn  Ximena 
knelt. 

She  saw  the  Northern  eagle  shining  on  hia 
pistol-bcIt. 

With  a  stifled  crj  of   horror  stisight  she 

turned  awav  her  head  ; 
With  a  sad  and  bitter  feeling  looked  she 

back  upon  her  dead  ; 
But  she  heard  the  youth's  low  moaning,  and 

his  struggling  breath  of  pun, 
And  she  raised  the   cooling  water  to   his 

parching  lips  again. 

Whispered  low  the  dyinp  soldier,  pressed 
liar  band  and  fHintly  smiled  ; 

Whs  that  pitying  face  his  mother's  ?  did 
she  watch  beside  her  cliild  7 

All  hia  stranger  words  with  lueauing  her 
woniBirs  heart  supplied  ; 

With  her  fcissuponhiaforehead," Mother  I" 
d  he,  and  died  I 


"  A  bitter  curse  open  them,  poor  boy,  who 
led  thee  forth, 

f^om  some  gentle,  aad-eyed  mother,  weep- 
ing, lonely,  in  the  North  I  " 

Spake  the  mournful  Mezic  woman,  as  she 
laid  bim  with  her  dead. 


Look  fortli  once  more,  Ximena  1  *'  Like  a 
cloud  before  the  wind 

Rolls  the  battle  down  the  mountains,  leav- 
ing blood  and  death  behind  ; 

Ah  I  they  plead  in  vain  for  mercy  ;  in  the 
dust  the  wounded  strive  ; 

Hide  your  faces,  holy  aiigeU  I  0  thou 
Christ  of  God,  forgive  I " 

Sink,  O  Night,  among  thy  mountains  I  let 
the  cool,  gray  shadow!  fall  ; 

Dying  brothers,  fighting  demons,  drop  thy 
curtain  over  all  I 

Through  the  thickening  winter  twilight, 
wide  apart  the  battle  rolled, 

In  its  abeath  the  sabre  rested,  and  the  can- 
nun's  lips  grew  cold. 

But  the  noble  Meiic  women  still  their  holy 

task  pursued, 
^trough  that  long,  dark  night  of  aoirow, 

worn  and  faint  and  lacking  food. 


Over  weak  and  suffering  brothers,  with  a 

tender  care  tbey  hong, 
And  the  dying  foeman  blessed  them  in  a 

strange  and  Northern  tongne. 

Not   wholly   lost,  O   Father  I  is   thU  eril 

world  of  ours  ; 
Upward,  through  its  hlood  and  ashes,  ipring 

afreah  the  Kden  flowers  ; 
From  its  smoking  hell  of  battle.  Love  and 

Pity  send  their  prayer. 
And  still   thy  white-winged  angels  hover 

dimly  in  our  air  ! 


THE   LEGEND  OF  ST.  MARK 


"  This  legend  [to  which  mj  a 
called  by  my  friend  Cbariei  Snmaer],  is  tha 
■nbject  of  a  celebrated  picture  by  llutoratta, 
of  which  Mr.  Rogers  pcaseans  the  original 
sketch.  The  slare  lies  on  the  ground,  anud  a 
crowd  of  spectators,  who  look  on,  animated  bj 
all  the  variouB  emotions  of  sympathy,  rags, 
terror ;  a  voman,  in  front,  with  a  child  IB  ku 
aniB,  has  always  been  adnuied  for  the  lifelike 
■       ■■       -  ■  ■  •  -The 


loloring,  ii 


exeoaticHier  holcia  up  the  broken  in  ,    . 
St.  Mark,  with  a  headlong  movement,  m 
nuh  down  from  heaven  in  haste  to  u 
voiflhipper.     The    dramatic   gTon|nDg'  in  t 
potnre  is  wonderful;  the  oolori 
geons  depth  and  harmon., . 
sketch,   finer    than   in  the    picti 
Jambsov's  Sacred  and  Legtndary  Arl,  L  154. 

The  day  is  oloaing  dark  and  cold, 
With  roaring  blast  and  sleety 

And  through  the  dusk  the  lilacs  wear 
The  bloom  of  snow,  instead  of  flowe 

I  turn  me  from  the  gloom  without. 

To  ponder  o'er  a  tale  of  old  ; 
A  legend  of  the  age  of  Faith, 

By  dreaming  monk  or  abbess  told. 


And  hues  immortal  r 

In  Provence  (so  the  story  runs) 

There  Jived  a  lord,  to  whom,  ai  Blave, 

A  peasant-boy  of  tender  years 

The  chance  of  trade  or  conquest  gave. 
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The  rtrmininff  eye  could  scarce  disoem 
The  chapel  of  the  good  St.  Mark. 

And  there,  when  bitter  word  or  fare 
The  service  of  the  youth  repaid, 

By  stealth,  before  that  holy  shrine. 
For  grace  to  bear  his  wrong,  he  prayed. 

The  steed  stamped  at  the  castle  gate, 
The  boar-hunt  sounded  on  the  hill  ; 

Whv 'stayed  the  Baron  from  the  chase, 
With  looks  so  stem,  and  words  so  ill  ? 

**  Go,  bind  yon  slave  1  and  let  him  learn, 
By  scath  of  fire  and  strain  of  cord. 

How  ill  they  speed  who  eive  dead  saints 
The  homage  due  their  living  lord  !  *' 

They  bound  him  on  the  fearful  rack, 
When,  through  the  dungeon's  vaulted 
dark. 

He  saw  the  light  of  shining  robes, 
And  knew  Sie  face  of  good  St.  Mark. 

Then  sank  the  iron  rack  apart, 
ITie  cords  released  their  cruel  clasp. 

The  pincers,  with  their  teeth  of  fire, 
Ful  broken  from  the  torturer's  grasp. 

And  lo  I  before  the  Youth  and  Saint, 
Barred  door  and  wall   of   stone   gave 
way; 

And  up  from  bondage  and  the  night 
They  passed  to  freedom  and  the  day  1 

0  dreaming  monk  I  thy  tale  is  true  ; 

^  painter  1  true  thy  pencil's  art ; 
In  tones  of  hope  and  prophecy. 

Ye  whisper  to  my  listening  heart  1 

Unheard  no  burdened  heart's  appeal 
Moans  np  to  Grod's  inclining  ear  ; 

Unheeded  by  his  tender  eye. 
Falls  to  the  earth  no  snjfferer's  tear. 

For  still  the  Lord  alone  is  Grod  I 

The  pomp  and  power  of  tyrant  man 
Are  scattered  at  his  lightest  breath, 

chaff  before  the  winnower's  fan. 


Kot  always  shall  the  slave  uplift 
His  heavT  hands  to  Heaven  in  vain. 

God's  angel,  like  the  good  St.  Mark, 
Comes    shining    down    to    break    his 
ehaini 


O  weary  ones  I  ye  may  not  see 

Your  helpers  in  their  downward  flight; 

Nor  hear  the  sound  of  silver  wings 

Slow  beating  through  the  hush  of  night  I 

But  not  the  less  gray  Dothan  shone. 
With  sunbright  watchers  bending  low. 

That  Fear's  dim  eye  beheld  alone 
The  spear-heads  of  the  Syrian  foe. 

There  are,  who,  like  the  Seer  of  old, 
Can  see  the  helpers  God  has  sent. 

And  how  life's  rugged  mountain-side 
Is  white  with  many  an  angel  tent  I 

They  hear  the  heralds  whom  our  Lord 
Sends  down  his  pathwav  to  prepare  ; 

And  light,  from  others  hidden,  shines 
On  their  high  place  of  faith  and  prayer. 

Let  such,  for  earth's  despairing  ones. 
Hopeless,  yet  longing  to  be  free. 

Breathe  once  again  the  Prophet's  prayer  : 
**Lord,  one  their  eyes,  that  they  may 
seel 


KATHLEEN 

This  ballad  was  originally  published  in  my 
prose  work,  Leaves  from  Margaret  Smith's  Jour- 
ncd,  as  the  song  of  a  wandering  Milesian  schooL 
master.  Li  the  seventeenth  century,  slavery 
in  the  New  Worid  was  by  no  means  confined  to 
the  natiYes  of  Africa.  Folitical  o£Fenden  and 
criminals  were  transported  by  the  British  gov- 
ernment to  the  plantations  of  Barbadoes  and 
Virginia,  where  tney  were  sold  like  cattle  in  the 
market.  Kidnapping  of  free  and  innocent 
white  persons  was  practised  to  a  considerable 
extent  in  the  seaports  of  the  United  Kingdom. 

O  NoRAH,  lay  your  basket  down. 

And  rest  your  weary  hand, 
And  come  and  hear  me  sing  a  song 

Of  our  old  Ireland. 

There  was  a  lord  of  Galaway, 

A  mighty  lord  was  he  ; 
And  he  did  wed  a  second  wife, 

A  maid  of  low  degree. 

But  he  was  old,  and  she  was  young. 

And  so,  in  evil  spite. 
She  baked  the  black  bread  for  his  kin. 

And  fed  her  own  with  white. 
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She  whipped  the  maids  «nd  Btarred.  the 

And  drove  away  the  poor  ; 
<*  Ah,  woe  is  me  I     the  old  lord  said, 
'    "  1  rue  m  J  bftrgain  sore  I " 

This  lord  be  had  a  daughter  fair. 

Beloved  of  old  and  joung. 
And  nightlf  round  the  sbeaUng-firM 

Of  her  tho  gleenuD  SDUg. 

**  As  Bweet  and  good  is  young  Kathleen 

Aa  Eve  before  her  fall ; " 
So  sang  the  barpec  at  tbe  fair, 

So  harped  he  in  the  hall. 

"  Oh,  coma  to  me,  my  daughter  dear  I 

Come  sit  upon  mj  knee. 
For  looking  in  jour  face,  Kathleen, 

Your  mother's  own  I  see  I " 

He    smoothed    and    smoothed    her   hair 


"  It  ia  my  darling  Mark's  brow. 
It  is  my  darling's  hair  1  *' 


"  Get  np,  get  up,"  quuUi  she, 
« I II  sell  ye  over  Ireland, 
I  'U  seU  ye  o'er  the  lea  1  " 

She  clipped  her  glouy  hair  away. 
That  none  her  rank  might  knovr, 

She  took  away  her  gowQ  of  silk. 
And  gave  her  one  of  tow. 

And  sent  her  down  to  Limerick  town 

And  to  a  seaman  sold 
This  daughter  oC  an  Irish  lord 

For  ten  good  ponnda  in  gold. 

The  lord  he  smote  upon  his  breast, 
And  ton  his  beard  so  gray; 

Bat  be  was  old,  and  she  was  yonng, 
And  so  she  bad  her  way. 


With  funeral  torches  a 
She  wat«bed  them  glancing  tbrongh  the 
And  gjimineriiig  down  the  hill ; 


They  erept  before  tbe  dead-vault  door, 
And  there  they  all  stood  still  I 

"  Get  up,  old  man  t  tbe  wake-lights  shine  I ' 
"  Ye  muFtbering  witcb,"  qnotb  be, 

"  So  I  'm  rid  of  your  tongue,  I  little  eaie 
If  they  sbine  for  you  or  me." 


My  gold  and  land  si 
Oh,  then  spake  up  bis  bandsome  page, 
•>  No  gold  nor  land  I  crave  I 

"  But  give  to  me  your  daughter  dear. 

Give  sweet  KaUilccn  to  me, 
Be  she  on  sea  or  be  she  on  land, 

I  '11  briog  her  back  to  thee." 

"  My  daughter  is  a  lady  bom, 

AJid  yon  of  low  degree, 
But  she  shall  be  your  bride  the  day 

You  bring  her  back  to  me." 

He  sailed  east,  be  sailed  west. 

And  far  and  long  sailed  be, 
Until  he  came  to  Bostou  town. 

Across  tbe  great  salt  sea. 

"  Ob,  have  ye  seen  the  young  Kathleen 

The  flower  of  Ireland  ? 
Ye  '11  know  her  by  her  eyes  so  bine, 

And  by  her  snow-white  hand  ! " 

Oat  spake  an  ancient  man,  "  I  know 
The  maiden  whom  ye  mean  ; 

I  bought  her  of  a  Limerick  man. 
And  she  is  called  Kathleen. 

"  No  skill  bath  she  in  honsebold  work. 
Her  hands  are  soft  and  white. 

Yet  well  by  loving  looks  and  ways 
She  doth  ber  cost  requite." 

So  up  they  walked  throng  BcetoD  tmm, 

And  met  a  maiden  fair, 
A  little  basket  on  her  arm 

So  snowy-white  and  bare. 

"  Come  hither,  child,  and  say  hast  them 
This  young  man  ever  seen  ?  " 

They  wept  within  each  other's  anna, 
llie  pag«  and  young  Kathleen. 

"Ob  give  to  me  this  darling  cbiU, 
Ana  take  my  pune  of  gMd." 
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^Naj,  not  by  me,"  her  master  said, 
**  Shall  sweet  Kathleen  be  sold. 

''We  loTed  her  in  the  place  of  one 

The  Lord  hath  early  ta'en  ; 
But,  since  her  heart 's  in  Ireland, 

We  give  her  back  again  ! " 

Oh,  for  that  same  the  saints  in  heaven 

For  his  poor  soul  shall  pray, 
And  Mary  Mother  wash  with  tears 

His  heresies  away. 

Sure  now  they  dwell  in  Ireland ; 

As  you  go  up  Claremore 
Ye  11  see  their  castle  looking  down 

The  pleasant  Gralway  shore. 

And  the  old  lord's  wife  is  dead  and  gone. 

And  a  happy  man  is  he, 
For  he  sits  beside  his  own  Kathleen, 

With  her  darling  on  his  knee. 


THE  WELL  OF   LOCH   MAREE 

Pennant,  in  his  Voyage  to  the  Hebridet,  de- 
seribes  the  holy  well  of  Looh  Maree,  the  waters 
of  which  were  supposed  to  effect  a  miraculous 
core  of  melanoholy,  trouble,  and  insanity. 

Calm  on  the  breast  of  Loch  Maree 

A  little  isle  reposes ; 
A  shadow  woven  of  the  oak 

And  willow  o'er  it  closes. 

Within,  a  Druid's  mound  is  seen. 
Set  round  with  stony  warders  ; 

A  foontun,  gpishiug  through  the  turf. 
Flows  o'er  its  grassy  borders. 

And  whoso  bathes  therein  his  brow, 
With  care  or  madness  burning, 

Feels  once  again  his  healthful  thought 
And  sense  of  peace  returning. 

O  restless  heart  and  fevered  brain, 

Unquiet  and  unstable, 
That  holy  well  of  Loch  Maree 

Is  more  than  idle  fable  1 

Life's  changes  vex,  its  discords  stun. 
Its  claring  sunshine  blindeth. 

And  mest  is  he  who  on  his  way 
That  f onntfof  healing  findeth  I 


The  shadows  of  a  humbled  will 
And  contrite  heart  are  o'er  it ; 

Go  read  its  legend,  •*  Trust  in  God," 
On  Faith's  white  stones  before  it. 


THE  CHAPEL  OF   THE  HERMITS 

The  incident  upon  which  this  poem  is  based 
is  related  in  a  note  to  Bemardin  Henri  Saint 
Pierre's  Etudes  de  la  Nature. 

**  We  arrived  at  the  habitation  of  the  Her- 
mits a  little  before  they  sat  down  to  their  table, 
and  while  they  were  still  at  church.  J.  J. 
Rousseau  proposed  to  me  to  offer  up  our  devo- 
tions. The  hermits  were  reciting  the  Litanies 
of  Providence,  which  are  remarkably  beautif  uL 
After  we  had  addressed  our  prayers  to  God, 
and  the  hermits  were  proceeding  to  the  refec- 
tory, Rousseau  said  to  me,  with  his  heart 
overflowing,  'At  this  moment  I  experience 
what  is  said  in  the  gospel :  Where  two  or  three 
are  gathered  together  in  my  name^  there  am  I  in 
the  midst  of  them.  There  is  here  a  feeling  of 
'  peace  and  happiness  which  penetrates  the  souL' 
I  said, '  If  F^nelon  had  liv^,  you  would  have 
been  a  Catholic.'  He  exclaimed,  with  tears  in 
his  eyes,  *  Oh,  if  F^nelon  were  alive,  I  would 
struggle  to  g^t  into  his  service,  even  as  a 
huskey  I ' " 

In  my  sketch  of  Saint  IHerre,  it  will  be  seen 
that  I  have  somewhat  antedated  the  period  of 
his  old  age.  At  that  time  he  was  not  probably 
more  than  fifty.  In  describing  him,  1  have  by 
no  means  exa^erated  his  ovm  history  of  his 
mental  condition  at  the  period  of  the  story. 
In  the  fragmentary  Sequel  to  his  Studies  of 
Nature,  he  thus  speaks  of  himself :  **  The  in- 
gratitude of  those  of  whom  I  had  deserved 
kindness,  unexpected  family  misfortunes,  the 
total  loss  of  my  small  patrimony  through  en- 
terprises solely  undert^en  for  the  benefit  of 
my  country,  the  debts  under  which  I  lay  op- 
pressed, the  blasting  of  all  my  hopes,  —  these 
combined  calamities  made  dreadfol  inroads 
upon  my  health  and  reason.  ...  I  found  it 
impossible  to  continue  in  a  room  where  there 
was  company,  especially  if  the  doors  were  shut. 
I  could  not  even  cross  an  alley  in  a  public  gar- 
den, if  several  persons  had  got  together  in  it. 
When  alone,  my  malady  subnded.  I  felt  my- 
self likewise  at  ease  in  places  where  I  saw  chil- 
dren only.  At  the  sight  of  any  one  walking 
up  to  the  place  where  I  was,  I  felt  my  whole 
frame  agitated,  and  retired.  I  often  said  to 
myself.  My  sole  study  has  been  to  merit  well 
of  mankind ;  why  do  I  fear  them  ?  *  " 

He  attributes  his  improved  health  of  mind 
and  body  to  the  counsels  of  his  friend,  J.  J. 
Rousseau.  ^  I  renounced,"  says  he,  **  my  books. 
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I  thrair  inj  ey«  npon  the  -worlu  of  natnre, 
vhioh  Bpaks  to  all  my  seiues  a  liuipiian  which 

to  aJtsr.  Thenoeforth  my  hutorieB  and  my 
janniala  vers  the  herbage  of  the  fislds  and 
meadowa.  Hj  thonghts  did  not  go  forth  pain- 
folly  after  them,  aa  in  the  oaae  of  homan 
■yatema ;  bat  tlieir  thoughts,  nuder  a  thooaaiid 
anffagiiiE  formi,  quietly  sooght  me.  In  these 
I  studied,  withauC  effort,  the  laws  of  that  Uni- 
Tenal  Wisdom  whioh  haid  snmnmded  me  from 
the  cradle,  but  on  wbieh  heretofore  I  had  be- 
Mowed  little  attnitioii." 

Speaking  of  Kousseaa,  he  says ;  "  I  deiiTed 
insipresnble  sBtiifaotion  from  his  society. 
What  T  prized  still  more  than  his  genius  was 
Lis  probity.     He  was  one  of  the  few  literary 


aid,  with  a 


your  most  secret  thougf 
deviated,  and  became  the  Tictim  of  himaelf  or 
of  others,  he  could  forget  his  own  misery  in 
demotion  to  the  welfare  of  mankind.  He  was 
aDLfurmty  the  advocate  of  the  miserablep 
There  might  be  inscribed  on  his  tomb  these 
affecting  words  from  that  Book  of  which  he 


"  I  DO  beliere,  and  yet,  in  grief, 
I  pray  for  help  to  unbelief  ; 
For  needful  stren^b  aside  toUj 
The  daily  cambecings  of  my  way. 

"  I  'm  lick  at  heart  of  craft  and  cant. 
Sick  at  the  crazed  enthusiast's  rant. 
Profession's  smooth  hypocrisies. 
And  creeds  of  iron,  and  lives  of  ease. 

"I  ponder  o'er  the  sacred  word, 

I  read  the  record  of  our  Lord  ; 

And,  weak  and  troubled,  envy  them 

Who  touched    Uis    geomleas    garment's 

"  Who  saw  the  tears  of  Iotb  He  wept 
Above  the  grave  where  Lazarus  slept ; 
And  heard,  amidst  the  shadows  dim 
Of  Olivet,  Hia  evening  iiymn. 

"How  blessed  the  swineherd's  low  estate, 
The  beggar  crouching  at  the  gate. 
The  leper  loathly  and  alihorred, 
Whose  eyes  of  flesh  beheld  the  Lord  I 

"  0  sacred  soil  His  sandals  pressed  I 
Sweet  fountains  of  His  noonday  rest  1 


O  light  and  air  of  Palestine, 
Impregnate  vrith  His  life  divine  I 

•■  Oh,  bear  me  thither  1     Let  me  look 
On  Siloa's  pool,  and  Kedrou's  brook  ; 
Kneel  at  Gethsemane,  and  b^ 
Gennesaret  wallc,  before  I  die  I 

"Methinka  tbiB  oold  and  northern  uigU 
Would  melt  before  that  Orient  light  ; 
And,  wet  by  Hermon's  dew  and  rain. 
My  childhood's  faith  revive  again  I " 

So  spake  my  friend,  one  autumn  day, 
Where  the  still  river  slid  away 
Beneath  us,  and  above  the  brown 
Red  curtains  of  the  woods  shut  down. 

Then  said  I,  —  for  I  could  not  brook 
The  mute  appealing  of  his  look, — 
"  I  too  am  weak,  and  faith  is  small. 
And  blindness  happeneth  unto  all. 


glimpses  on  my  sight, 
Through  present  wrong,  the  eternal  right ; 
And,  step  by  step,  since  time  began, 
I  see  the  steady  gain  of  man  ; 

"  That  all  of  good  the  past  hath  had 
Remains  to  make  our  own  time  glad, 
Our  common  daily  life  divine. 
And  every  land  a  Palestine. 

"  Thou  weariest  of  thy  present  state  ; 
What  gain  to  thee  time  s  holiest  dste  ? 
The  doubter  now  perchance  had  been 
As  High  Priest  or  as  Pilate  then  I 

"What  thought  Cborazin's  scribes  ?  Wbai 

futh 
In  Him  had  Nain  and  Nazareth  ? 
Of  the  few  followers  whom  He  led 
One  sold  Him,  —  all  forsook  and  fled. 

"  O  friend  I  we  need  nor  rock  nor  sand. 
Nor  storied  stream  of  Momiug-Land  ; 
The  heavens  are  glassed  in  Merrimac, — 
What  more  could  Jordau  render  back  ? 

"We  lack  but  open  eye  and  ear 
To  find  the  Orient's  marvels  here  ; 
The  still  small  voice  in  autumn's  hnsh, 
Yon  maple  wood  the  burning  busb. 

"  For  still  the  new  transcends  the  old. 
In  signs  and  tokens  manifold  ; 
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rise  up  men  ;  the  olive  waves, 
roots  deep  set  in  battle  graves  ! 

agh  the  harsh  noises  of  our  day 
sweet  prelude  finds  its  way  ; 
^  clouds  of  doubt,  and  creeds  of 
fear, 
t  is  breaking,  calm  and  clear. 

song  of  Love,  now  low  and  far, 
^  shall  swell  from  star  to  star  I 
ighty  the  breaking  day,  which  tips 
>Men-spired  Apocalypse ! " 

when  my  good  friend  shook  his  head, 
ighine,  sadly  smiled,  I  said : 
L  mind'st  me  of  a  storv  told 
3  Bemardin's  leaves  of  gold." 

hile  the  slanted  sunbeams  wove 
ladoira  of  the  frost-stained  grove, 
noturing  all,  the  river  ran 
loud  and  wood,  I  thus  began  :  — 


unt  Valerien's  chestnut  wood 
bM>el  of  the  Hermits  stood  ; 
lither,  at  the  close  of  day, 
two  old  pilgrims,  worn  and  gray. 

rhose  impetuous  youth  defied 
orms  of  Baikal's  wintry  side, 
iQsed  and  dreamed  where  tropic  day 
d  o'er  his  lost  Virginia's  bay. 

nple  tale  of  love  and  woe 
arts  had  melted,  hi^h  or  low  ;  — 
sfnl  pain,  a  sweet  distress, 
rtal  in  its  tenderness. 

^bile  above  his  charmed  page 
[oick  the  young  heart  of  his  agfe, 
Jked  amidst  the  crowd  unknown, 
t>wing  old  man,  strange  and  lone. 

leless,  troubled  age,  —  the  gray 
ettii^  of  a  weary  day  ; 
all  his  ear  for  voice  of  praise, 
idly  worn  his  brow  for  bays. 

Inst  of  power  and  glory,  slept ; 
ill  his  heart  its  young  dream  kept, 
randering  like  the  deluge-dove. 
Might  the  resting-place  of  love. 


And,  mateless,  childless,  envied  more 
The  peasant's  welcome  from  his  door 
By  smiling  eyes  at  eventide, 
Than  kingly  gifts  or  lettered  pride. 

Until,  in  place  of  wife  and  child, 
All-pitying  Nature  on  him  smiled. 
And  gave  to  him  the  golden  keys 
To  aU  her  inmost  sanctities. 

Mild  Druid  of  her  wood-paths  dim  f 
She  laid  her  great  heart  bare  to  him. 
Its  loves  and  sweet  accords  ;  —  he  saw 
The  beauty  of  her  perfect  law. 

The  language  of  her  signs  he  knew, 
What  notes  her  cloudy  clarion  blew  ; 
The  rhythm  of  autumn's  forest  dyes, 
The  hymn  of  sunset's  painted  skies. 

And  thus  he  seemed  to  hear  the  song 
Which  swept,  of  old,  the  stars  along  ; 
And  to  his  eves  the  earth  once  more 
Its  fresh  and  primal  beauty  wore. 

Who    sought    with    him,    from    summer 

air. 
And  field  and  wood,  a  balm  for  care. 
And  bathed  in  light  of  sunset  skies 
His  tortured  nerves  and  weary  eyes  ? 

His  fame  on  all  the  winds  had  flown  ; 
His  words  had  shaken  crypt  and  throne ; 
Like  fire  on  camp  and  court  and  cell 
They  dropped,  and  kindled  as  they  fell. 

Beneath  the  pomps  of  state,  below 
The  mitred  juggler's  masque  and  show, 
A  prophecy,  a  vag^e  hope,  ran 
His  burning  thought  from  man  to  man. 

For  peace  or  rest  too  well  he  saw 
The  fraud  of  priests,  the  wrong  of  law, 
And  felt  how  hard,  between  the  two, 
Their  breath  of  pain  the  millions  drew. 

A  prophet-utterance,  strong  and  wild. 
The  weakness  of  an  unweaned  child, 
A  sun-bri?ht  hope  for  human-kind, 
And  self-aespair,  in  him  combined. 

He  loathed  the  false,  yet  lived  not  true 
To  half  the  glorious  truths  he  knew  ; 
The  doubt,  the  discord,  and  the  sin, 
He  mourned  without,  he  felt  within. 
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XJutrud  by  liiin  Che  puth  ho  showed, 
Swe«C  [ilutures  on  tts  ejuel  glowed 
Of  simple  faith,  and  loves  of  home, 
And  virtue's  gulden  dajs  to  come. 

Bot  weakness,  shame,  and  foU^  made 
The  foil  to  iJI  hia  pen  portrayed  ; 
Still,  where  bis  dreamy  splendon  ahone. 
The  shadow  of  himself  was  thrown. 

Lord,  what  is  man,  whose  thonght,  at  times. 
Up  to  Thy  sevenfold  brightness  cUmba, 
While  still  bis  grosser  instinct  clings 
To  earth,  like  other  creeping  things  1 

So  rich  in  words,  in  acta  so  mean  ; 

So  bigb,  ao  low ;  cbance-swiiug  between 

The  ftulness  of  the  penal  pit 

And  Truth's  clear  sky,  millennium-lit  t 

Vain,  pride  of  star-lent  genius !  —  vain. 
Quick  fancy  and  creative  brain, 
Unblest  bj  prayerful  sacrifice. 
Absurdly  great,  or  weakly  wise  I 

Uidst  yearnings  for  a  tmer  life. 
Without  were  fears,  within  was  strife  ; 
And  still  his  wayward  act  denied 
The  perfect  good  for  which  he  sighed. 

The  love  be  sent  forth  void  returned  ; 
The  fame  that  crowned  him  scombed  and 

burned. 
Burning,  yet  cold  and  drear  and  lone,  — 
A  fiie-mount  in  a  frozen  lone  t 

Like  that  the  gray-haired  eea-king  passed, 
Seen  southward  from  his  sleety  roast. 
About  whose  brows  of  changeless  frost 
A  wreath  of  flame  the  wild  winds  tossed. 

Far  round  the  mournful  beanty  played 
Of  lambent  light  and  purple  shade. 
Lost  on  the  fixed  and  dumb  despair 
Of  frozen  earth  and  sea  and  air  I 

A  raan  apart,  unknown,  unloved 
By  those  whose  wrongs  his  soul  had  moTed, 
He  bore  the  ban  of  Church  and  State, 
The  good  man's  fear,  tbe  Ingot's  hate  I 

Forth  from  tbe  ci^'s  noise  and  tbiong. 
Its  pomp  and  shame,  its  sin  end  wrong. 
The  twain  that  summer  day  bad  strayed 
To  Mount  Valerien's  ohettnut  shade. 


To  them  the  green  fielda  and  the  wood 
Lent  somcliiiiig  uf  tlieir  quietude. 
And  golden-tinted  sunset  seemed 
Prophetical  of  all  they  dreamed. 

The  hermits  from  their  simple  oarM 
The  bell  was  calling  home  to  prayers. 
And,  listening  to  its  sound,  the  twwn 
Seemed  lapped  iu  childhood's  trust  agiin. 

Wide  open  stood  the  chapel  door  ; 

A  sweet  old  music,  swelhng  o'er 

Low  prayerful  murmurs,  issued  tbenoe,— 

The  Litanies  of  Providence  I  ' 


Tbeu  Rousseau  spake :  "  Wbera  two  ( 

la  His  name  meet.  He  there  will  be  I" 
And  then,  in  silence,  on  their  knees 
They  sank  beneath  the  chestuut-trMa. 

As  to  the  blind  retnming  light, 

As  daybreak  to  the  Arctic  night,  ■ 

Old  faith  revived  ;  tbe  doubts  of  yean  .' 

Dissolved  in  revereuljal  tears.  ', 

That  gush  of  feeling  overpast, 

"  Ah  me  I  "  Bemardin  sighed  at  lasl^ 

"  I  would  thy  bitterest  foes  could  see  ■ 

Thy  heart  as  it  is  seen  of  me  I 

"  No  eborcb  of  God  hast  tboa  demed ; 
Tbon  hast  but  spurned  in  scorn  aude 
A  bare  and  hollow  counterfeit, 
Profaning  tbe  pure  name  of  it  I 

"  With  dry  dead  moss  and  marish  weeds 
His  fii«  the  western  herdsman  feeds. 
And  greener  from  the  ashen  plain 
The  sweet  spring  grassea  rise  again. 

"  Nor  thunder-peal  nor  mighty  wind 
Disturb  tbe  solid  sky  behind  ; 
And  through  the  cloud  the  red  bolt  t«nd> 
The  calm,  still  smile  of  Heaven  descends! 

"Thus  through  the  world,  like  bolt  and 

blast. 
And  soourf^g  fire,  thy  words  have  passed. 
Clouds  break,  —  the  steadfast  heavens  le- 

Weeds  bum,  —  the  ashes  feed  tbe  grain  I 

"But  whoso  strives  with  wrong  may  find 
Its  touch  pollute,  its  darkness  blind  ; 
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And  learn,  an  latent  fraud  is  shown 
In  others'  faith,  to  douht  his  own. 

**  With  dream  and  falsehood,  simple  trust 
And  pious  hope  we  tread  iu  dust ; 
Lost  the  calui  faith  iu  goodness,  —  lost 
The  baptism  of  the  Pentecost  I 

**  Alas  !  —  the  blows  for  error  meant 
Too  oft  on  truth  itself  are  spent, 
As  through  the  false  and  vile  and  base 
Looks  forth  her  sad,  rebuking  face. 

**  Not  ours  the  Theban's  charmed  life  ; 
We  come  not  scathless  from  the  strife  1 
The  Python's  coil  about  us  clings. 
The  trampled  Hydra  bites  and  stings  ! 

**  Meanwhile,  the  sport  of  seeming  chance. 
The  plastic  shapes  of  circumstance. 
What  might  have  been  we  fondly  guess. 
If  earlier  bom,  or  tempted  less. 

**  And  thou,  in  these  wild,  troubled  days, 
Misjudged  alike  in  blame  and  praise, 
Unsought  and  undeserved  the  same 
The  styptic's  praise,  the  bigot's  blame  ;  — 

**  I  cannot  doubt,  if  thou  hadst  been 
Among  tiie  highly  favored  men 
Who  walked  on  earth  with  F^nelon, 
fie  would  have  owned  thee  as  his  son  ; 

**  And,  bright  with  wings  of  cherubim 

Visiblj  waving  over  him, 

Seen  through    his    life,  the  Church  had 

seemed 
All  that  its  old  confessors  dreamed." 

^I  would  have  been,"  Jean  Jacques  re- 
plied, 
^The  humblest  servant  at  his  side, 
Obecnre,  unknown,  content  to  see 
How  beautiful  man's  life  may  be  ! 

^  Ob,  more  than  thrice-blest  relic,  more 
Than  solemn  rite  or  sacred  lore, 
The  holy  life  of  one  who  trod 
The  foot-marks  of  the  Christ  of  God  I 

**  Amidst  a  blinded  world  he  saw 

The  oneness  of  the  Dual  law  ; 

That  Heaven's  sweet  peace  on  Earth  be- 

And  God  was  loved  through  love  of  man. 


**  He  lived  the  Truth  which  reconciled 
The  strong  man  Reason,  Faith,  the  child  ; 
Iu  hiui  belief  and  act  were  one, 
The  homilies  of  duty  done  I " 

So  speaking,  through  the  twilie;ht  gray 
The  two  old  pilgrims  went  their  way. 
What  seeds  of  life  that  day  were  sown, 
The  heavenly  watchers  knew  alone. 

Time  passed,  and  Autumn  came  to  fold 
Green  Summer  in  her  brown  and  gold  ; 
Time  passed,  and  Winter's  tears  of  snow 
Dropped  on  the  grave-mound  of  Rousseau. 

**  The  tree  remaineth  where  it  fell. 
The  pained  on  earth  is  pained  in  hell  I  " 
So  priestcraft  from  its  altars  cursed 
The  mournful  doubts  its  falsehood  nursed. 

Ah  !  well  of  old  the  Psalmist  prayed, 
'*  Thy  hand,  not  man's,  on  me  be  laid  1 " 
Earth  frowns  below,  Heaven  weeps  above. 
And  man  is  hate,  but  God  is  love  I 

No  Hermits  now  the  wanderer  sees, 
Nor  chapel  with  its  chestnut-trees  ; 
A  morning  dream,  a  tale  that 's  told. 
The  wave  of  change  o'er  all  has  rolled. 

Yet  lives  the  lesson  of  that  day  ; 
And  from  its  twilight  cool  and  gray 
Comes  up  a  low,  sad  whisper,  "  Make 
The    truth    thine    own,   for    truth's   own 
sake. 

"  Why  wait  to  see  in  thy  brief  span 
Its  perfect  flower  and  fruit  in  man  ? 
No  saintly  touch  can  save  ;  no  balm 
Of  healing  hath  the  martyr *s  palm. 

*'  Midst  soulless  forms,  and  false  pretence 
Of  spiritual  pride  and  pampered  sense, 
A  voice  saith,  *  What  is  that  to  thee  ? 
Be  true  thyself,  and  follow  Me  I ' 

**  In  days  when  throne  and  altar  heard 
The  wanton's  wish,  the  bigot's  word, 
And  pomp  of  state  and  ritual  show 
Scarce  hid  the  loathsome  death  below,  — 

"  Midst  fawning  priests  and  courtiers  foul, 
The  losel  swarm  of  crown  and  cowl, 
White-robed  walked  Francois  F^nelon, 
Stainless  as  Uriel  in  the  sun  I 
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"Yet  in  big  tinie  the  stake  blazed  red, 
Tbe  poor  were  eaten  up  like  bread  : 
Men  knew  hini  not  ;  hu  gBrmeat's  hem 
No  healing  Tirtne  bad  for  them. 

"Alas  I  no  present  saint  we  Snd  ; 
The  white  cynuir  glesms  far  behind, 
Revealed  in  ontliue  vagiie,  subliine, 
Xhiough  telesoopio  mists  of  time  t 

"  Tmtt  not  in  man  with  paauug  breath, 
fiat  iu  the  Lord,  old  Soripture  saith  ; 
The  troth  which  saves  thoa  mayeat  not 

With  false  professor,  faithless  friend. 

"  Seajch  thine  own  heart.     What  paineth 

In  others  in  thyself  maj  be  ; 

All  djat  is  fmil,  tUI  fleab  is  weak  ; 

Be  thou  the  true  man  thou  dost  seek  I 

"Where    now   with    pain    thon    treadest, 

trod 
The  whitest  of  the  laiate  of  God  t 
To  show  thee  where  their  feet  were  set. 
The  light  which  led  them  shiueth  yet. 

"The  footprints  of  the  life  divine, 
Which  marked  their  path,remiun  in  thine  ; 
And  that  great  Life,  transfnsed  in  tbein, 
Awaits  thy  faith,  thy  love,  thy  prayers  ! " 

A  lesson  which  I  well  may  heed, 
A  word  of  fitness  to  my  need  ; 
So  from  that  twilight  cool  and  gray 
SUll  saith  a  voice,  or  seems  to  say. 


We  rose,  and  slowly  homeward  tnmed. 
While  down  the  west  the  sunset  hurned ; 
And,  in  its  light,  hill,  wood,  and  ^de, 
And  human  n>rms  seemed  glorified. 

The  village  homes  transfigured  stood. 


The  yellow  leaves  like  lamps  of  gold. 

Then  spake  my  friend  ;  "  Thy  words  a 

Forever  old,  forever  new, 

Thpse  home.«een  splendors  are  the  same 

Whioh  over  £den's  suiueta  eame. 


"  To  these  bowed  heavens  Ut  wood  and 

hill 
Lift  voiceless  pnise  and  anthem  still ; 
Fall,  warm  with  blessing,  over  them. 
Light  of  the  New  Jeruwlem  I 

"  Flow  00,  sweet  river,  like  the  streatn 
Of  John's  Apocalyptic  dream  I 
This  niapled  ridge  shall  Horeb  be, 
Yon  green-banked  lake  our  Galilee  I 

"  Henceforth  my  heart  shall  sigh  no  more 
For  olden  time  and  holier  shore  ; 
God's  love  and  blessing,  then  and  there, 
Ate  now  and  here  end  everywhere." 


Tauler,  the  preacher,  walked,  one  to- 

tumn  day, 
Without  the  walb  of  Strasbnrg,  by  ths 

RUne, 
Ponderinr  the  solemn  Miracle  of  Life  ; 
As  one  who,  wandering.in  a  starless  night, 
Feels  momently  the  jar  of  unseen  mves. 
And  hears  the  thunder  of  an  unknown  set, 
Breaking  along  an  unimagined  shore. 

And  as  he  walked  he  prayed.     Even  tlia 

Old  prayer  with  which,  for  half  a  score  of 

Morning,  and  noon,  and  evening,  lip  and 

Had  groaned  :  "  Have  pity  upon  me.  Lord  I 
Thou   seest,  while   teaching  others,  I  sn 

blind. 
Send  me  a  man  who  can  direct  my  steps ! " 

Then,  as  be  mused,  he  heard  along  his 

path 
A  sonnd  as  of  an  old  man's  staff  among 
Tbe  dry,  dead  linden-leaves  ;  and,  losing 

up. 
He  saw  a  stranger,  weak,  and  poor,  and 

old. 

"  Peace  be  nnto  thee,  father  I "  TUnler 
"God  give  thee  a  good  dayt"  1^  oM 
Slowly  his  calm  blue  eyes.  "I  thank  tbM) 
Entail  my  days  are  good.and  netteaivilL'' 
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WoDdering  thereat,  the  preaeher  spake 

ajg;ain, 
**  God  give  thee  happy  life."    The  old  man 

smiled, 
**  I  never  am  unhappy." 

Taoler  laid 
His  hand  upon  the  stranger's  coarse  gray 

sleeve  : 
**  Tell  me,  O  father,  what  thy  strange  words 

mean. 
Surely  man's  days  are  evil,  and  his  life 
Sad  as  the  grave  it  leads  to."    **  Nay,  my 

son. 
Our  times  are  in  God's  hands,  and  all  our 

days 
Are  as  our  needs  ;  for  shadow  as  for  sun, 
For  cold  as  heat,  for  want  as  wealth,  alike 
Our  thanks  are  due,  since  that  is  best  which 

is; 
And  that  which  is  not,  sharin?  not  His  life. 
Is  evil  only  as  devoid  of  good. 
And  for  the  happiness  of  which  I  spake, 
I  find  it  in  submission  to  His  will. 
And  calm  trust  in  the  holy  Trinity 
Of  ELUowledge,  Groodness,  and  Almighty 

Power." 

Silently  wondering,  for  a  little  space, 
Stood  the  great  preacher ;  then  he  spake 

as  one 
Who,  suddenly  grappling  with  a  haunting 

thought 
Which    long    has    followed,    whispering 

through  the  dark 
Strange  terrors,  drags  it,  shrieking,  into 

light : 
"What  if  God's  will  consign  thee  hence  to 

Hell?" 

**  Theny**  said  the  stranger,  cheerily,  *'  be 

it  so. 
What  Hell  may  be  I  know  not;  this  I 

know, — 
I  eannot  lose  the  presence  of  the  Lord. 
One  arm.  Humility,  takes  hold  upon 
Bis  dear  humanity  ;  the  other.  Love, 
Clasps  his  Divinity.     So  where  I  go 
He  goes ;  and  better  fire-walled  Hell  with 

Him 
Than  golden-gated  Paradise  without." 

Tpns  sprang  in  Tauler's  eyes.    A  sud- 
den light, 
like  the  first  ray  which  fell  on  ohaoe,  dove 


Apart  the  shadow  wherein  he  had  walked 
Darkly  at  noon.    And,  as  the  strange  old 

man 
Went  his  slow  way,  until  his  silver  hair 
Set  like  the  white  moon  where  the  hills  of 

vine 
Slope  to  the  Rhine,  he  bowed  his  head  and 

said : 
**  My  prayer  is  answered.    Grod  hath  sent 

the  man 
Long  sought,  to  teach  me,  by  his  simple 

trust, 
Wisdom  the  weary  schoolmen  never  knew." 

So,  entering  with  a  changed  and  cheer- 
ful step 
The  city  gates,  he  saw,  far  down  the  street, 
A  mighty  shadow  break  the  light  of  noon. 
Which  tracing  backward  till  its  airy  lines 
Hardened  to  stony  plinths,  he  raised  his  eyes 
O'er  broad  facade  and  lofty  pediment, 
O'er  architrave  and  frieze  and  sainted  niche. 
Up  the  stone  lace-work  chiselled  by  the 

wise 
Erwin  of  Steinbach,  dizzily  up  to  where 
In.  the  noon-brightness  the  great  Minster's 

tower. 
Jewelled  with  sunbeams  on  its  mural  crown, 
Rose  like  a  visible  prayer.     '*  Behold  ! "  he 

said, 
"The  stranger's  faith  made  plain  before 

mine  eyes. 
As  yonder  tower  outstretches  to  the  earth 
The  dark  triangle  of  its  shade  aloue 
When  the  clear  day  is  shining  on  its  top. 
So,  darkness  in  the  pathway  of  Man's  life 
Is  but  the  shadow  of  God's  providence. 
By  the  great  Sun  of  Wisdom  cast  thereon  ; 
And  what  is  dark  below  is  light  in  Heaven." 
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O  STRONG,  upwelling  prayers  of  faith, 
From  inmost  founts  of  life  ye  start,  — 

The  spirit's  pulse,  the  vital  breath 
Of  soul  and  heart  1 

From  pastoral  toil,  from  traffic's  din. 
Alone,  in  crowds,  at  home,  abroad, 

Unheard  of  man,  ye  enter  in 
The  ear  of  God. 

Te  brook  no  forced  and  measured  tasks, 
Nor  weary  rote,  nor  formal  chains ; 
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nercy-aeat  «ud  cl 
Anil  all  the  bol;  mysteriee, 
He  bears  wiUi  hiiii. 

And  moat  avails  the  prajer  of  love, 

Which,  wordleui,  Bliapee  itself  iu  deeds, 

And  wearies  Heaven  for  nsnght  above 
Ouro 


Wliich  bringii  to  God's  all-perfect  will 
That  tniKt  •>{  His  andoubtinK  child 

Wherebj  all  seeming  good  ana  ill 
Are  recoDcilbd. 

And,  seeking  not  for  special  signs 

Of  favor,  IS  content  to  fall 
Within  the  providence  which  shines 


Alone,  the  Tfaebaid  hermit  leaned 
At  noontime  o'er  the  sacred  word. 

Was  it  an  angel  or  a  flend 
Whose  voice  he  heard  ? 

It  broke  the  denert's  hnsh  of  awe, 
A  human  utteiaoce,  sweet  and  mild  ; 

And,  looking  np,  the  hermit  saw 
A  little  ohild. 

A  ohild,  with  wonder-widened  ajcs, 
O'erawed  and  troubled  bj  the  sight 

Of  hot,  red  sands,  and  bnusen  skies, 
And  anchorite. 

"  What  dost  thon  here,  poor  man  ?      No 
shade 
Of  oool,   green    palms,   nor    grass,  nor 
well, 
Kor  com,  nor  vines."      The  hermit  said : 
"  With  God  I  dwell. 

"Alone  with  Him  in  this  great  oalm, 

I  live  not  by  the  oatwanl  sense ; 
My  Nile  his  love,  ray  sheltering  palm 

His  providence." 

ne  ohild  gazed  ronnd  him.    "  Does  God 

Here  onl  j  ? — where  the  desert's  rim 
Is  graen  with  com,  at  mom  and  eve. 
We  pray  to  Him. 


s  little  Sold ;   beneath  the  leaves 
My  sisters  sit  and  spin,  the  while 


mother  weaves. 

"  And  when  the  millet's  ripe  heads  fall, 
And  all  the  bean-Held  hangs  in  pod. 

My  mother  smiles,  and  says  that  all  - 
Are  gifts  from  God. 

"  And  when  to  share  our  evening  mea^  , 

She  calls  the  stranger  at  the  door,  I 

She  says  God  fills  tbe  hands  that  deal  \ 

Food  to  the  poor."  : 

Adown  the  hermit's  wasted  cheeks 
Glistened  tbe  flow  of  human  lean  ; 

"  Dear  Lord  I "  he  said, "  Thy  aogel  tpt»kt, 
Thy  servant  hears." 

Within  his  arms  the  child  he  took. 

And  thought  of  home  and  life  with  men; 

And  all  his  pilgrim  feet  forsook 
Retnmed  again. 

Tbe  palmy  ehadowa  oool  and  long. 

The    eyes   that   smiled    tbrongh  laviih 

Home's  cradle-hymD  and  harvest^ong. 
And  bleat  of  flocks. 

"Ochildl"  ho  said,  "thon  teachest  me 
There  is  no  place  where  God  is  not ; 

That  love  will  make,  where'er  it  be, 
A  holy  spot." 

He  rose  from  off  the  desert  sand. 
And,  leaning  on  his  staff  of  thorn, 

Went  with  the  young  child  hand  in  band, 
Like  night  with  mom. 

They  crossed  the  desert's  burning  line. 
And  heard  the  pnlm-tree's  rustling  fan, 

The  Nile-bird's  cry,  the  low  of  kiue, 
And  voice  of  man. 

Unqnestioning,  his  childish  rnid* 
He  followed,  as  the  smallhaiid  led 

To  where  a  woman,  gentl»«yed» 
Her  distaff  fed. 

She  rose,  she  clasped  her  truant  boy. 

She  thanked  the  Btran?er  with  her  ajMj 
The  hermit  gazed  in  doubt  and  joy 
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And  lo  I -^  with  sadden  warmth  and  light 
A  tender  inemonr  thrilled  his  frame  ; 

New-boniy  the  world-lost  anchorite 
A  man  became. 

«  O  sister  of  £1  Zara's  race. 

Behold  me  I  —  had  we  not  one  mother  ?  " 
She  nized  into  the  stranger's  face  : 

«  Thou  art  my  brother  I " 

*<  O  kin  of  blood !    Thy  life  of  use 
And  patient  trust  is  more  than  mine  ; 

And  wiser  than  the  gray  recluse 
This  child  of  thine. 

"For,  taught    of    him    whom  God    hath 
sent, 

That  toil  is  praise  and  love  is  prayer, 
I  come,  life's  cares  and  pains  content 

With  thee  to  share." 

Even  as  his  foot  the  threshold  crossed 
The  hermit's  better  life  beean  ; 

Its  holiest  saint  the  Thebaid  Tost, 
And  found  a  man  I 


MAUD   MULLER 

The  reoollection  of  some  descendants  of  a 
Hesian  deserter  in  the  ReyolntioDary  war  bear- 
ing the  name  of  MuUer  doubtless  suggested 
the  somewhat  infelicitous  title  of  a  New  Eng- 
land idyl.  The  poem  had  no  real  foundation 
in  fact,  though  a  hint  of  it  may  have  been  found 
ID  recalling  an  incident,  tribal  in  itself,  of  a 
joomey  on  the  picturesque  Maine  seaboard 
vith  my  sister  some  years  before  it  was  writ- 
ten. We  had  stopped  to  rest  our  tired  horse 
onder  the  shade  of  an  apple-tree,  and  refresh 
him  with  water  from  a  little  brook  which 
lippled  through  the  stone  wall  across  the  road. 
A  Tery  beautiful  young  girl  in  soantest  sam- 
mer  attire  was  at  work  in  the  bay-field,  and  as 
we  talked  with  her  we  noticed  that  she  strove 
to  hide  her  bare  feet  by  raking  hay  over  them, 
Uoshing  as  she  did  so,  through  the  tan  of.  her 
ebeek  Mid  neck. 

Maud  Muller  on  a  summer's  day 
Baked  the  meadow  sweet  with  hay. 

Beneath  her  torn  hat  glowed  the  wealth 
Of  limple  beauty  and  rustic  health. 

(Singing,  she  wrought,  and  her  merry  glee 
Hie  moek-bard  echoed  from  his  tree. 


But  when  she  glanced  to  the  far-off  town, 
White  from  its  hill-slope  looking  down, 

The  sweet  song  died,  and  a  vague  unrest 
And  a  nameless  longing  fiUed  her  breast,  — 

A  wish  that  she  hardly  dared  to  own, 
For  something  better  than  she  had  known. 

The  Judge  rode  slowly  down  the  lane. 
Smoothing  his  horse's  chestnut  mane. 

He  drew  his  bridle  in  the  shade 

Of  the  apple-trees,  to  greet  the  maid, 

And  asked  a  draught  from  the  spring  that 

flowed 
Through  the  meadow  across  the  road. 

She  stooped  where  the  cool  spring  bubbled 

up, 
And  filled  for  him  her  small  tin  cup. 

And  blushed  as  she  gave  it,  looking  down 
On  her  feet  so  bare,  and  her  tattered  gown. 

**  Thanks  I  "  said  the  Judge  ;  "  a  sweeter 

draught 
From  a  fairer  hand  was  never  quaffed." 

He  spoke  of  the  grass  and  flowers  and  trees, 
Of  the  singing  birds  and  the  humming  bees  ; 

Then  talked  of  the  haying,  and  wondered 

whether 
The  cloud  in  the  west  would  bring  foul 

weather. 

And  Maud  forgot  her  brier-torn  gown. 
And  her  graceiul  ankles  bare  and  brown  ; 

And  listened,  while  a  pleased  surprise 
Looked  from  her  long-iashed  hazel  eyes. 

At  last,  like  one  who  for  delay 
Seeks  a  vain  excuse,  he  rode  away. 

Maud  Muller  looked  and  sighed  :  **  Ah  me  ! 
That  I  the  Judge's  bride  might  be  ! 

*'  He  would  dress  me  up  in  silks  so  fine. 
And  praise  and  toast  me  at  his  wine. 

*'  My  father  should  wear  a  broadcloth  coat ; 
My  brother  should  sail  a  painted  boat. 
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"  I  'd  dress  my  mother  so  gmnd  and  gaj, 
And  the  baby  should  ln.re  «  new  toy  eaoh 
day. 

"And  I'd  feed  the  hungry  uid  olotho  the 

And  ftll  should  bleas  me  who  left  our  door." 

He  Judge  looked  back  m  he  climbed  the 

hiU, 
And  saw  Maud  MuUer  standing  still. 

"  A  form  more  fair,  a  face  more  street, 
Ne'er  hath  it  been  my  lot  to  meeb 

"  And  her  modest  answer  and  graceful  sir 
Show  her  wise  and  good  as  she  is  fair. 

"  Would  she  were  mine,  and  I  t»^y. 
Like  her,  a  harTeater  of  hay  ; 

"  No  doubtful  balance  of  rights  and  wrongs, 
Nur  weary  lawyers  with  endless  tongues. 


But  he  thongbt  of  his  sisters,  proud  and 
And  hia  mother,  vain  of  her  rank  and  gold. 


But  the  lawyers  smiled  that  afternoon. 
When  he  hummed  in  court  an  old  love- 

And  the  young  girl  mused  besUe  the  well 
TiU  the  rain  on  the  unraked  ^m  fell. 

He  wedded  a  wife  of  richcMowOT, 
Who  lived  for  fasbioD,  as  WjfoF  power. 

Yo^L  ia  bis  marbb  hearth's  bright  glow, 
Ha.4||jriwd  a  picturv  eOBM  Uld  go ; 

And  sweet  Maud  MuUerV'buael  eyes 
Leaked  out  in  their  innoeHt  surpww> 

O^  when  the^wine  i%^  (Ims  ^**  <!>d, 
jpe  longed  fqrtlie  w^idb  well  io^fad  ; 

m^LJa  gamiuad  pooms 
iil^UcloveflHuums. 


And  the  prond  man  sighed,  with  a  aeoret 

"  Ah,  that  I  were  free  again  I 

"  Free  as  when  I  rode  that  day. 

Where  the  barefoot  maiden  raked  her  bay." 

She  wedded  a  man  unlearned  and  poor. 
And  many  ohildren  played  round  her  dom. 


And  she  heard  the  little  spring  brook  Ml 
Over  the  roadaide,  throngo  the  wall. 


And,  gazing  down  with  timid  graoe. 
She  felt  bis  pleased  eyes  i«ul  her  &o 


Sometimes  her  n( 
Stretched  away  u 


And  for  him  who  sat  by  the  Gbimney  In^ 
Doting  and  grumbling  o'er  pipe  and  mug, 


Then  she  took  iip  her  burden  of  life  again, 
Saying  only,  "It  might  hare  been." 

Alas  for  maiden,  alAS  for  Judge, 

For  rich  repinei  and  hoasehold  dmdge  I 

Cod  pity  them  both  I  and  pity  us  all. 
Who  vainly  the  dreams  of  youth  noalL 

For  of  all  Had  words  of  tongue  or^h. 
The   saddest  are  these  :   "  It  miglit   bavt 

Ah,  well  I  for  us  all  some  sweet  hopa  Baa 
Deeply  buried  from  human  eyes  ; 

And,  in  the  hereafter,  angels  may 
Roll  the  atone  from  ita  gntre  awaj  1 
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tOM  tbe  heart  of  Waumbek  Methna,  from 

the  lake  that  never  fails. 
Us  the  Saco  in  the  green  lap  of  Conway's 

intervales ; 
lere,  in  wild  and  vimn  freshness,  its 

waters  foam  and  now, 
;  when   Darby  Field  first  saw  them,  two 

hundred  years  ago. 

it,  vexed  in  aU  its  seaward  course  with 

bridges,  dams,  and  mills, 
>w  changed  Is  Saco's  stream,  how  lost  its 

freedom  of  the  hills, 
ace  travelled  Jocelyn,  factor  Vines,  and 

stately  Champeruoon 
sard  on  its  banks  the  gray  wolf's  howl, 

the  trumpet  of  the  loon  ! 

ith  smoking  axle  hot  with  speed,  with 
steeds  of  fire  and  steam, 

ide-waked  To-day  leaves  Yesterday  be- 
hind him  like  a  dream. 

illy  from  the  hurrying  train  of  Life,  fly 
backward  far  and  fast 

le  milestones  of  the  fathers,  the  land- 
marks of  the  past. 

it  human  hearts  ren^ain  unchanged  :  the 

sorrow  joid  the  sin, 
le  loves  and  Ifbpes  and  fears  of  old,  are  to 

our  own  akin  ;: 
id  if,  in  tales  our  fathers  told,  the  songs 

our  mothers  sung, 
adition  wears  a  snowy  beard,  Romance 

is  always  young. 

sharp-lined  man  of  traffic,  on   Saco's 

banks  to-day ! 
mill-girl   watching  late  and  long  the 

shuttle's  restless  play  ! 
it,  for  the  once,  a  listening  ear  the  work- 

imHl^nd  beeuile, 
id  l^Brmy  old  provincial  tale,  as  suits, 
^ar  or  smile  ! 


16  eTening  gun  fcad  sounded  from  gray 

Fort  Mary's  walls ; 
immgh    the    forest,   like    a  wild  beast, 

roared    and    plunged    the    Saco's 

fiOls. 


And  westward  on  the  sea-wind,  that  damp 

and  gusty  grew. 
Over  cedars  darkening  inland  the  smokes 

of  Spurwink  blew. 

On  the  hearth  of  Farmer  Grarvin,  blazed 

the  crackling  walnut  log ; 
Right  and  left  sat  dame  and  goodman,  and 

between  them  lay  the  aog. 

Head  on  paws,  and  tail  slow  wagging,  and 

beside  him  on  her  mat. 
Sitting  drowsy  in  the  firelight,  winked  and 

purred  the  mottled  cat. 

"  Twenty  years  ! "  said  Goodman  Garvin, 
speaking  sadly,  under  breath. 

And  his  gray  head  slowly  shaking,  as  one 
who  speaks  of  death. 

The  goodwife  dropped  her  needles :  "  It  is 

twenty  years  to-day. 
Since  the  Indians  fell  on  Saco,  and  stole  our 

child  away." 

Then  they  sank  into  the  silence,  for  each 

knew  the  other's  thought. 
Of  a  g^at  and  common  sorrow,  and  words 

were  needed  not. 

"  Who  knocks  ?  "  cried  Goodman  Garvin. 

The  door  was  open  thrown  ; 
On  two  strangers,  man  and  maiden,  cloaked 

and  furred,  the  firelight  shone. 

One  with  courteous  gesture  lifted  the  bear- 
skin from  his  head  ; 

"Lives  here  Elkanah  Garvin?"  *<I  am 
he,"  the  goodman  said. 

"  Sit  ye  down,  and  dry  and  warm  ye,  for 
the  night  is  chill  with  rain  " 

And  the  g^oodwife  drew  the  settle,  and 
stirred  the  fire  amain. 

The  maid   unclasped  her  cloak-hood,  the 

firelight  glistened  fair 
In  her  large,  raoist  eyes,  and  over  soft  folds 

of  dark  brown  hair. 

Dame   Garvin  looked  upon  her :   <'  It  is 

Mary's  self  1  see  I 
Dear    heart ! "      she    cried,     «*  now    tell 

me,   has  my  child  come    back  to 

me?" 
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"lij   naine    indeed   is   Mary,"    taid    the 

atranger  sobbing  wild  ; 
«WiU  you   be   to   me   a  mother?     I  un 

Marj  Garvin's  child  I 

"  She  sleeps  bv  wooded  Simcoe,  bnt  on  her 

dying  day 
Slie  bade  my  faUier  take  me  to  her  kinsfolk 

far  awaj. 

"  And  when  the  priest  besought  her  to  do 

me  no  inch  wrong. 
She  said,  '  May  God  forgive  me  1     I  have 

oluaed  my  heart  too  long. 

" '  When  I  hid  me  from  my  fother,  and  shnt 

out  my  mother's  call, 
I  sinned  ngunst  those  dear  ones,  ami  the 

Father  of  us  all. 

"'Christ's    love    rebukes   no  borne -love, 

breaks  no  tie  of  kiu  apart  ; 
Better  heresy  in  doctrine,  thiu  heresy  of 

"'Tell  ma    not   the  Church    most   cen- 
sure :   she  who  wept  the  Cross  be- 
Never  made  her  own  flesh  strangers,  nor 
the  claims  of  blood  denied  ; 


"  So,  upon  her  death-bed  lying,  my  blessed 

mother  spake ; 
As  we  come  to  do  her  bidding,  so  receive 

us  for  her  sake." 

"  God  be  praised  I  "  said  Goodwife  Garvin, 
_         "  He  taketh,  and  He  gives  ; 


"Amen!"  the  old  man  answered,  as  he 

brushed  a  tear  away. 
And,  kneeling  by  his  hearthstone,  said,  with 
*'  Let  ua  pray." 


All  its  Oriental  symbols,  and  its  Hebrew 

paraphrase. 
Warm  with  earnest  life  and  feeling,  rote 

hi*  prayer  of  love  and  pruse. 


But  he  started  at  beholding,  as  be  roM 

from  off  his  knee. 
The  strangeF  crugs  his  forehead  with  the 

sign  of  Papistrie. 

"What  is  this?"  cried  Farmer  Garrin. 

"Is  an  English  Christian's  home 
A  chapel  or  a  mass-house,  that  yoa  make 

the  sign  of  Borne  ?  " 

Then  the  young  girl  knelt  beude  him,  Idsaed 
his  trembling  hand,  and  cried  : 

"  Oh,  forbear  to  ohide  my  father  ;  iu  that 
faith  my  mother  died  1 

"  On  her  wooden  cross  at  Simcoe  the  dews 

and  sunshine  fall, 
As  tbey  fall  on  Spurwink's  graveyard  ;  and 
the  dear  God  watches  all  1  " 

The  old   man  stroked  the   fair  head  that 

rested  on  his  knee  ; 
"Your  words,  dear  child,"    he  auswetcd, 

"  are  God's  rebuke  to  me. 

"  Creed  and  rite  perchance  may  differ,  yet 

our  faith  and  hope  be  one. 
Let  me  he  your  father's  father,  let  him  ha 


When   the   horn,     on    Sabbath 

through  the  still  and  frosty  air, 

From  Spurwink,  Pool,  and  Black  Point, 
called  to  sermon  and  to  prajier. 

To  the  goodly  hoose  of  worship,  where,  in 

order  due  and  fit, 
Aa   by  public  vote   directed,  classed  and 

ranked  the  people  sit ; 

Mistress  first  and  goodwife  after,  olerkly 

squire  before  the  clown. 
From  the  brave  coat,  lace-enbroidered,  to 

the  gray  frock,  shading  down  ; 

From  the  pulpit  read  the  preacher, "  Good- 
man Garvin  and  his  wife 

Fain  would  thank  the  Lord,  whose  kind- 
nPBS   has    followed    them   Uuon^ 

life. 


Where  she  rests  (they  hope  in  God's  peaw), 
has  sent  to  them  her  child  | 
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the  prayers  of  all  Grod's  people  thej 
ask,  tliat  they  may  prove 
nworthy,  through  their  weakness,  of 
BQoh  special  proof  of  love." 

I  preacher  prayed,  uprising,  the  aged 

couple  stood, 

le  fair  Canadian  also,  in  her  modest 

maidenhood. 

lit  the  elders,  grave  and  doubting, 
''She  is  Papist  born  and  bred  ; " 
bt  the  youn?  men,  '*  'T  is  an  angel  in 
Mazy  Garvin's  stead  I " 

THE   RANGER 

ioally  published  as  Martha  Mason;  a 
■the  out  French  War. 

IT  Rawlin  I  —  Frosts  were  falling 
the  ranger's  horn  was  calling 
ough  the  woods  to  Canada. 
;he  winter's  sleet  and  snowing, 
;he  spring-time's  bud  and  blowing, 
^e  summer's  harvest  mowing, 
I  again  the  fields  are  gray, 
away,  he 's  away  I 
and  fainter  hope  is  growing 
he  hearts  that  mourn  his  stay. 

)  the  lion,  crouching  high  on 
am's  rock  with  teeth  of  iron, 
res  o'er  wood  and  wave  away, 
f  thence,  as  pines  far  sighing, 
thunder  spent  and  dying, 
the  challenge  and  replying, 
le  the  sounds  of  flight  and  fray. 
U-arday  !    Hope  and  pray  I 
are  living,  some  are  lying 
heir  red  graves  far  away. 

lling  ranfi;ers,  worn  with  dangers, 
ward  faring,  weary  strangers 
I  the  farm-gate  on  their  way  ; 
;8  of  the  dead  and  living, 
march  and  ambush,  g^vin<;, 
le  maidens  leave  their  weaving, 
.  the  lads  forget  their  play, 
ill  away^  still  away  I " 
a  sad  one,  sick  with  grieving, 
I17  does  Robert  still  delay  I " 

ere  fairer,  sweeter,  rarer, 
the  golden-locked  fruit  bearer 


Through  his  painted  woodlands  stray, 
Thau  where  hillside  oaks  and  beeches 
Overlook  the  long,  blue  reaches. 
Silver  coves  and  pebbled  beaches, 

And  green  isles  of  Casco  Bay  ; 

Nowhere  day,  for  delay, 
With  a  tenderer  look  beseeches, 

"  Let  me  with  my  charmed  earth  stay.'' 

On  the  grain-lands  of  the  mainlands 
Stands  the  serried  corn  like  train-banda, 

Plume  and  pennon  rustling  gay  ; 
Out  at  sea,  the  islands  wooded. 
Silver  birches,  golden-hooded, 
Set  with  maples,  crimson-blooded, 

White  sea-foam  and  sand-hills  gray. 

Stretch  away,  far  away. 
Dim  and  dreamy,  over-brooded 

By  the  hazy  autumn  day. 

Gayly  chattering  to  the  clattering 

Of  the  brown  nuts  downward  pattering^ 

Leap  the  squirrels,  red  and  gray. 
On  the  grass-laud,  on  the  fallow. 
Drop  the  apples,  red  and  yellow  ; 
Drop  the  russet  pears  and  mellow, 

Drop  the  red  leaves  all  the  day. 

And  away,  swift  away. 
Sun  and  cloud,  o'er  hill  and  hollow 

Chasing,  weave  their  web  of  play. 

<*  Martha  Mason,  Martha  Mason, 
Prithee  tell  us  of  the  reason 

Why  you  mope  at  home  to-day  : 
Surely  smiling  is  not  sinning  ; 
Leave  your  quilling,  leave  your  spinning 
What  Is  all  your  store  of  linen, 

If  your  heart  is  never  gay  ? 

Come  away,  come  away  I 
Never  yet  did  sad  beginning 

Make  the  task  of  life  a  pky." 

Overbending  till  she 's  blending 
With  the  flsucen  skein  she 's  tending 

Pale  brown  tresses  smoothed  away 
From  her  face  of  patient  sorrow, 
Sits  she,  seeking  but  to  borrow, 
From  the  trembling  hope  of  morrow, 

Solace  for  the  weary  day. 

"  Gro  your  way,  laugh  and  play  ; 
Unto  Him  who  heeds  the  sparrow 
'  And  the  lily,  let  me  pray." 

"  With  our  rally  rings  the  valley,  — 
Join  us  I "  cried  the  blue-eyed  Nelly  ; 
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Singling  tideward  dowu  the  bay  1 " 
''  Nay,  uay,  let  nie  stay  ; 
■0  and  sad  fi    "  '     '  " 


**  JoiD  us  I "  oried  the  laughing  Uay, 
"  To  the  beach  we  nil  are  guiug. 
And,  to  &ave  the  task  of  luwiug, 
West  by  north  the  wind  is  blowing, 

Blowuig  briskly  down  the  bay  t 

Come  away,  come  away  I 
Time  and  tide  are  swiftly  flowing. 

Let  us  take  them  while  wu  may  ! 

"  Never  tell  ns  that  yon  11  fail  us, 
Where  the  purple  beach-plum  mellows 

On  tbe  bluffs  so  wild  and  gcay^ 
Hasten,  for  tbe  oars  are  falling  ; 
Hark,  our  merry  mates  are  caOing ; 
Time  it  is  that  w 

Singing 

"Nay,  I 
Sore  and  sad  for  Robert  Rawlin 

Is  my  heart,"  she  said,  "to-day." 

"Vain  your  calling  for  Rob  Rawlin  I 
Some  red  squaw  his  moose-meat 's  broiling, 

Or  some  French  lass,  singing  gay  ; 
Just  forget  as  he  *s  forgetting  ; 
What  avails  a  life  of  fretting  ? 
If  some  stars  must  needs  be  setting. 

Others  rise  as  good  as  they." 

"  Cease,  I  pray  ;  go  your  way  I " 
Uortba  cries,  hec  eyelids  wetting  ; 

"  Foul  and  fsise  tbs  words  you  say  ! " 

"Martha  Mason,  hear  to  reason  I 
Prithee,  put  a  kinder  face  on  !  " 

"Cease  to  vei  me,"  did  she  say; 
"  Better  at  liis  side  be  lying, 
With  the  mournful  pine-trees  sighing. 
And  the  wild  birds  o'er  us  crying. 

Than  to  doubt  like  mine  a  prey  ; 

While  away,  far  away. 
Turns  my  heart,  forever  trying 

Some  new  hope  for  each  new  day. 

"  When  the  shadows  veil  the  meadows. 
And  the  sunset's  golden  ladders 

Sink  from  twilight's  walla  of  gray, — 
From  the  window  oF  my  dreaming, 
I  can  see  his  sickle  gleaming, 
Cheery-voiced,  can  hear  him  teaming 

Down  the  locuat-flhaded  way  ; 

But  away,  swift  away. 
Fades  the  fond,  delusive  seeming, 

And  I  kneel  again  to  pray. 

"When  the  growing  dawn  is  showing. 
And  tbe  bani-yard  cook  is  crowing. 


And  the  homed  moon  pales  away : 
From  a  dream  uf  him  awaking. 
Every  sound  my  heart  is  inakiug 
Seems  a  footstep  of  his  taking  ;. 

Then  I  hush  the  thought.  Mid  aay, 

'  Nay,  nay,  he 's  away  t ' 
Ah  I  my  heart,  my  heart  is  breakiDg 

For  the  dear  one  far  away." 

Eiook  np,  Martha  I  worn  and  swarthy. 
Glows  a  face  of  manhood  worthy  : 

"  Robert  I "  "  Martha  I "  all  they  ny . 
O'er  went  wheel  and  reel  together. 
Little  cared  the  owner  whither  ; 
Heart  of  lead  ia  heart  of  feather, 

Noon  of  night  is  noon  of  day  1 

Come  away,  come  away  I 
When  such  lovers  meet  each  other. 

Why  should  prying  idlers  stay  ? 

Quench  the  timber's  fallen  embers, 
Quench  the  red  leaves  in  December^ 

Hoary  rime  aud  chilly  spray. 
But  the  hearth  shall  kindle  clearer, 
Household  welcomes  sound  sinceret. 
Heart  to  loving  heart  draw  nearer, 

When  the  bndal  belU  shall  say  i 

"Hope  and  pray,  trust  alway  ; 
Life  is  sweeter,  love  is  dearer, 

For  the  trial  and  delay  I " 


THE   GARRISON    OF   CAPE  ANN 

Fboh  tbe  bills  of  borne  forth  looking,  Ui 

beneath  the  tent-like  span 
Of  the  sky,  I  see  the  white  gleam  of  Ibt 

headland  of  Cape  Ann. 
Well  I  know  its  coves  and  beaches  to  tha 

ebb-tide  glimmering  down. 
And  the  white-walled  hamlet  children  of 

its  ancient  fishing-town. 

morning,  and 


Long  has  passed  the  : 

its  memory  wi 
When  along  yon  breezy  headlands  with  a 

pleasant  friend  I  strolled. 
Ah  !  the  autumn  sun  is   shining,  and  tbs 

ocean  wind  blows  cool, 
And  the  golden-rod  and  aster  bloom  aionnd 

thy  grave,  Rautoiil  1  ^, 
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irild  and  woudrous  story,  by  the  younger 

Mather  penned, 
that  quaint  Magnolia  Christi,  with  aU 

strange  and  marvellous  thines, 
taped  up  huge  and  undigested,  uke  the 

chaos  Ovid  sings. 

tar  to  me  these  far,  faint  glimpses  of  the 

dual  life  of  old, 
irard,  graud  with  awe  and   reverence  ; 

outward,    mean    and    coarse    and 

cold  ; 
earns  of  mystic  beauty  playing  over  dull 

and  vulgar  clay, 
ilden-threaded  fancies  weaving  in  a  web 

of  hodden  gray. 

16    great  eventful    Present    hides    the 

Fast ;  but  through  the  din 
I  its  loud  life  hints  and  echoes  from  the 

life  behind  steal  in  ; 
od  the  lore  of  home  and  fireside,  and  the 

legendary  rhyme, 
ake  the  task  of  duty  lighter  which  the 

true  man  owes  his  tune. 

),  with  something  of  the  feeling  which 
the  Covenanter  knew, 

lien  with  pious  chisel  wandering  Scot- 
land's moorland  g^veyards  through, 

tnn  the  graves  of  old  traditions  I  part 
the  blackberry-vines, 

ipe  the  moss  from  off  the  headstones, 
and  retouch  the  faded  lines. 


here  the  sea -waves  back  and  for- 
ward, hoarse  with  rolling  pebbles, 
ran, 

m  garrison-house  stood  watching  on  the 
gray  rocks  of  Cape  Ann  ; 

I  its  windy  site  uplifting  gabled  roof  and 
palisade, 

d  rough  walls  of  unhewn  timber  with 
the  moonlight  overlaid. 

I  his  slow  round  walked  the  sentry,  south 

and  eastward  looking  forth 
9r  a  rude  and  broken  coast-line,  white 

with  breakers  stretching  north,  — 
Dqd  and  rock  and  gleaming  sand-drift, 

jagged  capes,  with  bush  and  tree, 
aning  inland  from  the  smiting  of  the 

wild  and  gusty  sea. 


Before  the  deep-mouthed  chimney,  dimly 

lit  by  dymg  brands, 
Twenty  soldiers  sat  and  waited,  with  their 

muskets  in  their  hands  ; 
On  the  rough-hewn  oaken  table  the  venison 

haunch  was  shared. 
And  the   pewter  tankard  circled    slowly 

round  from  beard  to  beard. 

Long    they  sat    and    talked    together, — 

talked  of  wizards  Satan-sold  ; 
Of  all  ghostly  sights  and  noises, — signs 

and  wonders  manifold ; 
Of  the  spectre-ship  of  Salem,  with  the  dead 

men  in  her  shrouds. 
Sailing  sheer  above  the  water,  in  the  loom  of 

morning  clouds ; 

Of  the  marvellous  valley  hidden  in  the 

depths  of  Gloucester  woods, 
FuU  of  plants  that  love  the  summer, — 

blooms  of  warmer  latitudes  ; 
Where  the  Arctic  birch  is  braided  by  the 

tropic's  flowery  vines. 
And  the  white  magnolia-blossoms  star  the 

twilight  of  the  pines  I 

But  their  voices  sank  yet  lower,  sank  to 

husky  tones  of  fear. 
As  they   spake  of  present  tokens  of  the 

powers  of  evil  near  ;  — 
Of  a  spectral  host,  defying  stroke  of  steel 

and  aim  of  gun  ; 
Never  yet  was  ball  to  slay  them  in  the 

mould  of  mortals  run  I 

Thrice,  with  plumes  and  flowing  scalp-locks, 
from  the  midnight  wood  they 
came, — 

Thrice  around  the  block-house  march- 
ing, met,  unharmed,  its  volleyed 
flame  ; 

Then,  with  mocking  laugh  and  gesture, 
sunk  in  earth  or  lost  in  air, 

All  the  ghostly  wonder  vanished,  and  the 
moonlit  sands  lay  bare. 

Midnight  came  ;  from  out  the  forest  moved 

a  dusky  mass  that  soon 
Grew  to    warriors,  plumed   and   painted, 

grimly  marching  in  the  moon. 
<< Ghosts    or  witches,^  said    the   captain, 

« thus  I  f oU  the  Evil  One  I " 
And  he  rammed  a  silver  button,  from  his 

doublet,  down  his  gun. 
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Once  again  the  spectraJ- horror  mored  the 

guarded  wall  about ; 
Once  again  tbe  levelled  muskets  through 

til  a  palisndea  flashed  out, 
With  that  deadlj  aim  the  squirrel  oa  his 

tree-top  might  not  shun. 
Nor  the  beiich-hird  seaward  flying  with  his 

slant  wing  to  the  sun. 

Like  the  idle  rain  of  summer  sped  the  hami- 

less  shower  of  lead. 
With  a  laugh  of  Herce  derision,  onee  again 

the  phantoms  fled  ; 
Once  again,  without  a  shadow  on  the  sands 

the  inooiilight  lay, 
And  the  white  smoke  curling   through  it 

drifted  slowly  down  the  bay  I 

"God    preserve  us  I"  said  the   captain; 

"never  mortal  foes  were  there  ; 
They  have    vanished    with   their    leader, 

Prince  and  Power  of  tbe  air  I 


Bo  the  night  grew  near  to  oock~orow,  when 
again  a  warning  call 

Boused  the  score  of  weary  soldiers  watch- 
ing Fonnd  the  dusky  hall  : 

And  they  looked  to  flint  and  priming,  and 
they  longed  for  break  of  day  ; 

But  the  captain  closed  his  Bible  ;  "Let  us 
cease  from  man,  and  pray  I" 

To  the  men  who  went  before  us,  all  the  un- 
seen powers  seemed  near, 

And  their  steadfast  strength  of  courage 
struck  its  roots  in  holy  fear. 

Every  hand  forsook  tbe  musket,  every  head 
was  bowed  and  bare. 

Every  stout  knee  pressed  the  flag-stones,  as 
the  captain  led  in  prayer. 

Ceased  thereat  the  mystic  marching  of  the 

spectres  round  the  wall, 
But  a  sound  abhorred,  unearthly,  smote  tbe 

ears  and  hearts  of  all,  ^ 
Howls  at   rage   and   shrieks   of   anguish  ! 

Never  after  mortal  man 
Saw  tbe  ghostly  leaguers  marching  round 

the  block-house  of  Cape  Ann. 


From  the  childhood  of  its  peo^  oomes  the 

solemn  legend  down- 
Not  in  vain  the   ancient  Action,  in  whose 

moral  lives  the  jonth 
And  the  fitness  and  the  fieahness  of  an  un- 

decaying  truth. 

Soon  or  late  to  all  our  dwellings  come  the 

spectres  of  the  mind, 
Doubts  Bud  fears  and  dread  forebodings, 

in  the  darkness  undefined  ; 
Round  us  throng  tbe  grim  projections  of  tbe 

heart  and  of  the  brain. 
And  our  pride  of  strength  is  weakness,  and 

tbe  cunning  hand  is  vain. 

In  the  dark  we  cry  like  children  ;  and  no 

answer  from  on  high 
Breaks  the  crystal  spheres  of  silenoe,  anl 

no  white  wings  downward  fljt ; 
But  the  heavenly  help  wepray  foroometto 

faith,  and  not  to  sight. 
And  onr  prayers  themaelvesdrive backward 

all  the  spirits  of  the  night  t 


THE  GIFT  OF  TRITEMIUS 

Tritemiub  of  Herbipolis,  one  day. 
While  kneeling  at  the  altar's  foot  to  pray 
Alone  with  God,  as  was  bis  pious  choice, 
Heard  from  without  a  miserable  Tuoe, 
A  sound  wbiob  seemed  of  all  sad  things  to 

tell. 
As  of  a  lost  soul  crying  out  of  helL 

Thereat   the    Abbot    paused  ;    th«    chain 

His  thoughts  went  upward  broken  by  that 

And,  looking  from  the  casement,  saw  below 
A  wretched  woman,  with  gray  faair  a^ow. 
And  withered  hands  held  up  to  him,  who 

For  alms  as  one  who  might  not  be  denied. 

She  cried,  "  For  the  dear  love  of  Him  who 

gave 
His  life  for  onrs,  my  child  from  bondage 

My  beautiful,  brave  first-bozn,  chained  with 

Li  the  Moor's  galley,  where  the  ■ 


Lap  the  whita  walls  of  Tunis  1  "  —  •'  What 
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iye,*'  Tritemius  said,  "my  prayers."  — 

*<0  man 
God  I "  she  cried,  for  g^ef  had  made 

her  bold, 
[ock  me  uot  thus ;  I  ask  not  prayers, 

but  gold, 
rds  will  not  serve  me,  alms  alone  suffice  ; 
sn  while  I  speak  perchance  my  first- 

bom  dies.'' 

^oman  I "  Tritemius  answered,  '*  from 

our  door 
le  eo  unfed,  hence  are  we  always  poor  ; 
in^e  soldo  is  our  only  store. 
»a  hast  our  prayers ;  —  what  can  we 

give  thee  more  ?  " 

ire  me,"  she  said,  *<the  silver  candle- 
sticks 

either  side  of  the  gpreat  crucifix. 

I  well  may  spare  them  on  His  errands 
sped. 

He  can  give  you  golden  ones  instead.' 


»9 


$n  spake    Tritemius,    ''Even    as    thy 

word, 
man,   so  be  it  I    (Our  most    gracious 

Lord, 
o  loveth  mercy  more  than  sacrifice, 
don  me  if  a  human  soul  I  prize 
ive  the  gifts  upon  his  altar  piled  I) 
jb  what  thou  askest,  and  redeem  thy 

chUd." 

hit  band  trembled  as  the  holy  alms 
placed  within  the  beggar's  eager  palms  ; 
t  as  she  vanished  down  the  linden  shade, 

bowed  his  head  and  for  forgiveness 
prayed. 

the  day  passed,  and  when  the  twilight 
came 

woke  to  find  the  chapel  all  aflame, 

I,  domb  with  grateful  wonder,  to  be- 
hold 

n  the  altar  candlesticks  of  gold  I 
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1  tlie  valuable  and  caref  nil  j  prepared  His- 

of  Marbiehead,    published  in   1879   by 

net  Roads,  Jr.,  it  is  stated  that  the  crew 

Sapiaiii  Ireson,  rather  than  himself,  were 

nble  for  the  abandonment  of  the  dis- 


abled veaseL  To  screen  themselves  they 
charged  their  captain  with  the  crime-  In  view 
of  tUs  the  writer  of  the  ballad  addressed  the 
following  letter  to  the  historian :  — 

Oak  Knoll,  DAVYBBSt  6  tno.  18, 1880, 
Mt  dbab  Friend  ;  I  heartily  thank  thee 
for  a  copy  of  thy  Histf^y  of  MarhUhead.  I 
have  read  it  with  g^reat  interest  and  think  good 
use  has  been  made  of  the  abundant  materiaL 
No  town  in  Essex  County  has  a  record  more 
honorable  than  Marblehead ;  no  one  has  done 
more  to  develop  the  industrial  interests  of  our 
New  England  seaboard,  and  certainly  none 
have  given  such  evidence  of  self-eacrificing 
patriotism.  I  am  glad  the  story  of  it  has  been 
at  last  told,  and  told  so  well.  I  have  now  no 
doubt  that  thy  version  of  Skipper  Ireson^s 
ride  is  the  correct  one.  My  verse  was  founded 
solely  on  a  fragment  of  rhyme  which  I  heard 
from  one  of  my  early  schoolmates,  a  native  of 
Marblehead. 

I  supposed  the  story  to  which  it  referred  dated 
back  at  least  a  century.  I  knew  nothing  of 
the  participators,  and  the  narrative  of  the  bfdlad 
was  pure  fancy.  I  am  glad  for  the  vaka  of 
truth  and  justice  that  the  real  facts  are  g^ven  in 
thy  book.  I  certainly  would  not  knowingly  do 
injustice  to  any  one,  dead  or  living. 
I  am  very  truly  thy  friend, 

John  G.  Whittiea. 

Of  all  the  rides  since  the  birth  of  time. 
Told  in  story  or  sung  in  rhyme,  — 
On  Apuleius's  Golden  Ass, 
Or  one-eyed  Calender's  horse  of  brass. 
Witch  astride  of  a  human  back, 
Islam's  prophet  on  Al-Bordk,  — 
The  strangest  ride  that  ever  was  sped 
Was  Ireson's,  out  from  Marblehead  ! 
Old  Floyd  Ireson,  for  his  hard  heart, 
Tarred  and  feathered  and  carried  in  a 
cart 
By  the  women  of  Marblehead  I 

Body  of  turkey,  head  of  owl, 
Wings  a-droop  like  a  rained-on  fowl, 
Feathered  and  ruffled  in  every  part, 
Skipper  Ireson  stood  in  the  cart. 
Scores  of  women,  old  and  young, 
Strong  of  muscle,  and  glib  of  tongne, 
Pushed  and  pulled  up  the  rocky  lane. 
Shouting  and  singin?  the  shriU  refrain  : 
"Here's    Flud   Oirson,  fur  his    horrd 

horrt, 
Torr'd    an'  futherr'd    an'  corr'd   in   a 
corrt 
By  the  women  o'  Morble'ead  I " 


56 


NARRATIVE  AND  LEGENDARY  POEMS 


Wrinkled  soolda  with  btuidB  on  hipg, 
Girls  in  bloom  of  chuek  and  lips, 
Wild-ejed,  free-li tubed,  sucb  as  chose 
Bacchus  round  some  uitique  vase, 
Brief  of  skirt,  with  ankles  bare, 
Loote  uf  kerchief  and  loose  of  faair. 
With  conch-shells  blowing  and  fisb-homs* 

Over  and  over  the  Mtenads  sang  : 

"  Here 's   Flud    Oirson,    fur    his    horrd 

j      Tort'd  an'  futherr'd  an'  corr'd  in  a  corrt 
By  the  women  o'  Morble'ead  I " 

Small  pity  for  him  !  —  He  sailed  away 
From  a  leaking  ship  in  Chaleur  Bay, — 
Sailed  away  from  a  sinkine  wreck, 
With  his  own  towii's-people  on  her  deck  I 
"Lay  by  1  lay  by  1  "  tbey  called  to  him. 
Back  he  answered,  "  Sink  or  swim  t 
Brag  of  your  catch  of  fish  again  I " 
And  off  he  sailed  through  the  fog  and 


By  the  women  of  Marblehead  t 


Mother  and  sister,  wife  and  maid. 
Looked  from  the  rocks  of  Marblehead 
Over  the  moaning  and  rainy  sea,  — 
Looked   fur   the   coming   that   might   not 

What  did   the  winds   and   the   sea  -  birds 

Of  the  cruel  captain  who  sailed  away  ?  — 
Old  Floyd  Ireson,  for  bis  liard  heart. 
Tarred  and  feathered  and  carried  iu  a 


By  the  « 


u  of  Marblehead  I 


ThroQgh  the  street,  on  either  side. 
Up  flew  windows,  doors  swung  wide  ; 
Sliarp-tongued  spinsters,  old  wives  gray. 
Treble  lent  the  fish-horn's  bray. 
Sea- worn  grands  ires,  cripple-bound, 
Hulks  of  old  sailors  run  aground, 
Shook  head,  and  fist,  and  hat,  and  cane, 
And   cracked  with   curses  the  hoarse   re- 
frain : 
"  Here  's  Find  Oirson,  fur  his  horrd  horrt, 
Torr'd  an'  futherr'd  an'  corr'd  in  a  corrt 
By  the  women  o'  Morble'ead  I " 


Sweetly  along  the  Salem  road 
Bloom  of  orchard  and  lilac  showed. 
Little  the  wicked  skipper  knew 
Of  the  Selds  BO  green  and  the  sky  so  blue. 
Riding  there  in  his  sorry  trim, 
Like  an  Indian  idol  glum  and  grim. 
Scarcely  be  seemed  the  sound  to  hear 
Of  voices  shouting,  far  and  near  : 
"Here's    Flud  Oirson,  fur  hia    bond 

Torr'd  an'  fntherr'd  ao'  corr'd  in  a  eont 
By  the  women  o'  Morble'ead  I" 

"  Hear  me,  neighbors  I "  at  last  be  oried,  — 
"  What  to  me  is  this  noisy  ride  ? 
What  is  the  sbame  that  olotbes  the  akin 
To  the  nameless  horror  that  lives  within  7 
Waldng  or  sleeping,  I  see  a  wreck. 
And  hear  a  cry  from  a  reeling  deck  1 
Hate  me  and  curse  me,  —  I  only  dread 
The  hand  of  God  and  the  face  of  the  dead  !" 
Said  old  Floyd  Ireson,  for  bis  hard  benrt. 
Tarred  and  feathered  and  carried  in  a 

By  the  women  of  Marblehead  I 

Then  the  wife  of  the  skipper  loat  at  sea 
Said,  "God  has  touched  him  I  why  abould 

Said  an  old  wife  monming  her  only  son, 
"  Cut  the  rogue's  tether  aud  let  him  run !  * 
So  with  soft  relentings  and  rude  excuse, 
Half  scorn,  half  pity,  they  cut  him  loose, 
And  gave  him  a  cloak  to  hide  him  iu, 
And  left   bim  alone   with   bis  shame  and 

Poor  Floyd  Ireson,  for  hia  hard  heart. 
Tarred  aud  feathered  and  carried  in  a 

By  the  women  of  Marblehead  I 


THE  SYCAMORES 

Hugh  Tsllant  wu  th«  fint  Irish  reddent  of 
Haverhill,  Mass.  He  planted  the  battonwood 
trees  on  the  bank  of  the  river  below  the  villiga 
in  the  early  part  of  tha  nventaenth  eentoiy. 
UnfortenatHly  this  noble  avanna  is  now  Bead) 
deatioyed. 

In  the  oatukirts  of  the  village. 
On  the  river's  winding  sborea, 

Stand  the  Occidental  plane-treee, 
Stand  the  ancient  sycaniorea. 
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ODg  eentory  hath  heen  nomhered, 
d  muother  half-way  told, 
the  rustic  Irish  gleeman 
ike  for  them  the  virgin  mould. 

ft 

J  set  to  Celtic  music, 
hia  violin's  sound  they  grew, 
ng^h  the  moonlit  eves  of  summer, 
Jdng  Amphion's  fable  true. 

again,  tliou  poor  Hugh  Tallant  \ 
i8  in  jerkin  green  along, 
thy  eyes  bnmf ul  of  laughter, 
d  thy  mouth  as  full  of  song. 

ler  of  Erin's  outcasts, 
ith  his  fiddle  and  his  pack  ; 
»  dreamed  the  village  Saxons 
the  myriads  at  his  buck. 

he  wrought  with  spade  and  fiddle, 
Ived  by  day  and  sang  by  night, 
1  a  hand  that  never  wearied, 
d  a  heart  forever  light,  — 

the  g^y  tradition  mingles 
ith  a  record  grave  and  drear, 
the  rollio  air  of  Cluny 
ith  the  solemn  march  of  Mear. 

n  the  box-tree,  white  with  blossoms, 
ide  the  sweet  May  woodlands  glad, 
the  Aronia  by  the  river 
g;hted  up  the  swarming  shad, 

the  bulging  nets  swept  shoreward, 
ith  their  silver-sided  nanl, 
t  the  shouts  of  dripping  fishers, 
$  was  merriest  of  them  all. 

n,  among  the  jovial  buskers, 
•▼e  stole  in  at  Labor's  side, 
I  the  lusty  airs  of  England 
ft  his  Celtic  measures  vied. 

s  of  love  and  wailinpr  lyke-wake, 
id  the  merry  fair's  carouse  ; 
le  wild  Red  Fox  of  Erin 
id  the  Woman  of  Three  Cows, 

he  blazing  hearths  of  winter, 
easant  seemed  his  simple  tales, 
it  the  grimmer  Yorkshire  legends 
id  the  mountain  myths  of  Wales. 


How  the  souls  in  Purgatory 
Scrambled  up  from  fate  forlorn, 

On  St.  Keven's  sackcloth  ladder. 
Slyly  hitched  to  Satan's  horn. 

Of  the  fiddler  who  at  Tara 

Played  all  night  to  ghosts  of  kings  ; 
Of  the  brown  dwarfs,  and  the  fairies 

Dancing  in  their  moorland  rings  ! 

Jolliest  of  our  birds  of  singine. 

Best  he  loved  the  Bob-o-liiik. 
"  Hush  ! "  he  'd  say,  "  the  tipsy  fairies  I 

Hear  the  little  folks  in  drmk  I " 

Merry-faced,  with  spade  and  fiddle, 
Singing  through  the  ancient  town, 

Only  this,  of  poor  Hngh  Tallant, 
Hath  Tradition  banded  down. 

Not  a  stone  his  grave  discloses  ; 

But  if  yet  his  spirit  walks, 
'T  is  beneath  the  trees  he  planted. 

And  when  Bob-o-Liucoln  talks  ; 

Green  memorials  of  the  gleeman  I 

Liukin?  still  the  river-shores. 
With  their  shadows  cast  by  sunset. 

Stand  Hugh  Tallaut's  sycamores  I 

When  the  Father  of  his  Country 
Thi'ough  the  north-land  riding  came, 

And  the  roofs  were  starred  with  baimers, 
And  the  steeples  rang  acclaim,  — 

When  each  war-scarred  Continental, 
Leaving  smithy,  miU,  and  farm. 

Waved  his  rusted  sword  in  welcome. 
And  shot  off  his  old  kiug's-arm,  — 

Slowly  passed  that  august  Presence 

Down  the  thronged  and  shouting  street ; 

Village  girls  as  white  as  angels 
Scattering  flowers  around  his  feet. 

Midway,  where  the  plane-tree's  shadow 
Deepest  fell,  his  rein  he  drew  : 

On  his  stately  head,  uncovered. 
Cool  and  soft  the  west-wind  blew. 

And  he  stood  up  in  his  stimips. 

Looking  up  and  looking  down 
On  the  hills  of  Gold  and  Silver 

Rimming  round  the  little  town,  — 
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On  the  river,  full  of  bi 

To  the  lap  of  greenest  vales 
Winding  dawn  from  wooded  headlands, 

Willow-skirted,  white  with  saila. 

And  he  saJd,  the  landscape  sweeping 
Slowly  with  hb  ungloved  hand, 

"  I  have  seen  no  prospect  fairer 
In  thia  goodly  Eastern  land." 

Then  the  bugles  of  his  escort 

Stirred  to  life  the  cavalcade  : 
And  that  liBad,  io  bare  aaii  stately. 

Vanished  down  the  depths  of  sLade, 

Ever  since,  in  town  and  farm-house. 
Life  has  had  its  ebb  and  flow  ; 

Thrice  hath  passed  the  human  harvest 
To  its  gamer  green  and  low. 

But  the  trees  the  gleeman  planted. 

Through  the  changes,  changeless  stand  ; 

As  the  marble  calm  of  Tndmor 
Mocks  the  desert's  shifting  saod. 

Still  the  level  moon  at  rising 

Silvers  o'er  each  stately  shaft ; 
Still  beneath  them,  half  in  shadow, 

Singing,  glides  the  pleasure  craft ; 

Still  beneath  them,  arm -enfolded, 
Love  and  Youth  together  stray  ; 
White,  as  heart  to  heart  beats  faster. 

More  and  more  their  feet  delay. 

Where  the  ancient  cobbler,  Keezar, 

On  the  open  hillside  wrought, 
Sin^ng,  as  he  drew  bis  stitches, 

Songs  his  German  masters  taught, 

Singing,  with  his  gray  hair  floating 

Kound  his  rosy  ample  face,  — 
Now  a  thousand  Saxon  craftsmen 

SUtch  and  hammer  in  his  place- 
All  the  pastoral  laoes  so  grassy 

Now  are  TrafBc's  dusty  streets  ; 
From  the  village,  grown  a  city. 

Fast  the  rural  grace  retreats. 

But,  still  green,  and  tall,  and  stately. 
On  the  river's  winding  shores, 

Stand  the  Occidental  plane-trees. 
Stand  Hugh  Tallant's  sycamores. 


THE  PIPES  AT   LUCKNOW 

An  incident  of  the  Sepoy  mutiny. 
Pipes  of  the  misty  moorlands. 

Voice  of  the  glens  and  hills  ; 
The  droning  of  the  torrents. 

The  treble  of  the  rills  I 
Not  the  braes  of  bloom  and  heather, 

Nor  the  mountains  dark  with  rain. 
Nor  maiden  bower,  nor  border  tower, 

Have  heard  your  sweetest  stiain  1 

Dear  to  the  Lowland  reaper, 

And  plaided  mountaineer, — 
To  the  cottage  and  the  castle 

Tbe  Scottish  pipes  are  dear  ;  — 
Sweet  sounds  the  ancient  pibroch 

O'er  mountain,  loch,  and  glade  ; 
But  the  sweetest  of  all  musio 

The  pipes  at  Luckuow  played. 

D^  by  day  the  Indian  tiger 

Louder  yelled,  and  nearer  crept ; 
Round  and  round  the  jungle-serpent 

Near  and  nearer  circles  swept. 
"  Pray  for  rescne,  wives  and  mothers,— 

Pray  tonlay  I "  the  soldier  said ; 
"To-morrow,  death  's  between  ns 

And  the  wrong  and  shame  we  dread." 

Oh,  they  listened,  looked,  and  waited, 

mi  Uieir  hope  became  despair; 
And  the  sobs  of  low  bewailing 

Filled  the  pauses  of  their  prayer. 
Then  up  spake  a  Scottish  maiden. 

With  her  ear  unto  the  ground  ; 
"Dinna  je  hear  it?  — diunaye  hear  it? 

The  pipes  o'  Havelock  sound  I  " 

Hushed  the  wounded  man  bis  graaning ; 

Hushed  the  wife  her  little  cues  ; 
Alone  they  heard  the  dmm-roU 


The  Highland  ear  was  true  j  — 
As  ber  mother's  crndle-crooniog 
The  mountain  pipes  she  ku«w. 

Like  tlie  march  of  soundless  mu^o 
Through  the  vision  of  the  seer. 

More  of  feeling  than  of  hearing. 
Of  the  heart  than  of  tbe  ear. 

She  knew  the  droning  pibtoob, 
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new  the  Campbell's  call  : 
I  bear  ye  no  MacGregor's, 
prandest  o'  them  all  I '' 

y  listened,  dumb  and  bteatbless, 

they  caught  the  sound  at  last ; 

nd  far  beyond  the  Goomtee 

and  fell  the  piper's  blast  I 

burst  of  wild  thanksgfiving 

led  woman's  voice  and  man's  ; 

ye  praised  I  —  the  march  of  Have- 

ock  1 

piping  of  the  clans  I " 

,  nearer,  fierce  as  vengeance, 
)  and  shrill  as  swords  at  strife, 
be  wild  MacGregor's  clan-call, 
ing  all  tbe  air  to  life, 
en  the  far-off  dust-cloud 
laided  legions  grew, 
iderly  and  blithesomely 
[>ipes  of  rescue  blew  I 

the  silver  domes  of  Lucknow, 
dm  n^osque  and  Pagan  sbrine, 
)d  the  air  to  Britons  dearest, 
lir  of  Auld  Lang  Syne. 
d  cruel  roll  of  war-drums 
that  sweet  and  homelike  strain  ; 
3  tartan  clove  the  turban, 
16  Goomtee  cleaves  the  plain 

» the  corn-land  reaper 
plaided  mountaiueer,  — 
cottage  and  tbe  castle 
piper^  song  is  dear. 
;oimds  the  Gaelic  pibroch 
mountain,  glen,  and  glade  ; 
I  sweetest  of  all  music 
Pipes  at  Lucknow  played  I 
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larkable  customf  bronght  from  the  Old 
,  formerly  prevailed  in  the  rural  dis- 
'  New  Ekgland.  On  the  death  of  a 
of  the  family,  the  bees  were  at  once 
1  of  the  event,  and  their  hives  dressed 
ning.  This  ceremonial  was  supposed 
Boeasary  to  prevent  the  swarms  from 
their  hives  and  seeking  a  new  home, 
ene  is  nunntely  that  ox  the  Whittier 
ad.] 

c  is  the  place  ;  right  over  the  hill 
ns  the  pEithl  took; 


Yon  can  see  the  gap  in  the  old  wall  still. 
And  the  stepping-stones  in  the  shallow 
brook. 

There  is  the  house,  with  the  gate  red- 
barred, 
And  the  poplars  tall ; 
And  the  barn's  brown  length,  and  the  cattle- 
yard, 
And  the  white  horns  tossing  above  the 
wall. 

There  are  the    beehives    ranged    in    the 
sun  ; 
And  down  by  the  brink 
Of  the  brook  are  her  poor  flowers,  weed- 
o'errun. 
Pansy  and  daffodil,  rose  and  pink. 

A  year  has  gone,  as  the  tortobe  goes, 

Heavy  and  slow ; 
And  tbe  same  rose  blows,  and  the  same 
sun  glows, 
And  the  same  brook  sings  of  a  year 
ago. 

There 's  the  same  sweet  clover-smell  in  the 
breeze  ; 

And  the  June  sun  warm  ^ 

Tangles  his  wings  of  fire  in  the  trees, 

Setting,  as  then,  over  Femside  farm. 

I  mind  me  how  with  a  lover's  care 

From  my  Sunday  coat 
I  brushed  off  the  burrs,  and  smoothed  my 
hair. 
And  cooled  at  the  brookside  my  brow 
and  throat. 

Sinoe  we  parted,  a  month  had  passed,  — - 

To  love,  a  year  ; 
Down  through  the  beeches  I  looked  at  last 

On  the  little  red  gate  and  the  wellnsweep 
near. 

I  can  see  it  all  now,  —  the  slantwise  rain 

Of  light  through  the  leaves, 
The  sundown's  blaze  on  her  window-pane. 

The  bloom  of  her  roses  under  the  eaves. 

Just  the  same  as  a  month  before,  — 

The  house  and  the  trees. 
The  barn's  brown  gable,  the  vine  by  the 
door, — 

Nothing  changed  bnt  the  hives  of  bees. 
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Befoie  them,  under  the  garden  wall, 

Furwaid  and  back. 
Went  drearily  uugiug  the  chore-B^r)  small, 

Drapiug  each  hive  nith  a  ahrea  of  bla«k. 

Trembling,  I  listened  :  the  summer  sou 

Had  the  chill  of  snow  ; 
For  I  knew  she  was  telling  the  beea  of 

Gone  on  the  jouniej  we  all  mnst  go  I 

Than  I  said  to  mjBcIf,  "  My  Marj  weeps 

For  the  dead  to-day  : 
Haply  her  blind  old  grondsire  sleeps 

Tbe  fret  and  tbe  pain  of  his  age  away." 

But  her  dog  whined  low  ;  on  the  doorway 
sill. 

With  his  cane  to  his  chin, 
The  old  man  aat  ;  and  the  chore-girl  still 

Sung  to  the  bees  stealing  out  and  in. 

And  the  song  she  was  singing  ever  since 

In  tny  ear  sounds  on  :  — 
"Stay  at  home,  pretty  bees,  fly  not  hence  I 

Mistreu  Mary  is  dead  uid  gone  I " 


In  Fonng's  Chrorticla  of  Maisachiuetti  Bag 
fron  ItitS  to  ieS6  nuty  be  found  Autbony 
Thanher's  Narratiee  of  hit  Shipwreck.    Tbaoher 

talc.  Mather's  Magnaiia,  III.  2,  gives  further 
Particviars  of  Parson  .Iwry'j  Ead,  and  sug- 
gests the  title  of  the  poem. 

When  the  reaper's  task  was  ended,  and  the 

Bummer  wearini;  Inte, 
Parsoo  Avery  sailed  from   Newbury,  with 

his  wife  and  children  eight. 
Dropping   down   the    rivei^harbor   in   the 

shallop  '■  Watch  and  Wait" 

Pleasantly  lay  tbe  clearings  in  the  mellow 

With  the  newly  planted  orchards  dropping 

their  fruits  flrst-bom, 
And   the    home-roofs   like  brown   islands 


And  bills  rolled  waTe4ike  inland,  with 
oaka  and  walnuts  green  ;  — 

A  fairer  home,  a  goodlier  land,  hia  ejei 
bad  never  seen. 

Yet  away  sailed  Parson  Avery,  awaf  where 

duty  led, 
And  tbe  voice  of  God  seemed  calling,  to 

break  tbe  living  bread 
To  tbe  souls   of   flahera   starving  on   the 

rocks  of  Marblehead. 

All  day  they  sailed  :  at  nightfall  the 
pleasant  land-breeze  died. 

The  blackening  sky,  at  midnight  its  stan; 
lights  denied, 

And  far  and  low  the  thunder  of  tempest 
prophesied  I 

Blotted  out  were  all  the  coast  -  lines, 
gone   were    rock,    and   wood,  and 

Grimly  anxious  stood  tbe  skipper  with  tbe 

rudder  in  bis  hand. 
And  questioned  of  tbe  darkn^s  what  was 

sea  and  what  was  land. 

And  the  preacher  heard  hia  dear  ones, 
nestled  roand  him,  weeping  eore : 

'*  Never  heed,  my  little  children  t  Christ 
is  walking  on  before 

To  the  pleasant  land  of  heaven,  where  the 
sea  shall  be  no  more." 

All  at  once  the  great  cloud  parted,  like  a 

curtain  drawn  aside, 
To  let  down  the  torch  of  lightning  on  the 

terror  far  and  wide  ; 
And  the  thunder  and  the  wlurlwiud  together 

smote  the  tide. 

There  was  wailing  in  the  shallop,  woman's 

wail  and  man's  despair, 
A  crash  of  breaking  timoers  on  the  rocki 

so  sharp  and  bare, 
And,  through  it  all,  the  murmur  of  Father 

Avery's  prayer. 


On  a  rock,  where  every  billow  broke  above 

him  as  it  passed. 
Alone,  of  all  his  household,  the  tnan  of 

God  was  cast 
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There  a  comrade  heard  him  praying,  in  the 
pauBC  of  wave  and  wind  : 

**  All  mj  own  have  eone  before  me,  and  I 
Imeer  just  behind ; 

Not  for  life  I  ask,  but  only  for  the  rest  Thy 
ransomed  find  1 

''In  this  night  of  death  I  challenge  the 
promise  of  Thy  word  I  — 

Let  me  see  the  great  salvation  of  which 
mine  ears  have  heard  I  — 

Let  me  pass  from  hence  forgiven,  through 
the  grace  of  Christ,  our  Lord  I 

<*In  the  baptism  of  these  waters  wash 
white  my  every  sin. 

And  let  me  follow  up  to  Thee  my  house- 
bold  and  my  kin  ! 

Open  the  sea-gate  of  Thy  heaven,  and  let 
me  enter  in  I " 

When  the  Christian  sings  his  death-song, 
all  the  listening  heavens  draw  near, 

And  the  angels,  leaning  over  the  walls  of 
crystal,  hear 

How  Uie  notes  so  faint  and  broken  swell  to 
music  in  God's  ear. 

The  ear  of  God  was  open  to  His  servant's 

last  request ; 
As  Uie  strong  wave  swept  him  downward 

the  sweet  hymn  upward  pressed, 
And  the  soul  of  Father  Avery  went,  singing, 

to  its  rest. 

Iliexe  was  wailing  on  the  mainland,  from 

the  rocks  of  Marblehead ; 
In  the  stricken  church  of  Newbury  the  notes 

of  prayer  were  read  ; 
ksid  long,  by  board  and  hearthstone,  the 

living  mourned  the  dead. 

And  still  the  fishers  outbound,  or  scudding 

from  the  squall, 
With  grave  and  reverent  faces,  the  ancient 

tale  recall. 
When  they  see  the  white  waves  breaking 

on  the  Rock  of  Avery's  Fall  I 

THE  DOUBLE-HEADED  SNAKE 
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Conoeming  y*  Amphisbnna,  as  soon  as  I 
neetved  your  commands,  I  made  dili^nt  in- 
qinry :  ...  he  anures  me  y*  it  had  really  two 


heads,  one  at  each  end ;  two  mouths,  two  stings 
or  tongues." — Rkv.  Chaistopheb  Toppam  to 
CoTTOif  Mather. 

Far  away  in  the  twilight  time 
Of  every  people,  in  every  clime, 
Dragons  and  griffins  and  monsters  dire, 
Born  of  water,  and  air,  and  fire. 
Or  nursed,  like  the  Python,  in  the  mud 
And  ooze  of  the  old  Deucalion  flood. 
Crawl  and  wriggle  and  foam  with  rage, 
Through  dusk  tradition  and  ballad  age. 
So  from  the  childhood  of  Newbury  town 
And  its  time  of  fable  the  tale  comes  down 
Of  a  terror  which  haunted  bush  and  brake. 
The  Amphisbsna,  the  Double  Snake  I 

Thou  who  makest  the  tale  thy  mirth. 
Consider  that  strip  of  Christian  earth 
On  the  desolate  shore  of  a  sailless  sea, 
Full  of  terror  and  mystery. 
Half  redeemed  from  the  evil  hold 
Of  the  wood  so  dreary,  and  dark,  and  old, 
Which  drank  with  its  lips  of  leaves  the  dew 
When  Time  was  young,  and  the  world  was 

new. 
And  wove  its  shadows  with  sun  and  moon, 
Ere  the  stones  of  Cheops  were  squared  and 

hewn. 
Think  of  the  sea's  dread  monotone. 
Of  the  mournful  wail  from  the  pine-wood 

blown. 
Of  the  strange,  vast  splendors  that  lit  the 

North, 
Of  the  troubled  throes  of  the  quaking  earth. 
And  the  dismal  tales  the  Indian  tola. 
Till  the  settler's  heart  at  his  hearth  grew 

cold. 
And   he   shrank  from  the  tawny  wizard 

boasts, 
And  the  hovering  shadows  seemed  full  of 

ghosts. 
And  above,  below,  and  on  every  side. 
The  fear  of  his  creed  seemed  verified  ;  — 
And  think,  if  his  lot  were  now  thine  own. 
To  grope  with  terrors  nor  named  nor  known. 
How  laxer  muscle  and  weaker  nerve 
And  a  feebler  faith  thy  need  might  serve  ; 
And  own  to  thyself  the  wonder  more 
That  the  snake  had  two  heads,  and  not  a 

score  1 

Whether  he  lurked  in  the  Oldtown  fen 
Or  the  gray  earth-flax  of  the  Devil's  Den, 
Or  swam  in  the  wooded  Artichoke, 
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Or  coiled  by  tlie  Northman's  Written  Rock, 
Kotbing  on  lecord  is  left  to  show  ; 
OdIj  the  fact  that  be  lived,  we  know, 
And  left  tbe  cast  of  a  dojblc  head 
In  the  scaly  mask  which  he  jeuly  shed. 
For  he  ottrried  a  bead  where  hiatail  should 

be, 
And  the  two,  of  conrae,  could  never  agree. 
But  wriggled  about  with  main  and  might, 
Now  to  the  left  and  now  to  the  right ; 
Pidling  and  twisting  this  wajr  and  that, 
Neither  knew  what  the  other  was  at. 

A  snake  with  two  beads,  larking  so  near  I 
Jndn  of  the  woiider,  guess  at  the  fear  I 
Think  what  ancient  ^;osaips  might  aa;. 
Staking  their  heads  in  their  drearj  way. 
Between  tbe  meetings  on  Sabbath-day  I 
How  urchins,  searching  at  day's  decline 
The  Common  Pasture  for  sheep  or  Icine, 
The  terrible  double-ganger  heard 
In  leafy  rustle  or  whir  of  bird  I 
Tbink  what  a  zest  it  gave  t«  tbe  sport. 
In  berrj-time,  of  the  younger  sort. 
As  over  pastures  blackberry-twined, 
Beiiben  and  Dorothy  lagged  behind. 
And  closer  and  closer,  for  fear  of  harm. 
The  mainen  clung  to  her  lover's  arm  ; 
And  how  the  spark,  who  was  forced  to  stay, 
By  his  sweetheart's  fears,  till  the  break  of 

Ilianked  the  snake  for  the  fond  delay  I 

Far  and  wide  the  tale  was  told. 

Like  a  snowball  growing  while  it  rolled. 

The  nurse  husiied  with  it  tbe  baby's  cry; 

And  it  served,  in  the  worthy  minister's  eye, 

To  paint  the  primitive  serpent  by. 

Cotton  Mather  came  galloping  down 

All  tbe  way  to  Newbury  town, 

With  his  eyes  agog  and  his  eare  set  wide, 

And  bis  marvelloas  inkhom  at  his  side  ; 

Stirring  the  while  in  the  shallow  pool 

Of  his  brains   for   tbe  lore  he  learned  at 

To  garnish  the  story,  vrith  here  a  streak 
Of  Latin  and  tbere  another  of  Greek  : 
And  the  tales  he  heard  and  the  notes  he 

took. 
Behold  I  are  they  not  in  bis  Wondei-Book  7 


In  Byfleld  Meadows,  on  Pipestave  Hill. 
And  sUU,  wbcDsver  husband  and  wife 


Publish  the  shame  of  their  daily  stri 
And,  with  mad  cross-purpoee,  tug  am 
At  either  end  of  the  marriage-chaui, 
The  gossips  say  with  a  knowing  ihal 
Of  their  grav  beads,  "  Look  at  the 

Snak^I 
One  in  bod^  and  two  in  will. 
The  Amphisbsna  is  living  still  I " 

MABEL  MARTIN 

A  HARVEST  IDYL 

SuBBona  Martin,  an  aged  woman  of 
bury,  Haas.,  was  tried  and  executed 
aDeged  crime  of  witchcmft.  Her  homt 
what  is  now  known  aa  Plauant  VaUsy 
MHirimao,  a  litde  above  the  old  Fen 
where,  tradition  says,  an  attsnipt  was  i 
aagasunate  Sir  EdmuDd  Andros  on  I 
to  Falmouth  (afterward  Portland)  and 
quid,  which  was  f  rusbrated  by  a  warning 
given.  Goody  Martin  was  the  onlv 
han^d  on  the  north  tude  of  the  fil 
during  tho  dreadful  deluaioa.  The  ag 
of  Judpe  Bradbury,  who  iived  on  the  otl 
of  the  Powow  River,  was  imprisoned  am 
have  been  put  to  death  hut  for  the  ooU 
the  hideous  peraeoution. 

Hie  snbstance  of  the  poem  which 
was  published  nnder  the  name  of  7'Ae 
DaugMtr,  in  The  National  Bra  in  18 
IST-^mypablisbersdedred  to  issue  it  wii 
trations,  and  I  then  enlarged  it  and  ot 
altered  it  to  its  present  form.  The  p 
addition  was  in  tbe  verses  whioh  oo 
PwtL 


I  CALL  the   old  time  back  :    I  bii 

In  tender  memory  of  the  summer  A» 
When,  where  our  native  river  lapsec 

We   dreamed  it  over,  wbUe  tha   tt 

Songs  of  their  own,  and  tbe  great  pin 


And  the  was  with  ns,  living  o'er  l^a 
Her   life   in   ours,   desjnte   of  yeai 

The  Autumn's  brightneu  after  iMtte 
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Beautiful  in  ber  holy  peace  as  one 

Who  stands,  at  evening,  when  the  work  is 

done. 
Glorified  in  the  setting  of  the  son ! 

Her  memory  makes  our  common  landscape 

seem 
Fairer  than  any  of  which  painters  dream  ; 
Lights  the  brown  hills  and  sings  in  every 

stream  ; 

For  she  whose  speech  was  always  truth's 

pure  gold 
Heard,  not  unpleased,  its  simple  legends 

told. 
And  loved  with  us  the  beautiful  and  old. 

I.     THE  RIVER  VALLEY 

Aeross  the  level  tableland, 
A  jprassy,  rarely  trodden  way. 
With  thinnest  skirt  of  birchen  spray 

And  sfonted  growth  of  cedar,  leads 
To  where  you  see  the  dull  plain  fall 
Sheer  off,  steep-slanted,  ploughed  by  all 

The  seasons'  rainfalls.  On  its  brink 
The  over-leanine  harebells  swing, 
With  roots  half  bare  the  pine-trees  cling  ; 

And,  through  the  shadow  looking  west. 
Ton  see  the  wavering  river  flow 
Along  a  vale,  that  far  below 

Holds  to  the  sun,  the  sbelterinff  hills 
And  ffliromering  water-line  between, 
Broad  fields  of  com  and  meadows  green, 

And  fruit-bent  orchards  grouped  around 
The  low  brown  roofs  and  painted  eaves. 
And  chinmey-tops  half  hia  in  leaves. 


Ho  warmer  valley  hides  behind 
Yon  wind-scourged  sand-dunes,  cold  and 

bleak ; 
Ko  fsirer  river  comes  to  seek 


The  wave-sung  welcome  of  the  sea. 
Or  mark  the  uorthmost  border  line 
Of  sun-loved  growths  of  nut  and  vine. 

Here,  ground-fut  in  their  native  fields, 
Untempted  by  the  city's  gain, 
The  quiet  farmer  folk  remain 


Who  bear  the  pleasant  name  of  Friends, 
And  keep  their  fathers'  gentle  ways 
And  simple  speech  of  Bible  days  ; 

In  whose  neat  homesteads  woman  holds 
With  modest  ease  her  equal  place, 
And  wears  upon  her  tranquil  face 

The  look  of  one  who,  merging  not 
Her  self-hood  in  another*s  will. 
Is  love's  and  duty's  handmaid  stilL 

Pass  with  me  down  the  path  that  winds 
Through  birches  to  the  open  land, 
Where,  close  upon  the  river  strand 

Yon  mark  a  cellar,  vine  o'errun. 
Above  whose  wall  of  loosened  stones 
The  sumach  lifts  its  reddening  cones, 

And  the  black  nightshade's  berries  sliine, 
And  broad,  unsightly  burdocks  fold 
The  household  ruin,  century-old. 

Here,  in  the  dim  colonial  time 

Of  sterner  lives  and  gloomier  faith, 
A  woman  lived,  tradition  saith, 

Who  wrought  her  neighbors  foal  annoy, 
And  witched  and  plagued  the  country- 

side. 
Till  at  the  hangman's  hand  she  died. 

Sit  with  me  whUe  the  westering  day 
Falls  slantwise  down  the  quiet  vale, 
And,  haply  ere  yon  loitering  sail, 

That  rounds  the  upper  headland,  falls 
Below  Deer  Island's  pines,  or  sees 
Behind  it  Hawkswood's  belt  of  trees 

Rise  black  against  the  sinking  sun. 
My  idyl  of  its  days  of  old, 
The  valley's  legend,  shall  be  told. 

n,  THE  HUSKING 

It  was  the  pleasant  harvest-time. 
When  cellar^bins  are  closely  stowed, 
And  garrets  bend  beneath  their  load. 

And  the  old  swallow-haunted  bams,  — 
Brown-gabled,  long,  and  full  of  seams 
Through    which    the    moted    sunlight 
streams, 
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And  winds  bloir  freahly  in,  to  shake 
The  red  plumei  of  tbo  roosted  cocks, 

And     the     loose     h»j  -  mow's     scented 

Are  filled  with  saminer's  ripened  stores, 
Ita  odorous  grass  and  barley  sheaves, 
Fiom  their  ^w  scaffolds  to  tiieir  eaves. 

On  Esek  Harden's  oaken  floor. 

With  many  an  autumn  threslilnr  worn, 
Iaj  tbe  heaped  ears  of  unhusked  corn. 

And  tbitber  came  yonng  men  and  maids. 
Beneath  a  moon  that,  large  fuid  tow, 
Lit  that  sweet  eve  of  long  ago. 

Hey  took  their  places  ;  some  by  chance, 
And  others  by  a  raerrv  voice 
Or  sweet  smile  gu)de<i  to  their  choice. 


uun  picaBantly  the  rising  n 

Between  the  shadow  of  tbe  mows, 


How  pl( 

Between  the  shadow  of  the  mows, 
Looked  on  them  through   the  great  elm- 
bougbs  t 

On  sturdy  boyhood,  sun-embrowned, 
On  girlhood  with  its  solid  curves 
Of  healLbfulstreogthiuid  painless  nerves  I 

And  jests  went   round,   and   laughs   that 

The  house-dog  answer  with  his  bowl. 
And  kept  astir  the  barn-yaid  fowl  j 

And  quaint  old  songs  their  fathers  sung 
la  Derby  dales  end  Yorkshire  moors. 
Ere  Norman  William  trod  tbeir  shores  ; 

And  tales,  whose  merry  license  shook 
The  fat  sides  of  the  Saxon  thane, 
Forgstf  ul  of  the  hovering  Dane,  — 

Bude  plays  to  Celt  and  Cimbri  known, 
The  charms  and  riddles  that  beguiled 
On    Oxus'    banks    the    young    world's 
child,— 

That  primal  picture-speech  wherein 
Have  yon^  and  maid  the  stoir  UM, 
So  new  in  each,  so  dateless  rHa, 

Becnlling  pastoral  Ruth  in  her 

Who  watted,  blushing  and  demure, 
Tlie  realgar's  kiss  of  forfeibuw. 


III.  THE  witch's  daughter 

But  still  tbe  sweetest  voice  was  mute 
That  nver- valley  ever  heard 
From  lips  of  maid  or  throat  of  lurd  ; 


And  let  the  ba^-monrs  shadow  fall 
Upon  tbe  loveliest  face  of  all. 

She  sat  apart,  as  one  forbid, 

Who  knew  that  none  would  condescend 
To  own  the  Witch-wife's  child  a  friend. 

The  seasons  scarce  bad  gone  their  round. 
Since  curious  thousands  thronged  to  ux 
Her  mother  at  the  gallow»-tiee  ; 

And  mocked  the  prison-palsied  limbs 

That  faltered  on  tbe  faUl  stairs, 

And  wan  lip  trembling  with  its  prayers 

Few  questioned  of  the  sorrowing  child. 
Or,  when  they  saw  the  mother  die, 
Dreamed  of  the  daughter's  agony. 

They  went  Dp  to  their  homes  that  day, 
As  men  and  Christians  justified  ; 
God  idlled  it,  and  the  wretch  had  died 

Dear  God  and  Father  of  us  all, 
Forgive  our  faitli  iu  cruel  lies, — 
Forgive  the  blindness  that  denies  t 

Fomve  thy  creature  when  be  takes, 
F^r  the  all-perfect  love  Thou  art. 
Some  grim  creation  of  bis  heart. 

Cast  down  our  idols,  overtnm 
Our  bloody  altars  ;  let  us  aee 
Thyself  in  Thy  humanity  ! 

Young  Mabel  from  her  mother's  gravo 
Crept  to  her  desolate  hearth-atone. 
And  vrrestled  with  her  fate  alone ; 

With  love,  and  anger,  and  despair. 
The  phantoms  of  disordered  sense, 
Tlie  awful  doubts  of  Providenoe  I 

Oh,  dreary  brolce  tbe  winter  days. 
And  dreary  fell  tbe  winter  nights 
When,    one    by    one,   the    neighboiinj 
lights 
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Went  oot,  and  human  sounds  grew  still, 
And  all  the  phantom-peopled  dark 
Closed    round    her    hearth-fire's    dying 
spark. 

And  summer  days  were  sad  and  long. 
And  sad  the  unoompanioned  eves, 
And  sadder  sunset-tinted  leaves, 

Ajsd  Indian  Summer's  airs  of  balm  ; 

'  She  scarcely  felt  the  soft  caress. 

The  beauty  died  of  loneliness  I 

The  school-boys  jeered  her  as  they  passed, 
And,  when  she  sought  the  house  of  prayer, 
Her  mother's  curse  pursued  her  there. 

And  still  o'er  many  a  neiehboring  door 
She  saw  the  horseshoed  curved  charm. 
To  guard  against  her  mother's  harm : 

That  mother,  poor  and  sick  and  lame, 
Who  daily,  by  the  old  arm-chair, 
Folded  her  withered  hands  in  prayer ;  — 

Who  tamed,  in  Salem's  dreary  jail, 
Her  worn  old  Bible  o'er  and  o'er, 
When  her  dim  eyes  could  read  no  more  I 

Sore  tried  and  pained,  the  poor  girl  kept 
Her  faith,  and  trusted  that  her  way. 
So  dark,  would  somewhere  meet  the  day. 

And  still  her  weary  wheel  went  round 
Day  after  day,  with  no  relief  : 
Small  leisure  have  the  poor  for  grief. 


IV.  THE  CHAMPION 

So  in  the  shadow  Mabel  sits  ; 
Untouched  by  mirth  she  sees  and  hears, 
Her  smile  is  sadder  than  her  tears. 

But  emel  eyes  have  found  her  out, 
And  cruel  lips  repeat  her  name, 
And  taunt  her  with  her  mother's  shame. 

"She  answered  not  with  railing  words, 
But  drew  her  apron  o'er  her  face, 
Andy  sobbing,  glided  from  the  place. 

And  only  pansing  at  the  door. 

Her  sad  eyes  met  the  troubled  gaase 
Of  one  who,  in  her  better  days. 


Had  been  her  warm  and  steady  friend. 
Ere  yet  her  mother's  doom  had  made 
Even  Esek  Harden  half  afraid. 

He  felt  that  mute  appeal  of  tears. 
And,  starting,  with  an  angry  frown, 
Hushed  all  the  wicked  murmurs  down. 


« 


Grood  neighbors  mine,"  he  sternly  said, 
"  This  passes  harmless  mirth  or  jest ; 
I  brook  no  insult  to  my  guest. 


"  She  is  indeed  her  mother's  child. 
But  God's  sweet  pity  ministers 
Unto  no  whiter  soul  than  hers. 

"  Let  Goody  Martin  rest  in  peace  ; 
I  never  knew  her  harm  a  tiy. 
And  witch  or  not,  God  knows  —  not  L 

"  I  know  who  swore  her  life  away  ; 
And  as  Grod  lives,  I  'd  not  condemn 
An  Indian  dog  on  word  of  them." 

The  broadest  lands  in  all  the  town. 
The  skill  to  guide,  the  power  to  awe, 
Were  Harden's  ;  and  his  word  was  law. 

None  dared  withstand  him  to  his  face, 
But  one  sly  maiden  spake  aside: 
**  The  little  witch  b  evil-eyed ! 

**  Her  mother  only  killed  a  cow. 
Or  witched  a  chum  or  dairy-pan  ; 
But  she,  forsooth,  must  charm  a  man  1 " 


V.  IN  THE  SHADOW 

Poor  Mabel,  homeward  turning,  passed 
The  nameless  terrors  of  the  wood. 
And  saw,  as  if  a  ghost  pursued, 

Her  shadow  gliding  in  the  moon  ; 

The  soft  breath  of  the  west-wind  gave 
A  chill  as  from  her  mother's  grave. 

How  dreary  seemed  the  silent  house  ! 
Wide  in  the  moonbeams'  ghastly  glare 
Its  windows  had  a  dead  man's  stare ' 

And,  like  a  gaunt  and  spectral  hand. 
The  tremulous  shadow  of  a  birch 
Reached  out  and  touched  the  door's  low 
porch, 
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As  if  to  lift  its  latch  ;  hard  by, 
A  sudden  warning  call  she  heard, 
The  uiglit-cry  of  a  boding  bird. 

She  leaned  against  the  door  ;  her  face, 
So  fair,  so  young,  so  full  of  pain. 
White  in  the  moonlight's  silver  rain. 

The  river,  on  its  pebbled  rim. 
Made  music  such  as  childhood  knew  ; 
The    door-yard    tree   was    whispered 
through 

By  voices  such  as  childhood's  ear 
Had  heard  in  moouli&^hts  long  ago  ; 
And  through  the  willow-boughs  below 

She  saw  the  rippled  waters  shine  ; 
Beyond,  in  waves  of  shade  and  light. 
The  hills  rolled  off  into  the  night. 

She  saw  and  heard,  but  over  all 

A  sense  of  some  transforming  spell, 
The  shadow  of  her  sick  heart  f elL 

And  still  across  the  wooded  space 
The  harvest  lights  of  Harden  shone. 
And   song    and    jest    and    laugh  went 
on. 

And  he,  so  eentle,  true,  and  strong, 
Of  men  the  bravest  and  the  best. 
Had    be,    too,    scorned    her    with    the 
rest? 

She  strove  to  drown  her  sense  of  wrong. 
And,  in  her  old  and  simple  way, 
To  teach  her  bitter  heart  to  pray. 

Poor  child  !  the  prayer,  begun  in  faith. 
Grew  to  a  low,  despairing  cry 
Of  utter  misery  :  **  Let  me  die  I 

**  Oh  !  take  me  from  the  scornful  eyes, 
And  hide  me  where  the  cruel  speech 
And  mocking  finger  may  not  reach  I 

**  I  date  not  breathe  my  mother's  name  : 
A  daughter's  right  I  dare  not  crave 
To  weep  above  her  unblest  grave  I 

**  Let  me  not  live  until  my  heart. 
With  few  to  pity,  and  with  none 
To  love  me,  hardens  into  stone. 


**  O  God !  have  mercy  on  Thy  child. 
Whose  faith  in  Thee  grows  weak  a 

small. 
And  take  me  ere  I  lose  it  all ! " 

A  shadow  on  the  moonlight  fell. 

And  murmuring  wind  and  wave  becan 
A  voice  whose  burden  was  her  name. 

VI.  THE  BETROTHAL 

Had    then    God   heard    her?      Had  ] 
sent 
His  ang^l  down  ?     In  flesh  and  blood. 
Before  her  Esek  Harden  stood  1 

He  laid  his  hand  upon  her  arm  : 

•<  Dear  Mabel,  this  no  more  shall  be ; 
Who  scoffs  at  you  must  scoff  at  me. 

'*  You  know  rough  Esek  Harden  well ; 
And  if  he  seems  no  suitor  gay. 
And  if  his  hair  is  touched  with  gray, 

**  The  maiden  grown  shall  never  find 
His  heart  less   warm    than   when   s 

smiled, 
Upon  his  knees  a  little  child  I " 

Her  tears  of  grief  were  tears  of  joy. 
As,  folded  in  his  strong  embrace, 
She  looked  in  Esek  Harden's  face. 

'<  O  truest  friend  of  all ! "  she  said, 
'*  God  bless  yon  for  your  kindly  thong 
And  make  me  worthy  of  my  lot  I " 

He  led  her  forth,  and,  blent  in  one. 
Beside  their  happy  pathway  ran 
The  shadows  of  the  maid  and  man. 

He  led  her  through  his  dewy  fields. 
To  where  the  swing^nj^  lanterns  glowe 
And    through    the    doors    the    husk 
showed. 

"  Grood  friends  and  neighbors  ! "  Esek  sa 
"  I  *m  weary  of  this  lonely  life  ; 
In  Mabel  see  my  chosen  wife  I 

*'  She  greets  you  kindly,  one  and  all ; 
The  pnst  is  past,  and  nil  offence 
Falls  harmless  from  her  innocence. 
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oth  she  stands  no  more  alone  ; 
ow  what  Esek  Harden  is  ; — 
iks  no  wrong  to  liim  or  bis. 

the  merriest  tales  be  told, 
.  the  sweetest  songs  be  song 
'er  made  the  old  heart  young  I 

r  the  lost  has  found  a  home  ; 
one  hearth  shall  brighter  bum, 
he  household  joys  return  I  *' 

intXj  the  harvest-moon, 
n  the  shadow  of  the  mows, 
on  them  through  the  great  elm- 
ighsl 

i's  curls  of  golden  hair, 

k's  shaggy  strene^h  it  fell ; 

d  wind  whispered,  **  It  is  well  I " 


PROPHECY  OF  SAMUEL 
SEWALL 

ise  Termon  of  this  prophecy  is  to  be 
3ewall*s  The  New  Heaven  upon  the 
A,  1697,  quoted  in  Joshua  Coffin's 
**  Newbury,  Jndee  Sewall's  father, 
rail,  was  one  of  the  pioneers  of  New- 
down  the  village  streets 
xe  the  forms  my  fancy  meets, 
;houghts  and  things  of  to-day  are 

I. 

igh  the  veil  of  a  closed  lid 
nt  worthies  I  see  again  : 
3  tap  of  the  elder's  cane, 
,wful  periwig  I  see, 
diver  buckles  of  shoe  and  knee, 
id  slow,  with  thoughtful  air, 
:  cap  hiding  his  whitened  hair, 
e  Judge  of  the  great  Assize, 
ewall  the  good  and  wise, 
with  lines  of  firmness  wrought, 
.  the  look  of  a  man  unbought, 
ars  to  his  hurt  and  changes  not ; 
hed  and  softened  nevertheless 
grace  of  Christian  gentleness, 
that  a  child  would  climb  to  kiss  I 
tender  and  brave  and  just, 
I  might  honor  and  woman  trust. 

ng  and  sad,  a  tale  is  told, 
tmtent  hymn  of  the  Psalmist  old. 


Of  the  fast  which  the  good  man  lifelong 

kept 
With  a  haunting  sorrow  that  never  slept. 
As  the  circling  year  brought  round  the  time 
Of  an  error  that  left  the  sting  of  crime. 
When  he  sat  on  the  bench  of  the  witchcraft 

courts. 
With  the  laws  of  Moses  and  Hale's  Reports, 
And  spake,  in  the  name  of  both,  the  word 
That  gave  the  witch's  neck  to  the  cord. 
And  piled  the  oaken  planks  that  pressed 
The  feeble  life  from  the  warlock's  breast  I 
All  the  day  long,  from  dawn  to  dawn. 
His  door  was  bolted,  his  curtain  drawn  ; 
No  foot  on  his  silent  threshold  trod. 
No  eye  looked  on  him  save  that  of  God, 
As  he  bafBed  the  ghosts  of  the  dead  with 

charms 
Of  penitent  tears,  and  prayers,  and  psalms. 
And,  with  precious  proofs  from  the  sacred 

word 
Of  the  boundless  pity  and  love  of  the  Lord, 
His  faith  confirmed  and  his  trust  renewed 
That  the  sin  of  his  ignorance,  sorely  rued. 
Might  be  washed  away  in  the  mingled  flood 
Of  his  human  sorrow  and  Christ's  dear 

blood! 

Green  forever  the  memory  be 
Of  the  Judge  of  the  old  Theocracy, 
Whom  even  his  errors  glorified, 
Like  a  far-seen,  sunlit  mountain-side 
By  the  cloudy  shadows  which  o'er  it  glide  I 
Honor  and  praise  to  the  Puritan 
Who  the  halting  step  of  his  age  outran. 
And,  seeing  the  infinite  worth  of  man 
In  the  priceless  gift  the  Father  gave, 
In  the  infinite  love  that  stooped  to  save, 
Dared  not  brand  his  brother  a  slave  I 
"  Who  doth  such  wrong,"  he  was  wont  to 

In  his  own  quaint,  picture-loving  way, 
**  Flings  up  to  Heaven  a  hand-gprenade 
Which  God  shall  cast  down  upon  his  head  I  ** 

Widely  as  heaven  and  hell,  contrast 
That  brave  old  jurist  of  the  past 
And  the  cunning  trickster  and  knave   of 

courts 
Who  the  holy  features  of  Truth  distorts,  — 
Ruling  as  right  the  will  of  the  strong, 
Poverty,  crime,  and  weakness  wrong  ; 
Wide-eared  to  power,  to  the  wronged  and 

weak 
Deaf  as  Egypt's  gods  of  leek  ; 
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Scoffing  aside  at  party's  nod 

Order  uf  uature  and  Iilw  of  God  ; 

For  whose  dabbled  ermine    respect   were 

waste, 
Reverence  folly,  sjid  awe  misplaced  ; 
Justice  of  whom  'twere  vain  to  seek 
As  from  Koordish  robber  or  Syrian  Sheik  1 
Oh,  leave  the  wretch  to  bin  bribes  and  sina  ; 
Let  biin  rot  in  the  web  of  lies  he  spina  ! 
To  the  saintly  soul  uf  the  early  day, 
To   the  Christian  jud^,  let  iia   turn  and 

"  Praise  and  thanka  for  an  honest  man  I  — 
Glory  to  Gud  for  the  Puritan  I  " 

I  see,  far  southward,  this  quiet  day, 
The  bilb  of  Newbury  rolling  away. 
With  the  many  tints  of  the  seusou  gaj, 
Dreamily  blending  in  autumn  niiat 
Crimsuu,  nnd  gold,  and  amethyst. 
Long  and  low,  with  dwarf  trees  crowned. 
Plum  Island  lies,  like  a  whale  aground, 
A  stone's  toss  over  the  narrow  sound. 
Inland,  as  far  OiS  the  eye  can  go, 
The  hills  curve  round  like  a  bended  bow  ; 
A  stiver  arrow  from  out  them  sprung, 
I  sea  the  shine  of  the  Qimsycung ; 
And,    round   and   round,  over  valley  and 

hill,   _ 
Old  roads  winding,  as  old  roads  will, 
Here  to  a  ferry,  nnd  there  to  a  mill  ; 
And    ^liiup&cs    of    cliimnoys    ajid    gabled 

Through    green    elm  arches    and    maple 

Old  homesteads  sacred  to  all  that  can 
Gladden  or  sadden  the  heart  of  man. 
Over  whose  thresholds  of  oak  and  stone 
Life  and  Death  have  come  and  gone  I 
There  pictured  tiles  in  the  fireplace  sbcnr, 
Great  beams  sag  from  the  ceiling  low. 
The  dresser  glitters  with  polished  wares, 
The  long  clock  ticks  on  the  foot-worn  stiura. 
And   the   low,  broad   chimney  shows   the 

By  the  earthqnake  mftde  a  century  back. 
Up  from  tbeit  midst  springs  the  village 

With  the  crest  of  its  coek  in  the  sun  afire  ; 
Beyond  are  orchards  and  planting  lands, 
And  great   salt  marshes  and  gUmmeriog 

sands, 
And,  where  north  and  south  the  coast-liuei 

The  blink  of  the  aea  in  breexe  and  sun  I 


I  see  it  all  like  a  chart  unrolled, 
But  my  thoughts  are  full  of  the  past  ud 

I  hear  the  tales  of  my  boyhood  totd  ; 
And  the  shadows  and  sliapes  of  early  daji 
Flit  dimly  by  in  the  veiling  brae. 
With  measured  movement  and   rhythmie 

chime 
Weaving  like  shuttles  my  web  of  rhyme.  ■ 
I  think  of  the  old  man  wise  and  good 
Who  once  on  yon  misty  hilteides  stood, 
(A  poet  who  never  measured  rbyme, 
A  seer  unknown  to  iiis  dull-eared  time,) 
And,  propped  on  his  ataS  of  age,  looked 

With  hia  boyhood's  love,  on  his  native  town, 
Where,  written  as  if  on  its  hiUs  and  plains. 
His  burden  of  prophecy  yet  remains, 
For  the  voices  of  wood,  and  wave,  and  wind 
To  read  in  tbe  ear  of  the  moaing  mind :  — 


As  God  appointed,  shall  keep  its  pott ; 
As  long  as  a  si^liuoD  shall  haunt  the  deep 
Of  Merrimac  River,  or  sturgeon  leap ; 
As  long  na  pickerel  swift  and  slim. 
Or  red-bacKcd  perch,  in  Crane  Pood  swim ; 
As  long  aa  the  annual  oca-fowl  know 
Their  time  to  come  and  tlieir  time  to  go ; 
As  long  iia  cattle  shall  roam  at  will 
Tbo  grecR  giaea  meadows  by  Turkey  H31 ; 


And  Parker  River,  and  salt^^ea  tide  ; 
As  long  as  a  wandering  pigeon  shall  aeuA 
The  fields  below  from  his  white-oak  perch, 
When  the  barley-harvest  is  ripe  and  shoni, 
And  the  dry  busks  fall  from  the  atandiitg 

As  long  OS  Nature  shall  not  grow  old,  1 

Nor  drop  her  work  from  her  doting  hdd, 
And  ber  care  for  the  Indian  com  forget. 
And  the  yellow  rows  in  pairs  to  set  ;  — 
So  long  ^all  Christians  here  be  bom. 
Grow  up  and  ripen  as  God's  sweet  com  1  — 
By  the  beak  of  bird,  by  the  bremtfa  of  fns^ 
Shall  never  a  holy  ear  be  lost. 
But,   husked    by   Death  in   the   Fluter'i 

sight. 
Be  sown  again  in  the  fields  of  li|^t  I " 

The  Island  still  is  purple  with  plums, 

Up  the  river  the  salmon  oomss, 

The  sturgeon  leaps.and  tlwwikUairib«3i 
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On  liillBide  berrietf  and  marish  seeds,  — 

All  the  beantifnl  #igus  remain, 

From  spring-time  rtowing  to  autumn  rain 

The  good  Uian's  v^iou  returns  again  I 

And  let  us  hope,  at;  well  we  can, 

That  the  Silent  Anj^el  who  garners  roan 

May  find  some  g^ran;  as  of  old  be  found 

In  the  human  cornfield  ripe  and  sound, 

And  the  Lord  of  the  Harvest  deign  to 

own 
The  precious  seed  by  the  fathers  sown ! 


THE   RED   RIVER  VOYAGEUR 

[Suggested  by  reading  tlie  following  ^ssage 
In  Mtnnetoia  and  its  SesourceSf  by  J.  Wesley 
Bond:  ^As  I  yoas  slowly  along  the  lonely 
road  that  leads  lue  from  thee,  Selkirk,  mine 
eyes  do  tnm  continually  to  gaze  upon  thy  smil- 
ing, golden  fields,  and  thy  lofty  towers,  now 
boniished  with  the  rays  of  the  departing  sun, 
while  the  sweet  vesper  bell  reverberates  afar 
and  strikes  so  mouxiif  ully  pleasant  upon  mine 
ear.  I  feel  satisfied  that,  tnough  absent  thou- 
sands of  weary  miles,  my  thoughts  will  always 
dwell  on  thee  with  rapturous  emotions."  At 
midnight,  with  the  last  stroke  of  the  clock 
nshering  in  the  17th  of  December,  1801,  the 
84th  anniversary  of  Whittier*s  birth,  the  bells 
of  St.  Boniface  rang  a  joyous  peal.] 

Out  and  in  the  river  is  winding 
The  links  of  its  long,  red  chain, 

Thrcmgh  belts  of  dusky  pine-land 
And  gusty  leagues  of  plain. 

Only,  at  times,  a  smoke-wreath 

With  the  drifting  cloud-rack  joins,  — 

^Hie  smoke  of  the  hunting-lodges 
Of  the  wild  Assiniboins  I 

Drearily  blows  the  north-wind 
From  the  land  of  Ice  and  snow  ; 

Hie  eyes  that  look  are  weary, 
And  heavy  the  hands  that  row. 

And  with  one  foot  on  the  water. 

And  one  upon  the  shore, 
The  Angel  of  Shadow  gives  warning 

That  day  ahall  be  no  more. 

Is  it  the  clang  of  wild-geese  ? 

Is  it  the  Indian's  yell, 
That  lends  to  the  voice  of  the  north-wind 

The  tones  of  a  far-off  bell  ? 


The  voyageur  smiles  as  he  listens 
To  the  sound  that  grows  apace  ; 

Well  he  knows  the  vesper  riuging 
Of  the  bells  of  St.  Bouiface. 

The  bells  of  the  Roman  Mission, 
That  call  from  their  turrets  twain, 

To  the  boatman  on  the  river. 
To  the  hunter  on  tbc  plain  1 

Even  so  in  our  mortal  journey 
The  bitter  north-winds  blow, 

And  thus  upon  life's  Red  River 
Our  hearts,  as  oarsmen,  row. 

And  when  the  Angel  of  Shadow 
Rests  his  feet  on  wave  and  shore. 

And  our  eyes  grow  dim  with  watching 
And  our  hearts  faint  at  the  oar, 

Happy  is  he  who  heareth 

The  signal  of  his  release 
In  the  bells  of  the  Holy  City, 

The  chimes  of  eternal  peace  I 
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George  Whitefield,  the  celebrated  preachen 
died  at  Newburyport  in  1770,  and  was  buried 
under  the  church  which  has  since  borne  his 
name. 

Its  windows  flashing  to  the  sky. 
Beneath  a  thousand  roofs  of  brown. 
Far  down  the  vale,  my  friend  and  I 
Beheld  the  old  and  quiet  town  ; 
The  ghostly  sails  tliat  out  at  sea 
Flapped  their  white  wings  of  mystery  ; 
The  Dcaches  glimmering  in  the  sun. 
And  the  low  wooded  capes  that  run 
Into  the  sea-mist  north  and  south  ; 
The  sand-bluffs  at  the  river's  mouth  ; 
The  swinging  chain-bridge,  and,  afar, 
The  foam-line  of  the  harbor-bar. 

Over  the  woods  and  meadow-lands 

A  crimson-tinted  shadow  lay. 

Of  clouds  through  which  the  setting  day 

Flung  a  slant  glory  far  away. 

It  glittpred  on  the  wet  sea-sands. 

It  flamed  upon  the  city's  panes. 

Smote  the  white  sails  of  ships  that  wore 

Outward  or  in,  and  glided  o'er 

The  steeples  with  their  veering  yanes  I 
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Awhile  my  friend  witb  rapid  learch 
O'erron  tlie  landscape.     "  Yonder  spire 
Over  gnty  roofs,  u  Himft  of  tiru  ; 
What  is  it,  pray  ?  "  —  "  The  Whiuaeld 

ChDTcli  1 
Walled  nbout  by  its  basement  stonee. 
There  rest  the  marvellous  prophet's  bones." 
TliBD  as  our  homeward  way  we  walked, 
Of  the  great  preacher's  life  we  talked  ; 
And  through  the  mystery  of  our  theme 
The  outward  glory  seemed  to  stream, 
Aiid  Nature's  self  iuterpreted 
The  doubtful  record  of  the  dead  ; 
And  every  level  beam  that  smote 
The  sails  upon  the  dark  afloat 
A  symbol  of  the  light  becimie. 
Which  touched  the  shadows  of  our  blame 
With  tongues  of  Pentecostal  tlame. 

Over  the  roofs  of  the  pioneers 
Gathers  the  moss  of  a  hundred  years ; 
Ou  man  and   his   works   has   passed    the 

chance 
Which  needs  must  be  in  a  century's  range. 
The  land  lies  opeu  and  warm  in  the  sun. 
Anvils  clamor  and  mill-wheels  run, — 
Flocks  on  the  hillsides,  herds  on  the  plain. 
The  wilderness  gladdened  with  fruit  and 

grain  1 
But  the  living  faith  of  the  settlers  old 
A  dead  profession  their  children  hold  ; 
To  the  Uist  of  office  and  greed  of  trade 
A  ateppiug-stone  is  the  idtar  made. 
The  Chnrth,  tn  place  and  power  the  door. 
Rebukes  the  sin  of  the  world  no  more. 
Nor  sees  its  Lord  in  the  homeless  poor. 
Everywhere  is  the  grasping  hand. 
And  eager  adding  of  land  to  land  ; 
And  earth,  which  seemed   to  the   fathers 

But  as  a  pilgrim's  wayside  tent, — 

A  nightly  shelter  to  fold  away 

When  the  Lord  should  call  at  the  break  of 

Solid  and  steadfast  seems  to  be. 
And  Time  has  forgotten  Eternity  1 

But  fresh  and  green  from  the  rotting  roots 
Of  primal  forests  the  young  growth  shoots  ; 
From  the  death  of  the  old  ttie  new  proceedR, 
And  the  life  of  truth  from  the  rot  of  creeds: 
On  the  ladder  of  God,  which  npward  leads, 
The  steps  of  progress  are  human  needs. 
For  His  judgments  still  are  a  mighty  deep, 
And  the  eyesof  His  providence  never  sleep: 


When  the  night  is  darfceit  He  give*  the 
When  the  famine  is  sorest,  the  wine  and 

In  the  church  of  tbe  'jrildemesi  Edward* 

wrought, 
Shapmg  his  creed  at  tbe  forge  of  tbonght ; 
And  with  Thor's  own  hammer  welded  and 

The  iron  links  of  bis  ar^meat. 

Which  strove  to  grasp  lu  its  mighty  span 

The  purpose  of  God  and  the  fate  of  man  I 

Vet  faithful  still,  in  his  daily  round 

To  the   weak,  and  the  poor,  and   sin-tick 

The  schoolman's  lore  and  the  casuist's  ait 
Drew  warmth  and  life  from   his   fervent 

Had  he  not  seen  in  tlie  solitudes 

Of  his  deep  eud  dark  Northampton  woods 

A  vision  of  love  about  him  fall  7 

Not  the   blindiiig   splendor  which  fell  on 

Saul, 
Bnt  the  tenderer  glory  that  rests  on  them 
Who  walk  in  the  Mew  Jerusalem, 
Where  never  tbe  sun  nor  moon  are  known. 
But  the  Lord  and  His  love  are  the  light 

And  watching  the  sweet,  sUll  eonntenanee 
Of  tbe  wife  of  his  bosom  rapt  in  tranoe. 
Had  he  not  treasured  each  broken  word 
Of  the  mystical  wonder  seen  and  heard ; 
And  loved  the  beautiful  dreamer  more 
That  thns  to  the  desert  of  earth  she  b«e 
Clusters  of  Eshcol  from  Canaan's  shore  ? 

As  the  bcrley'winnower,  holding  witb  pain 
Aloft  in  waiting  his  chaff  and  grain, 
Joyfully  welcomes  the  lax-ott  breete 
Sounding  the  pine-tree's  slender  keys^ 
So  he  who  had  waited  long  to  hear 
The  soond  of  the  Spirit  drawing  near, 
Like  that  which  the  son  of  Iddo  heard 
When    the    feet    of    angels   the    myrtles 

Felt  the  answer  of  prayer,  at  last. 
As  over  his  church  the  afflatus  passed. 
Breaking  its  sleep  ns  breezes  bnak 
To  snn-hright  ripples  a  stagnant  lako. 

At  first  a  tremor  of  silent  fear, 
The  creep  of  the  flesh  at  danger  near, 
A  vague  foreboding  and  discontent. 
Over  the  hearts  of  tbe  pe<^e  went. 
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lature  warned  in  sounds  and  signs  : 
iriud  in  the  tops  of  the  forest  pines 
e  name  of  the  Highest  called  to  prayer, 
le  muezzin  calls  from  the  minaret  stair. 
ugh  ceilSd  chambers  of  secret  sin 
en  and  strong  the  light  shone  in  ; 
ilty  sense  of  nis  neighbor's  needs 
lea  the  man  of  title-deeds  ; 
trembling  hand  of  the  worldling  shook 
lust  of  years  from  the  Holy  Book  ; 
the  psalms  of  David,  forgotten  long, 
the  place  of  the  scoffer's  song. 

impulse  spread  like  the  outward  course 
aters  moved  by  a  central  force  ; 
ide  of  spiritual  life  rolled  down 
I  inland  mountains  to  seaboard  town. 

fired  and  ready  the  altar  stands 

ing  the  prophet's  outstretched  hands 

prayer  availing,  to  downward  call 

iery  answer  in  view  of  all. 

ts  are  like  wax  in  the  furnace  ;  who 

mould,  and  shape,  and  cast  them 

anew? 
by  the  Merrimac  Whiteiield  stands 
le  temple  that  never  was  made  by 

hands, — 
iins  of  azure,  and  crystal  wall, 
dome  of  the  sunshine  over  all  — 
meless  pilgrim,  with  dubious  name 
n  about  on  the  winds  of  fame  ; 
as  an  angel  of  blessing  classed, 
now  as  a  mad  enthusiast. 
d  in  his  youth  to  sound  and  gaug^ 
moral  lapse  of  his  race  and  a^, 
sharp  as  truth,  the  contrast  draw 
iman  frailty  and  perfect  law  ; 
»sed  by  the  one  dread  thought  that 

lent 
oad  to  his  fiery  temperament, 
nd  dovm  the  world  he  went, 
hn  the  Baptist  crying.  Repent  I 

€rfect  whole  can  our  nature  make  ; 
I  or  there  the  circle  will  break  ; 
orb  of  life  as  it  takes  the  light 
ne  side  leaves  the  other  in  night, 
ir  was  saint  so  good  and  great 
>  give  no  chance  at  St.  Peter's  gate 
lie  plea  of  the  Devil's  advocate. 
Bcomplete  by  bis  being's  law, 
marvellous  preacher  had  his  flaw  ; 
i  step  nnequal,  and  lame  with  faults, 
thade  on  the  path  of  History  halts. 


Wisely  and  well  said  the  Eastern  bard  : 
Fear  is  easy,  but  love  is  hard,  — 
Easy  to  glow  with  the  Santon's  rage. 
And  walk  ou  the  Meccan  pilgrimage  ; 
But  he  is  greatest  and  best  who  can 
Worship  Allah  by  loving  man. 

Thus  he,  —  to  whom,  in  the  painful  stress 
Of  zeal  on  fire  from  its  own  excess. 
Heaven  seemed  so  vast  and  earth  so  small 
That  man  was  nothiug,  since  God  was  all,  — 
Forgot,  as  the  best  at  times  have  done, 
That  the  love  of  the  Liord  and  of  man  are  one. 

Little  to  him  whose  feet  unshod 
The  thorny  path  of  the  desert  trod, 
Careless  of  pain,  so  it  led  to  God, 
Seemed  the  hunger-pang  and  the  poor  man's 

wrong, 
The  weak  ones  trodden  beneath  the  strong. 
Should  the  worm  be  chooser? — the  clay 

withstand 
The  shapiug  will  of  the  potter's  hand  ? 

In  the  Indian  fable  Arjoon  hears 
The  scorn  of  a  god  rebuke  his  fears  : 
**  Spare  thy  pity  I "  Krishna  saith  ; 
**  Not  in  thy  sword  is  the  power  of  death  I 
All  is  illusion,  —  loss  but  seems  ; 
Pleasure  and  pain  are  only  dreams  ; 
Who  deems  he  slayeth  doth  not  kill ; 
Who  counts  as  slam  is  living  still. 
Strike,  nor  fear  thy  blow  is  crime  ; 
Nothing  dies  but  the  cheats  of  time  ; 
Slain  or  slayer,  small  the  odds 
To  each,  immortal  as  Indra's  gods  I " 

So  by  Savannah's  banks  of  shade, 
The  stones  of  his  mission  the  preacher  laid 
On  the  heart  of  the  negro  crushed  aud  rent. 
And  made  of  his  blood  the  wall's  cement ; 
Bade  the  slave-ship  speed   from  coast   to 

coast. 
Fanned  by  the  wings  of  the  Holy  Ghost ; 
And  begged,  for  the  love  of  Christ,  the  gold 
Coined  from  the  hearts  in  its  groaning  hold. 
What  could  it  matter,  more  or  less 
Of  stripes,  and  hunger,  and  weariness  ? 
Living  or  dying,  bond  or  free, 
What  was  time  to  eternity  ? 

Alas  for  the  preacher's  cherished  schemes  ! 
Mission  and  church  are  now  but  dreams  ; 
Nor  prayer  nor  fasting  availed  the  plan 
To  honor  Grod  through  the  wrong  of  man. 
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Of  all  bis  labors  no  tracs  remuns 

Save  the   bondman  lifting  his  hands  in 

The  wouf  he  wove  in  the  rightetma  warp 
Of  fre«doin-loviiig  Oglethorpe 
Clothes  with  curseB  the  goodly  land, 
Changes  its  greenness  and  bloom  to  uind  ; 
And  a  century's  lapse  reveals  once  more 
The  slave-ship  stealing  to  Georgia's  shore. 
Father  of  Light  I  bow  blind  is  lie 
Who  sprinkles  the  altar  he  rean  to  Thee 
With  Uie  blood  and  teats  of  humauity  I 

He  erred  :  shall    we    count   Hia   gifts   as 

naught? 
Was  the  work  of  God  in  him  unwrought  ? 
The  servant  may  through  his  deafness  err, 
And  blind  may  be  God's  messenger  ; 
But  the  errand  is  sure  they  go  upon,  — 
The  word  is  spoken,  the  deed  is  done. 
Was  the  Hebrew  temple  less  fair  and  good 
That  Solomon  bowed  to  gods  of  wood  ? 
For  his  tempted  heart  and  wandering  feet, 
Were  the  songs  of  David    IcBS    pure  and 

sweet  ? 
So  in  light  and  shadow  the  preacher  went, 
God's  erring  and  human  instrument  ; 
And  the  hearts  of  the  people  where  he 

Swayea  as  the  reeds  sway  in  the  blast. 
Under  the  spell  of  a  voice  which  took 
In  its  compass  the  How  of  Siloa's  brook. 
And  the  mysticnl  chime  of  the  bells  of  gold 
Oil  the  ephod'e  hem  of  the  priest  of  old,  — 
Kow  the  roll  uf  thunder,  and  now  the  awe 
Of  the  trumpet  heard  in  the  Mount  of  Law. 


The  s.iilor  reeling  from  out  the  ships 
Whose  masts  stood  thick  in  the  river-slips 
Felt  the  jest  and  the  curse  die  on  his  lips. 
Listened  the  fishennan  rnde  and  hard. 
The  calker  rough  From  the  builder's  yard  ; 
Tbe  man  of  the  market  left  his  load. 
The  teamster  leaned  on  his  bending  goad, 
Tbe  maiden,  and  youth  beside  her,  felt 
Their  hearts  in  a  closer  union  melt. 
And  saw  the  flowers  of  their  love  in  bloom 
Down  tbe  endless  vistas  of  lite  to  come. 
Old  age  sat  feebly  brushing  away 
From  his  ears  the  scanty  locks  of  gray  ; 
And  careless  boyhood,  living  the  free 
Unconscious  life  of  bird  and  tree, 
Saddenly  wakeoed  to  a  sense 


Of  sin  and  its  guilty  ci 
It  was  as  if  an  angel's  voice 
Called  the  listeners  np  for  their  final  clioiee ; 
Aa  if  a  strung  band  rent  apart 
The  veils  of  sense  from  soul  and  heart. 
Showing  in  light  ineffoble 
The  joys  of  heaven  and  woes  of  bell  I 
All  about  in  the  misty  aiz 
Tbe  hills  seemed  kneeling  in  silent  piaTcr; 
The  rustle  of  leaves,  the  moauing  sedge, 
The  water's  lap  on  its  gravelled  edge, 
The  wailing  pines,  and,  far  and  faint, 
The  wood-dove's  note  of  sad  complaint,  — 
To  the  solemn  voice  of  the  preacher  lent 
An  undertone  as  of  low  lament  ; 
And  the  rote  of  the  sea  from  its  sandy  eosst, 
On  the  easterly  wind,  now  heard,  now  lost, 
Seemed  tlie  murmurouB  sound  of  the  judg- 
ment host. 

Tet  wise  men  doubted,  and  good  men  wep^ 
As  that  stonn  of  passion  above  them  swep^ 
And,  comet-like,  adding  flame  to  flame. 
The  priests  of  the  new  Evangel  came,  — 
Davenport,  Hashing  upon  the  crowd, 
Charged  like  summer's  electric  cloud. 
Now  holding  the  listener  still  as  death 
With  terriblis  warnings  wider  breatli. 
Now  shouting  for  joy,  as  if  he  viewed 
The  vision  of  Heaven's  beatitude  1 
And  Celtic  Tennant,  his  long  coat  boand 
Like  a  monk's  with  leathern  girdle  ronnd, 
Wild  with  the  toss  of  imBbom  hair. 
And  wringing  of  hands,  and  eyes  aglare, 
Groaning  under  the  world's  despair  1 
Grave  pastors,  grieving  their  flocks  to  los^ 
Prophesied  to  the  empty  pews 
That  gourds  would  wither,  and  muslimnii 

And  noisiest  fountains  run  soonest  dry. 
Like  the  spring  that  gushed  in  Newbm; 

Street, 
Under  the  tramp  of  the  earthqnake's  fM^ 
A  silver  shaft  in  the  air  and  light. 
For  a  single  4ay,  then  lost  in  night, 
Leaving  only,  its  place  to  tell, 
Sandy  fissure  and  sulphurous  smell. 
With  zeal  wing-clipped  and  white-beat  ood, 
Moved  by  the  spirit  in  grooves  of  rule, 
No    longer    harried,    and     cropped,   and 

fleeced. 
Flogged  by  sheriff  and  cursed  by  priest, 
But  by  wiser  counsels  left  at  ease 
To  settle  quietly  on  his  lees. 
And,  self-concentrod,  to  count  as  dona 
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>rk  which  his  fathers  well  begun, 
it  protest  of  letting  alone, 
taker  kept  the  way  of  his  own,  — 
K>nductor  among  the  wires, 
9at  of  asbestos  proof  to  fires, 
ite  unable  to  mend  his  pace 
:h  the  falling  manna  of  gprace, 
^ged  the  closer  his  little  store 
b,  and  silently  prayed  for  more, 
gue  of  creed  and  barren  of  rite, 
[ding,  as  in  his  Master's  sight, 
1  thought  to  the  inner  light, 
md  of  his  simple  duties  walked, 
rove  to  live  what  the  others  talked. 

lo  shall  marvel  if  evil  went 
r  step  with  the  good  intent, 
th  love  and  meekness,  side  by  side, 
'  the  flesh  and  spiritual  pride  ?  — 
issiouate  longings  and  fancies  vain 
heart  on  fire  and  crazed  the  brain  ? 
ler  the  holy  oracles 
ported  with  cap  and  bells  ? 
3odly  women  and  learned  men 
ling  told  with  tongue  and  pen 
iweaned  children  chirped  like  birds 
tf  Scripture  and  solemn  words, 
le  infant  seers  of  the  rocky  glens 
I^iv  de  Dome  of  wild  Cevennes  : 
y  Lamas  who  pray  and  preach 
Tartar  cradles  in  Buddha's  speech  ? 

war  which  Truth  or  Freedom  wages 
npious  fraud  and  the  wrong  of  ages, 
act  malice  and  self-love  mar 
tes  of  triumph  with  painful  jar, 
e  helping  angels  turn  aside 
orrowing  faces  the  shame  to  hide, 
on  custom's  oiled  grooves 
»rld  to  a  higher  level  moves, 
ites  and  grinds  with  friction  hard 
nite  boulder  and  flinty  shard, 
art  must  bleed  before  it  feels, 
ol  be  troubled  before  it  heals  ; 
y  losses  the  right  must  gain, 
good  have  its  birth  of  pain  ; 
dve  Virtues  blush  to  find 
ces  wearing  their  badge  behind, 
races  and  Charities  feel  the  fire 
in  the  sins  of  the  age  expire  ; 
nd  still  rends  as  of  old  he  rent 
rtnred  body  from  which  he  went. 

oae  tests  all.     In  the  over-drift 
iw  of  the  Nile,  with  its  annual  gift, 


Who  cares  for  the  Hadji's  relics  sunk  ? 
Who  thinks  of  the  drowned -out  Coptic 

monk  ? 
The  tide  that  loosens  the  temple's  stones, 
And  scatters  the  sacred  ibis-bones. 
Drives  away  from  the  valley-land 
That  Arab  robber,  the  wandering  sand. 
Moistens  the  fields  that  know  no  rain, 
Frin^s  the  desert  with  belts  of  grain. 
And  bread  to  the  sower  brings  a^ain. 
So  the  flood  of  emotion  deep  and  strong 
Troubled  the  land  as  it  swept  along. 
But  left  a  result  of  holier  lives. 
Tenderer  mothers  and  worthier  wives. 
The  husband  and  father  whose  children  fled 
And  sad  wife  wept  when  his  drunken  tread 
Frightened  peace  from  his  roof-tree's  shade, 
And  a  rock  of  ofPeuce  his  hearthstone  made. 
In  a  strength  that  was  not  his  own  began 
To  rise  from  the  brute's  to  the  plane  of 

man. 
Old  friends  embraced,  long  held  apart 
By  evil  counsel  and  pride  of  heart ; 
And  penitence  saw  through  misty  tears. 
In  the  bow  of  hope  on  its  cloud  of  fears, 
The  promise  of  Heaven's  eternal  years, — 
The  peace    of    God  for  the  world's  an- 
noy, — 
Beauty  for  ashes,  and  oil  of  joy  1 

Under  the  church  of  Federal  Street, 
Under  the  tread  of  its  Sabbath  feet. 
Walled  about  by  its  basement  stones, 
Lie  the  marvellous  preacher's  bones. 
No  saintly  honors  to  them  are  shown, 
No  sign  nor  miracle  have  they  known  ; 
But  he  who  passes  the  ancient  church 
Stops  in  the  shade  of  its  belfry-porch, 
And  ponders  the  wonderful  life  of  him 
Who  lies  at  rest  in  that  chamel  dim. 
Long  shall  the  traveller  strain  his  eye 
From  the  railroad  car,  as  it  plunges  by. 
And  the  vanishing  town  behind  him  search 
For  the   slender  spire   of  the  Whitefield 

Church  ; 
And  feel  for  one  moment  the  ghosts  of 

trade. 
And  fashion,  and  folly,  and  pleasure  laid. 
By  the  thought  of  that  life  of  pure  intent, 
That  voice  of  warning  yet  eloquent, 
Of  one  on  the  errands  of  angels  sent. 
And  if  where  he  labored  the  flood  of  sin 
Like  a  tide  from  the  harbor^bar  sets  in. 
And  over  a  life  of  time  and  sense 
The  church-spires  lift  their  vain  defence. 
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Ab  if  to  Bc&tter  the  bolts  of  God 
With  the  points  of  Cnlviti's  thundei^od,— 
Still,  as  the  ^m  of  its  civia  crown, 
Precioas  bejond  the  world's  renown, 
His  meinorj  hallawB  the  ajiuient  town  I 


THE  TRUCE  OF   P1SCATA.QUA 

Id  the  winter  of  ]ft75-70,  the  Eastern  Indi- 
ansT  who  had  bean  miklEmg  war  upon  the  New 
Uampahira  lettlemeDts,  were  so  reduced  in 
nunibani  by  fig-hting  and  famjue  that  tbej 
agreed  to  &  pence  with  Major  Waldroa  at 
Dover;  but  the  peaoe  wat  broken  in  the  fall 
of  lOTtt.  The  fanians  ohief,  Squando,  was  the 
prinoipal  negotiator  un  the  part  of  the  UTages. 
He  bad  takan  up  the  bHtehet  to  reTonge  the 
brntal  trQatment  of  his  child  hj  drnuken  white 
■ailora,  whioh  canned  its  dsath. 

It  Dot  anfrequently  happened  daring  the 
Border  wan  that  young  white  children  were 
adapted  by  their  Indian  oapton,  and  so  kiDdly 
treated  chat  they  were  DDwilliog  to  leave  the 
Ine,  wild  life  of  the  woodsi  and  in  some  in- 
(tanoea  they  utterly  refurcd  to  go  back  with 
their  parent  to  their  old  homes  and  eiviliiation. 


These  huge  milT-niaDstera  overgrown  ; 
Blot  out  tlie  hnmbler  piles  as  well, 
Where,  moved  like  living  sbuttleB,  dwell 
The  weaving  genii  of  the  bell  ; 
Tear  from  the  wild  Cocheco's  track 
The  dams  that  hold  its  torrents  back  ; 
And  let  the  loud-rejoicing  fall 
Plunee,  ronrin?,  down  its  rocky  wall ; 
And  let  the  Indian's  paddle  play 
Oa  the  unbHdged  Fiacntaqua  1 
Wide  over  hill  and  valley  spread 
Once  more  the  forest,  dusk  and  dread, 
With  here  and  there  n  clearing  cut 
From  the  walled  shadows  round  it  shut  ; 
£ach  with  its  farm-honse  builded  rude. 
By  English  yeoman  squared  and  hewRd, 
And  the  grim,  flankered  blook-houM bound 
With  bristling  palisades  around. 
So,  haply  shall  before  thine  eyes 
The  dusty  veil  of  centuries  rise. 
The  old,  strange  scenerj  overlay 
The  tamer  pictures  of  to-day. 
While,  like  the  actors  in  a  play. 
Pass  in  (heir  ancient  guise  along 
The  figures  of  my  border  song  : 
What  time  beside  Cocheco's  flood 
The  white  man  and  the  red  man  stood. 
With  wocd«  of  peace  and  brotherbood ; 


When  passed  Uie  sacred  oalnmet 
From  Lp  to  lip  with  lire-draugbt  wet, 
And,  puffed  in  scarD,  the    peaoe-pip 

smoke 
Through    the     gray    beard     of    Waldn 

And  Squando's  voice,  in  suppliant  plea 
For  mercy,  struck  the  haughty  key 
Of  one  who  held,  in  any  fate. 
His  native  pride  inviolate  I 

"  Eiet  your  eara  be  opened  wide  I 
He  who  speaks  has  never  Ued. 
Waldron  of  Piscataqna, 
Hear  what  Squando  luu  to  say  1 

"  Squando  shuts  his  eyes  and  aees. 
Far  off,  Saco's  hemlock-trees. 
In  his  wigwam,  still  as  stone. 
Sits  a  woman  idl  alone, 

"Wampum  beads  and  birchen  strands 
Dropping  from  her  careless  hand^ 
Listening  ever  for  the  fleet 
Fatter  of  a  dead  child's  feet  I 


"  Ere  that  moon  grew  thin  and  did. 
He  was  lying  still  and  oold  ; 
Sent  before  ns,  weak  and  small, 
When  the  Master  did  not  call  I 

"  On  his  little  grare  I  lay ; 
Three  times  went  and  came  the  daf, 
Thrice  above  me  blazed  the  noon. 
Thrice  upon  me  wept  the  moon. 

"  In  the  third  night-watch  I  heard. 
Far  and  low,  a  spirit-bird  ; 
Very  mournful,  verj-  wild. 
Sang  the  totem  of  my  child. 

' '  Menewee,  poor  Menewee, 
Walks  a  path  he  cannot  see  : 
Let  the  wliite  man's  wigwam  li^it 
With  its  blaze  his  steps  aright. 

' '  AU-nncalled,  he  dares  not  abow 
Empty  hands  to  Manito  : 
Better  gifts  be  cannot  bear 
Than  the  scalps  bia  aUyera  wMI.' 
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lile  the  totem  sang, 
lazed  and  thunder  rang  ; 
:  cloud,  reaching  high, 
rhite  moon  from  the  skj. 

icine-man,  whose  ear 
rits  hear  can  hear,  — 
i8  are  wide  to  see 
g^  that  are  to  he,  — 

ew  the  dreadful  signs 
yen  of  the  pines, 
roaring  loud, 
^r  of  the  cloud. 

aking  of  the  day, 
tive  I  passed  away  ; 
oomed   round  me,   hirds 

rt  was  hot  and  mad. 

ist  on  Squanders  knife 
arm,  red  springs  of  life  ; 
ral  hemlock-trees 
p  the  totem  sees. 

hlood  !    But  evermore 
eart  is  sad  and  sore  ; 
r  squaw  waits  at  home 
that  never  come  f 

»f  Cocheco,  hear ! 
^aks,  who  laughs  at  fear ; 
ptives  he  has  ta'en  ; 
[  have  peace  again  ! " 

M  died  on  his  tongue, 
his  warriors  swung ; 
be  sign  he  gave, 
jft,  like  Egypt's  wave. 

rael  passing^  free 
)  prophet-charmed  sea, 
her,  wife,  and  child 
)  dusky  terror  filed. 

t  little  maid, 

her  steps  delayed, 

ith  quick,  troubled  sight, 

t  from  red  to  whita 

od  the  Indian  laid 
)  maiden's  head, 
n  her  forehead  fair 
iMusk  her  yellow  hair. 


sang 


"  Gift  or  favor  ask  I  none  ; 
What  I  have  is  all  my  own  : 
Never  yet  the  birds  have  sung, 
<  Squando  hath  a  beggar's  tongue.' 

'*  Tet  for  her  who  waits  at  honia. 
For  the  dead  who  cannot  come,  ^ 
Let  the  little  Gold-hair  be 
In  the  place  of  Menewee  1 

**  Mishanock,  my  little  star  I 
Come  to  Saco's  pines  afar  ; 
Where  the  sad  one  waits  at  home, 
Wequashim,  my  moonlight,  come  I  ^ 

"What!"     quoth    Waldron,    "leave 

chUd 
Christian-bom  to  heathens  wild  ? 
As  God  lives,  from  Satan's  hand 
1  will  pluck  her  as  a  brand  I " 

"  Hear  me,  white  man  ! "  Squando  cried ; 
**  Let  the  little  one  decide. 
Wequashim,  my  moonlight,  say, 
Wilt  thou  go  with  me,  or  stay  ?  " 

Slowly,  sadly,  half  afraid. 

Half  regretinlly,  the  maid 

Owned  the  ties  of  blood  and  race,  — 

Turned  from  Squando's  pleading  face. 

Not  a  word  the  Indian  spoke. 
But  his  wampum  chain  he  broke,  ' 
And  the  beaded  wonder  hung 
On  that  neck  so  fair  and  young. 

Silence-shod,  as  phantoms  seem 
In  the  marches  of  a  dream. 
Single-filed,  the  grim  array 
Through  the  pine-trees  wound  away. 

Doubting,  trembling,  sore  aoiazed. 
Through  her  tears  the  young  child  ffazed. 
"  God  preserve  her ! "  Waldron  said  ; 
**  Satan  hath  bewitched  the  maid  I  ** 

Years  went  and  came.    At  close  of  day 
Singing  came  a  child  from  play, 
Tossing  from  her  loose-locked  head 
Gt>ld  in  sunshine,  brown  in  shade. 

Pride  was  in  the  mother's  look, 
But  her  head  she  gravely  shook. 
And  with  lips  that  fondly  smiled 
Feigned  to  chide  her  truant  child. 
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Unabuhed,  the  niiud  began  : 
"  Up  and  down  the  brook  I  ran. 
Where,  beneath  the  bank  ao  Bteep, 
Lie  the  spotted  tront  uleep. 

" '  Chip  I '  went  saairrel  on  the  wall. 
After  me  I  beara  him  call, 
And  the  oat-bird  on  the  tree 
Ta»d  his  best  to  mimio  me. 

"Where  the  hemlocks  grew  so  dark 
That  I  stopped  to  look  and  bark, 
On  a  log,  with  feathei^hat. 
By  the  path,  an  Indian  sat. 

"  Then  I  oried,  and  ran  awaj  ; 
But  ha  called,  and  bade  me  star ; 
And  his  voice  was  good  and  mild 
Ah  my  mother's  to  oer  child. 

"And  he  took  my  wampum  chain. 
Looked  and  locdced  it  o'er  again ; 
Gave  me  berries,  and,  beside. 
On  my  ueok  a  plaything  tied." 

Straight  the  mother  stooped  to  see 
What  the  Indian's  gift  might  be. 
On  the  braid  of  wampom  hung, 
Lo  I  a  cross  of  silver  swung. 

Well  she  knew  its  graven  sign, 
Squando's  bird  and  totem  pine  ; 
And,  a  mirage  of  the  brain. 
Flowed  her  childhood  back  again. 

Flashed  the  roof  the  sunshine  throngh. 
Into  spaee  the  walls  outgrew  ; 
On  the  Indian's  wigwam-mat. 
Blossom-crowned,  again  she  sat. 

Coo)  she  felt  the  west-wind  blow. 
In  her  ear  the  pines  sang  low. 
And,  like  links  from  out  a  chain. 
Dropped  the  years  of  care  and  pain. 

From  the  outward  toil  and  din, 
From  the  griefs  that  gnaw  within. 
To  the  freedom  of  the  woods 
Called  the  birds,  and  winds,  and  floods. 

Well,  O  painful  minister  t 
Watch  thy  flock,  but  blame  not  her, 
If  her  ear  grew  sharp  to  hear 
All  their  voices  whispering  near. 


Blame  her  not,  as  to  her  soul 
All  the  desert's  Klamonr  stole, 
That  a  tear  for  omldhood's  loes 
Dropped  upon  the  Indian's  croca. 

When,  that  nieht,  the  Book  wm 
And  she  bowed  her  widowed  beai 
And  a  prayer  for  each  loved  luut 
Bose  like  incense  from  a  flame, 

With  a  hope  the  creeds  forind 


In  her  pitying  bosom  bid. 
To  the  listening 


Lo  I  the  Indian's 


>f  Heaven 
givoi 


MY   PLAYMATE 


Tmt  pines  wei«  dark  on  Ramoth  hill. 
Their  song  was  soft  and  low  ; 

The  blossoms  in  the  sweet  May  wind 
Were  falling  like  the  snow. 

The  blossoms  drifted  at  oor  feet. 
The  orchard  birds  sang  clear  ; 

The  sweetest  and  the  saddest  day 
It  seemed  of  all  the  year. 

For,  more  to  me  than  birds  or  flowen 
My  playmate  left  her  home. 

And  took  with  her  the  laughing  sprin 
The  music  and  the  bloom. 

She  kissed  the  lips  of  kith  and  kin, 
She  laid  her  hand  in  mine  : 

What  more  could  ask  the  bashful  b(7 
Who  fed  her  father's  kine  ? 

She  left  us  in  the  bloom  of  May  : 
The  constant  years  told  o'er 

Their  seasons  with  as  sweet  May  mor 
But  slie  came  back  no  more. 

I  walk,  with  noiseless  feet,  the  round 

Of  uneventful  years  ; 
Still  o'er  and  o'er  I  sow  the  spring 

And  reap  the  autumn  ears. 

She  lives  where  all  the  golden  year 

Her  summer  roses  blow  ; 
The  dusky  children  of  the  sun 

Before  her  come  and  go. 
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There  haplj  with  her  jewelled  hands 
She  smooths  her  silken  gown,  — 

No  more  the  homespan  lap  wherein 
I  shook  the  walnuts  down. 

The  wild  grapes  wait  as  by  the  brook. 

The  brown  nuts  on  the  hill, 
And  still  the  Ma^-day  flowers  make  sweet 

The  woods  of  FoUymill. 

The  lilies  blossom  in  the  pond, 

The  bird  builds  in  the  tree, 
The  dark  pines  sing  on  Ramoth  hill 

The  slow  song  of  the  sea. 

I  wonder  if  she  thinks  of  them, 
•   And  how  the  old  time  seems,  — 
If  ever  the  pines  of  Ramoth  wood 
Are  sounding  in  her  dreams. 

I  see  her  face,  I  hear  her  voice  ; 

Does  she  remember  mine  ? 
And  what  to  her  is  now  the  boy 

Who  fed  her  father's  kine  ? 

What  cares  she  that  the  orioles  build 

For  other  eyes  than  ours,  — 
That  other  hands  with  nuts  are  filled. 

And  other  laps  with  flowers  ? 

0  playmate  in  the  golden  time  I 

Onr  mossy  seat  is  green. 
Its  fringing  violets  blossom  yet. 

The  old  trees  o'er  it  lean. 

The  winds  so  sweet  with  birch  and  fern 

A  sweeter  memory  blow  ; 
And  there  in  spring  the  veeries  sing 

The  song  of  long  ago. 

And  still  the  pines  of  Ramoth  wood 

Are  moaning  like  the  sea,  — 
Hie  moaning  of  the  sea  of  change 

Between  myself  and  thee  ! 


COBBLER  KEEZAR'S  VISION 

This  ballad  was  written  on  the  oooarion  of  a 
Hartieoltond  FeetivaL  Cobbler  Keezar  was  a 
Botod  eharaoter  among  the  first  settleis  in  the 
valley  of  the  Merrimao. 

The  beaver  cut  his  timber 
With  patient  teeth  that  day, 


The  minks  were  fish-wards,  and  the  crows 
Surveyors  of  highway,  — 

When  Keezar  sat  on  the  hillside 

Upon  his  cobbler's  form, 
With  a  pan  of  coals  on  either  hand 

To  keep  his  waxed-ends  warm. 

And  there,  in  the  golden  weather. 
He  stitched  and  hammered  and  sung ; 

In  the  brook  he  moistened  his  leather, 
In  the  pewter  mug  his  tongue. 

Well  knew  the  tough  old  Teuton 
Who  brewed  the  stoutest  ale, 

And  he  paid  the  goodwife's  reckoning 
In  the  coin  of  song  and  tale. 

The  sonn  they  still  are  singing 

Who  oress  the  hills  of  vine. 
The  tales  that  haunt  the  Brocken 

And  whisper  down  the  Rhine. 

Woodsy  and  wild  and  lonesome. 
The  swift  stream  wound  away, 

Through  birches  and  scarlet  maples 
Flashing  in  foam  and  spray,  — 

Down  on  the  sharp-homed  ledges 

Plunging  in  steep  cascade, 
Tossine  its  white-maned  waters 

Agamst  the  hemlock's  shade. 

Woodsy  and  wild  and  lonesome. 
East  and  west  and  north  and  south  ; 

Only  the  village  of  fishers 
Down  at  the  river's  mouth  ; 

Only  here  and  there  a  clearing, 
With  its  farm-house  rude  and  new, 

And  tree-stumps,  swart  as  Indians, 
Where  the  scanty  harvest  grew. 


s, 


No  shout  of  home-bound  reaper 

No  vintage-song  he  heard. 
And  on  the  green  no  dancing  feet 

The  merry  violin  stirred. 

"  Why  should  folk  be  glum,"  said  Keezar, 
"  When  Nature  herself  is  glad. 

And  the  painted  woods  are  laughing 
At  the  faces  so  sour  and  sad  ?  " 

Small  heed  had  the  careless  cobbler 
What  sorrow  of  heart  was  theirs 


NARRATIVE  AND  LEGENDARY  POEMS 


Who  travailed  in  pain  with  the  births  of 
God, 
And  plauted  a  state  with  piajen,  — 

Huntinji;  of  witches  and  warlocks, 
Smiting  the  heathen  horde,  — 

Oas  haod  on  the  mason's  trowel, 
And  one  on  the  soldier's  sword  1 

Bat  give  him  his  ale  and  cider. 

Give  him  his  pipe  and  song. 
Little  he  cared  for  Church  or  SUte, 

Or  the  bahmce  of  right  and  wrong. 

"  T  is  work,  work,  work,"  be  muttered,  — 
"And  for  rest  a  snufBe  of  psalms  I  " 

He  smote  on  his  leathern  apron 
With  his  brown  and  waxen  palms. 

"Oh  for  the  purple  harvests 
Of  the  days  when  I  was  joung  1 

For  the  merry  grape-stained  maidens, 
And  the  pleasant  sunga  they  sung  I 

"  Oh  for  the  breath  of  vineyards. 

Of  apples  and  nuts  and  wine ! 
For  an  oar  to  row  and  a  breeze  to  blow 

Down  the  grand  old  river  Rhine  I" 

A  tear  in  his  blue  e; 

And  dropped  o 
"Old,  old  am  I,"  said  Keezar, 

"  Ajid  the  Rhine  flows  far  away  I " 


I  eye  glistened, 
n  his  beard  so  g 


Charm     the     black     snake     out    of    th 
ledges. 
And  bring  back  the  swarming  bees. 

All  the  virtues  of  herbs  and  metals, 
All  the  lore  of  the  woods,  he  knew. 

And  the  arts  of  the  Old  World  mingled 
With  the  marvels  of  the  New. 

Well  he  knew  the  tricks  of  magic, 

And  the  lapstone  on  bis  knee 
Had  the  gift  of  the  Mormon's  goggles 

Or  the  stone  of  Doctor  Dee. 

For  the  mighty  master  Agnppa 
Wroueht  it  with  spell  and  rityms 


To  a  cobbler  Minnesinger 

The  marvellous  stone  gaTe  be,  — 

And  he  gave  it,  in  turn,  to  Keeiar, 
Who  brought  it  over  the  sea. 

He  held  up  that  mystic  lapstone, 

He  held  it  up  like  a  lens. 
And  he  counted  the  long  years  coming 

By  twenties  and  by  teas. 

"One  hundred  years,"  quotfi  Keezar, 

"  And  fifty  have  I  told  : 
Now  open  the  new  before  me. 

And  shut  me  out  the  old  I " 

Like  a  cloud  of  mist,  the  blacknes* 
Rolled  from  the  magic  stone, 

And  a  marvellous  picture  mingled 
The  unknown  and  the  known. 

Still  ran  the  stream  to  the  river. 

And  river  and  ocean  joined  ; 
And  there  were  the  blulf  s  and  the  Une  sea 

And  cold  north  hills  behind. 

But  the  mighty  forest  was  broken 

By  many  a  steepled  town. 
By  many  a  white-walled  farm-hoose. 

And  many  a  gamer  brown. 

Turning  a  score  of  mill-wheels, 
The  stream  no  more  ran  free  ; 

White  sails  on  the  winding  river. 
White  sails  on  the  fa^^ff  sea. 

Below  in  the  noisy  village 

The  flags  were  floating  gay. 
And  shone  on  a  thousand  faces 

The  light  of  a  holiday. 

Swiftly  the  rival  ploughmen 

Turned  the  brown  earth  from  their  sharo 
Here  were  the  farmer's  treasures. 

There  were  the  craftsman's  wares. 

Golden  the  goodwife's  butter, 

Ruby  her  currant-wine  ; 
Grand  were  the  strutting  turkeys, 

Fat  were  the  beeves  and  swine. 


Yellow  and  red  w 

And  the  ripe  pears  rusiei-l>r 


the  apples, 
he  ripe  pears  rusiet-browi . 
An^  the  peaobes  had  st^n  bloshes 


From  the  girls  who  shook  them  down. 


AMY  WENTWORTH 


79 


i  blooms  of  hill  and  wild  wood, 
bame  the  toil  of  art, 
the  gorgeous  blossoms 
garaen's  tropic  heart. 

I  it  I  see  ?  "  said  Keezar : 
!  here,  or  am  I  there  ? 
be  at  Bingen  ? 
)ok  on  Frankfort  fair  ? 

ere  are  the  clowns  and  puppets, 
ips  with  horns  and  tail  ? 
re  are  the  Rhenish  flagons  ? 
here  is  the  foaming  ale  ? 

I  things,  I  know,  will  happen,  — 
B  things  the  Lord  permits  ; 
droughty  folk  should  be  jollj 
I  my  poor  old  wits. 

re  smiling  manly  faces, 
le  maiden's  step  is  gay  ; 
by  thinking,  nor  mad  by  drink- 

opes,  nor  fools,  are  they. 

pleasure  without  regretting, 
M)d  without  abuse, 
lay  and  the  bridal 
aty  and  of  use. 

a  priest  and  there  is  a  Quaker, 
cat  and  dog  agree  ? 
y  burned  the  stocks  for  ovenwood  ? 
hey  cut  down  the  gallows-tree  ? 

the  old  folk  know  their  children  ? 
they  own  the  g^celess  town, 
'er  a  ranter  to  worry 
5ver  a  witch  to  drown  ?  ** 

ghed  the  cobbler  Keezar, 
)d  like  a  school-boy  gay  ; 
lis  arms  above  him, 
pstone  rolled  away. 

down  the  rugged  hillside, 
I  like  a  wheel  bewitched, 
id  through  the  leaning  willows, 
to  the  river  pitched. 

the  deep,  dark  water, 
ag^c  stone  lies  still, 
e  leaning  willows 
shadow  of  the  hill. 


But  oft  the  idle  fisher 

Sits  on  the  shadowy  bank, 
And  his  dreams  make  marvellous  pictures 

Where  the  wizard's  lapstone  sank. 

And  still,  in  the  summer  twilights. 

When  the  river  seems  to  run 
Out  from  the  inner  glory. 

Warm  with  the  melted  sun. 

The  weary  mill-girl  lingers 

Beside  the  charmed  stream. 
And  the  sky  and  the  golden  water 

Shape  and  color  her  dream. 

Fair  wave  the  sunset  gardens. 

The  rosy  signals  fly  ; 
Her  homestead  beckons  from  the  cloudy 

And  love  goes  sailing  by. 
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TO  WILLIAM  BRADFORD 

As  they  who  watch  by  sick-beds  find  relief 
Unwittingly  from  the  great  stress  of  grief 
And  anxious  care,  in  fantasies  outwrought 
From  the  hearth's  embers  flickering  low,  or 

caught 
From  whispering  wind,  or  tread  of  passing 

feet. 
Or  vagrant  memory  calling  up  some  sweet 
Snatch  of  old  song  or  romance,  whence  or 

why 
They  scarcely  know  or  ask, — so,  thou  and  I, 
Nursed  in  the  faith  that   Truth  alone  is 

strong 
In  the  endurance  which  outwearies  Wrong, 
With  meek  persistence  baffling  brutal  force. 
And  trusting  God  against  the  universe,  — 
We,  doomed  to  watch  a  strife  we  may  not 

share 
With   other   weapons   than   the    patriot's 

prayer. 
Yet  owning,  with  full  hearts  and  moistened 

eyes. 
The  awful  beauty  of  self-sacrifice, 
And  wrung  by  keenest  sympathy  for  all 
Who  g^ve  their  loved  ones  for  the  living  wall 
'Twixt  law  and  treason, —  in  this  evil  day 
May  haply  find,  through  automatic  play 
Of  pen  and  pencil,  solace  to  our  pain, 
And  hearten  others  with  the  strength  we 

gain. 
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I  knov  it  has  been  said  oar  times  require 
No  pl»7  of  art,  nor  dalliance  with  the  lyre, 
No  weak  essay  with  Fanoj'a  chloroform 
To  oalm  the  hot,  mad  puues  of  the  storm, 
Bot  the  stem  war-blast  rather,  such  as  seta 
The  battle's  teeth  of  serried  bayonets. 
And  pictures  grim  as  Vemet's.    Yet  with 

Some  softer  tints  may  blend,  and  milder 

keya 
Reliere  we  storm-stnniied  esr.     Let  ns 

keep  sweet. 
If  so  ne  may,  our  hearts,  even  while  we  eat 
The  bitter  hairest  of  our  own  device 
And  half  a  century's  moral  cowardice. 
As  NilmberK  sang  while  Wittenberg- defied, 
And  Kranocb  painted  by  his  Lather's  side, 
And  through  the  war~march  of  the  Puritan 
The  silTer  stream  of  Marrell's  music  nm. 
So  let  the  household  melodies  be  sung. 


The  pleasant  pictures  on  the  wall  be  hung,  — 
So  let  ns  hold  against  the  hosts  of  nieht 
And  slaTsry  all  our  vantage-ground  of  light- 
Let  Treason  boast  its  savagery,  and  sh^e 
From  its  flag-folds  its  symbol  rattlesnake. 
Nurse  its  fine  arts,  lay  human  skins  in  tan. 
And  oarve  its  pipe-bowls  from  the  bones  of 

And  make  the  tale  of  Fijian  banquets  dull 
By  drinking  whiskey  from  a  loyal  skull, — 
But  let  us  guard,  till  thissad  war  shall  eease, 
(God  grant  it  soon  I)  the  graceful  arts  oF 

No  foes  are  conquered  who  the  victors  teach 
Their  vandal  manners  and  barbaric  speeoh. 

And  while,  with  hearts  of  thankfulness,  we 

Of  the  great  common  bnrden  onr  full  share, 
Let  none  upbrud  us  that  the  waves  entice 
Tby  sesr^pped  pencil,  or  some  quaint  de- 

Shythmic  and  sweet,  beguiles  my  pen  away 
From  the  sharp  strifes  and  sorrows  of  to- 

Thus,  while  the  east-wind  keen  from  Lab- 
Sings  in  the  leafless  elms,  and  from  the  shore 
Of  the  great  sea  comes  the  mouotonons  roar 
Of  the  long-breaking  surf,  and  all  the  sky 
Is  gray  with  clou4,  nome-bouud  and  dull,  I 

try 
To  time  a  simple  legend  to  the  sounds 
Of  winds  in  the  woods,  and  waves  on  peb- 
bled bounds, — 


A  song  for  oars  to  chime  with,  flueli  as  might 
Be  sung  by  tired  sea^Minters,  who  at  n^it 
Look  from  their  hemlock  camp*,  by  quiet 

Or  beach,  moon-lighted,  on  the  waves  they 

(So  bast  tbon  looked,  when  level  sunset 

Uy 
On  the  calm  bosom  of  some  E^astem  bay, 
And  all  the  spray-moist  rocks  and  waves 

that  rolled 
Up  the  white  sand-slopes  flashed  with  roddv 

Something  it  has  —  a  flavor  of  the  sea. 
And  tbe  sea's  freedom — which  reminds  of 

thee. 
Its  faded  picture,  dimly  smiling  down 
E^mn  the  blurred  fresco  of    the    amneot 

I  have   not  touched  with  wanner  tints  in 

If,  in  this   dark,  sad   year,  it  steals  one 
thought  from  pam. 


Her  fingers  shame  the  ivory  keja 

They  dance  so  light  along ; 
The  bloom  upon  her  pattetil^ 

la  sweeter  than  the  song. 

O  perfumed  suitor,  spare  thy  smilM  I 
Her  thoughts  are  not  of  thee  ; 

She  better  loves  the  salted  wind, 
Tbe  vmces  of  the  sea. 

Her  heart  is  like  an  outbound  ship 

That  at  its  anchor  swings  ; 
Tbe  murmur  of  the  stranded  shell 

Is  is  the  song  she  sings. 

She  sines,  and,  smiling,  hears  her  praiss, 
But  dreams  the  while  of  on« 


She  quesUona  all  the  winds  that  Uow, 
And  every  fog-wreath  dim. 

And  bids  the  sea-birds  flying  north 
Bear  messages  to  him. 
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Brown  VikiDg  of  the  flsluDg-smaok  ! 

Fair  toast  of  all  the  town !  — 
The  skipper's  jerkin  ill  beseems 

Hie  laay's  silken  gown  I 

Bat  ne'er  shall  Amy  Wentworth  wear 

For  him  the  blush  of  shame 
Who  dares  to  set  his  manly  gifts 

Against  her  ancient  name. 

The  stream  is  brightest  at  its  spring, 

And  blood  is  not  like  wine  ; 
Nor  honored  less  than  he  who  heirs 

Is  he  who  founds  a  line. 

Full  lightly  shall  the  prize  be  won. 

If  love  be  Fortune's  spur  ; 
And  neyer  maiden  stoops  to  him 

Who  lifts  himself  to  her. 

Her  home  is  brave  in  Jafifrey  Street, 
With  stately  stairways  worn 

By  feet  of  old  Colonial  knights 
And  ladies  gentle-bom. 

Still  green  about  its  ample  porch 

The  English  ivy  twines, 
Trained  back  to  ikow  in  English  oak 

The  herald's  carven  signs. 

And  on  her,  from  the  wainscot  old, 

Ancestral  faces  frown,  — 
And  this  has  worn  the  soldier's  sword, 

And  that  the  judge's  gown. 

But,  strong  of  will  and  proud  as  they. 

She  wa&s  the  gallery  floor 
As  if  she  trod  her  sailor's  deck 

By  stormy  Labrador  1 

The  sweetbrier  blooms  on  Kitterynside, 
And  green  are  Elliot's  bowers  ; 

Her  garden  is  the  pebbled  beach, 
The  mosses  are  her  flowers. 

She  looks  across  the  harbor-bar 

To  see  the  white  gulls  fly  ; 
His  greeting  from  the  Northern  sea 

Is  in  their  clanging  cry. 

She    hums    a    song,  and    dreams   that 
be. 

As  in  its  romance  old, 
Shall  homeward  ride  with  silken  sails 

And  masts  of  beaten  gold ! 


Oh,  rank  is  good,  and  gold  b  fair. 
And  high  and  low  m&te  ill ; 

But  love  has  never  known  a  law 
Beyond  its  own  sweet  will  1 


THE  COUNTESS 

TO  E.  W. 

I  inscribed  this  poem  to  Dr.  Elias  Weld  of 
Haverhill,  MassacnnsettB,  to  whose  lrin<lnft^  X 
was  much  indebted  in  my  boyhood.  He  was 
the  one  cultivated  man  in  the  neighborhood. 
His  small  but  well-chosen  library  was  placed  at 
my  dispoeaL  He  is  the  "  wise  old  doctor  "  of 
Snow-Bound. 

Goont  FranQois  de  Vipart  with  his  cousin 
Joseph  Rochemont  de  ^oyen  came  to  tibe 
United  States  in  the  early  part  of  the  present 
century.  They  took  up  their  residence  at 
Rocks  Village  on  the  Merrimao,  where  they 
both  married.  The  wife  of  Goont  Vipart  was 
Mary  IngaUa,  who,  as  my  father  remembered 
her,  was  a  very  lovely  yomig  mL  Her  wed- 
ding dress,  as  desoribea  by  a  uAy  still  living, 
was  **  pink  satin  with  an  overdress  of  white  laoe, 
and  white  satin  slippers. "  She  died  in  leas  than 
a  year  after  her  marriage.  Her  husband  re- 
turned to  his  native  country.  He  lies  buried  in 
the  family  tomb  of  the  Viparts  at  Bordeaux. 
[See  note  at  end  of  volume.  J 

I  KNOW  not,  Time  and  Space  so  intervene^ 
Whether,  still  waiting  with  a  trust  serene. 
Thou  bearest  up  thy  fourscore  years  and  ten. 
Or,  called  at  last,  art  now  Heaven's  citizen  ; 
But,  here  or  there,  a  pleasant  thought  of 

thee. 
Like  an  old  friend,  all  day  has  been  with  me. 
The  shy,  still  boy,  for  whom  thy  kindly  hand 
Smoothed  his  hard  pathway  to  the  wonder- 
land 
Of  thought  and  fancy,  in  gray  manhood  yet 
Keeps  green  the  memory  of  his  early  debt. 
To-day,  when  truth  and  falsehood  speak 

their  words 
Through  hot-lipped  cannon  and  the  teeth 

of  swords, 
Listening  with  quickened  heart  and  ear  in- 
tent 
To  each  sharp  clause  of  that  stem  argu- 
ment, 
I  still  can  hear  at  times  a  softer  note 
Of  the  old  pastoral  music  round  me  float, 
While  through  the  hot  gleam  of  our  civil 
strife 
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Looms  the  green  mirsige  of  a  simpler  life. 
As,  at  ha  alien  poet,  the  Eentioel 
Drops  the  old  bucket  ia  the  homestead  well. 
And  hears  old  voices  in  the  winds  that  toss 
Above  his  head  the  live-oak's  beard  of  moss, 
80,  in  our  trial-time,  and  under  skies 
Shadowed  by  swords  like  Islam's  paiwlise, 
I  wait  and  watch,  and  let  my  faucy  stra; 
To  milder  scenes  and  youth's  Arcadian  day; 


The  oonntrv  doctor  in  the  foreground  aeems, 
Whose  ancient  sulky  down  the  village  lanes 
Dragged,  like  a  war-car,  captive  ills  and 

pains. 
I  oonid  not  paint  the  scenery  of  my  song. 
Mindless   of  one  who   looked   thereon  so 

long; 
Who,  night  and  day,  on  duty's  lonely  round. 
Made  friends  o*  the  woods  and  rocks,  and 

knew  the  sound 
Of  each  small  brook,  and  what  the  hillside 

Said  to  the  winds  that  touched  their  leafy 

Who  saw  so  keenly  and  so  well  could  paint 
The    village-folk,  with    all   their   hnmors 

quaint, — 
The  parson  ambling  on  his  wall-eyed  roan. 
Grave  and  erect,  with  white  hair  backward 

The  tongb  old  boatman,  half   amphibious 

grown  J 
The  mnttering  witch-wife  of   the  gossip's 

tale. 
And  the  loud  straggler  levying  his  black- 
Old  customs,  fanbits,  superstitions,  fears, 
AH  that  lies  buried  under  fifty  years. 
To  tbee,  as  is  most  fit,  I  bring  my  lay. 
And,  grateful,  own  the  debt  I  cannot  pay. 


Over  the  wooded  northern  ridge, 

Between  its  houses  brown. 
To  the  dark  tunnel  of  the  bridge 

The  street  comes  straggling  down. 

Yon  catch  a  glimpse,   through  birch   and 

Of  gable,  roof,  and  poreb. 
Hie  tavern  with  its  swmging  sign. 
The  sharp  horn  of  tbe  church. 


The  river's  steel-blue  crescent  curvea 

To  meet,  in  ebb  and  flow, 
Tbe  single  broken  wharf  tint  aeiTM 

For  swop  and  gundelow. 

With  salt  sea-scenta  along  its  Eborea 

The  heavy  hay-boats  crawl, 
The  long  antenim  of  their  oaia 

In  lazy  rise  and  fall. 

Along  tbe  gray  abutment's  wkU 

The  idle  shad-net  dries  ; 
The  toll-man  in  his  cobbler's  stall 

Sits  smoking  with  closed  eyes. 

You  hear  the  pier'g  low  andertoiw 
Of  wares  that  chafe  and  gnaw  ; 

You  start, —  a  skipper's  horn  ia  blown 
To  raise  the  creaking  draw. 

At  times  a  blacksmith's  anvil  aoond* 
With  alow  and  slugeard  beat, 

Or  stage-coach  on  its  dusty  ronnda 
Wakes  np  the  staring  street. 

A  place  for  idle  eyes  and  ears, 

A  cobwebbed  nook  of  dreams  ; 
Left    by    the    stream    whose    waves   ar 

Tbe  stranded  village  seems. 

And  there,  like  other  moss  and  rusti 

Tbe  native  dweller  clings, 
And  keeps,  in  uninquiring  trust, 

The  old,  dull  round  of  things. 

The  fisher  drops  bis  patient  lines, 

The  farmer  sows  his  grain. 
Content  to  hear  the  mnrmnring  pines 

Instead  of  railroad  train. 

Go  where,  along  the  tangled  steep 
That  slopes  against  the  west. 

The  hamlet's  buried  Idlers  sleep 
In  stiU  profounder  rest. 

Throw  back  the  locust's  flowery  plume, 

The  birch's  pale-green  scarf. 
And  break  the  WPb  of  brier  and  bloom 

From  name  and  epitaph. 

A  simple  muster-roll  of  death. 
Of  pomp  and  romance  shorn, 

Tbe  dry,  old  names  that  common  breath 
Has  cheapened  and  outworn. 
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■use  by  one  low  mound,  and  part 
i  wild  vines  o'er  it  laced, 
ead  the  words  by  rustic  art 
>n  its  headstone  traced. 

'  yon  white-haired  villager 
fourscore  years  can  say 
means  the  noble  name  of  her 

0  sleeps  with  common  clay. 

ile  from  the  Grascon  land 
nd  refuge  here  aud  rest, 
oved,  of  all  the  village  band, 
fairest  and  its  best. 

lelt  with  her  on  Sabbath  moms, 
worshipped  through  her  eyes, 
n  the  pnde  that  doubts  aud  scorns 
le  in  her  faith's  surprise. 

imple  daily  life  he  saw 
homeliest  duties  tried, 
things  by  an  untaught  law 
fitness  justified. 

sr  his  rank  aside  he  laid  ; 
took  the  hue  and  tone 
^ly  life  and  toil,  and  made 
:  simple  ways  his  own. 

ill,  in  gay  and  careless  ease, 
harvest-field  or  dance 
ought  the  gentle  courtesies, 

1  nameless  grace  of  France. 

he  who  taught  him  love  not  less 
m  him  she  loved  in  turn 
it  in  her  sweet  unconsciousness 
at  leve  is  quick  to  learn. 

grew  to  each  in  pleased  accord, 
r  knew  the  gazing  town 
I  looked  upward  to  her  lord 
he  to  her  looked  down. 

sweet,    when    summer's    day    was 

o'er, 

violin's  mirth  and  wail, 
ralk  on  pleasant  Newbury's  shore, 
t  river's  moonlit  sail  ! 

life  is  brief,  though  love  be  long  ; 
)  altar  and  the  bier, 
nrial  hymn  and  bridal  song, 
re  both  in  one  short  year  1 


Her  rest  is  quiet  on  the  hill. 
Beneath  the  locust's  bloom  ; 

Far  off  her  lover  sleeps  as  still 
Within  his  scutcheoned  tomb. 

The  Grascon  lord,  the  village  maid. 
In  death  still  clasp  their  hands  ; 

The  love  that  levels  rank  and  grade 
Unites  their  severed  lands. 

What  matter  whose  the  hillside  grave^ 
Or  whose  the  blazoned  stone  ? 

Forever  to  her  western  wave 
Shall  whisper  blue  Graronue  I 

O  Love  !  —  so  hallowing  every  soil 
That  gives  thy  sweet  flower  room. 

Wherever,  nursed  by  ease  or  toil. 
The  human  heart  takes  bloom  !  — 

Plant  of  lost  Eden,  from  the  sod 

Of  sinful  earth  unriven. 
White  blossom  of  the  trees  of  God 

Dropped  down  to  us  from  heaven !  — * 

This  tangled  waste  of  mound  and  stone 

Is  holy  for  thy  sake  ; 
A  sweetness  which  is  all  thy  own 

Breathes  out  from  fern  and  brake. 

And  while  ancestral  pride  shall  twine 
The  Gascon's  tomb  with  flowers. 

Fall  sweetly  here,  O  song  of  mine, 
With  summer's  bloom  and  showers  t 

And  let  the  lines  that  severed  seem 

Unite  ag^in  in  thee, 
As  western  wave  and  Gallic  stream 

Are  mingled  in  one  sea  ! 
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This  poem,  -when  originally  published,  was 
dedicated  to  Annie  Fields,  wife  of  the  distin- 
guished publisher,  James  T.  Fields,  of  Boston, 
in  grateful  acknowledgment  of  the  streng'th 
and  inspiration  I  have  found  in  her  friendwip 
and  S3nnipathy. 

The  poem  in  its  first  form  was  entitled  7^e 
Wife :  an  If^yl  of  Bearcamp   Water,  and  ap- 

? eared  in  The  Atlantic  Monthly  for  January, 
^^,  When  I  published  the  volume  Among 
the  HVU,  in  December  of  the  same  year,  I  ex- 
panded the  Prelude  and  filled  out  also  the  out- 
lines of  the  story. 
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Aix>NO  the  toadaide,  like  tiie  flowen  of 

gold 
Thlt  tawn J  Incas  for  their  gardens  wrought, 
HeaTT  wiUi  sunshine  droops  the  golden-rod, 
And  the  red  peanonB  of  the  cardinal-flowers 
UftDg  motionless  upon  their  upright  staves, 
The  skj  is  hot  and  hazy,  and  the  wind, 
Wing-weaiy  with  its  long  flight  from  the 

«.ulh, 
Unfelt ;  yet,   oloselT  scanned,  yon   maple 

leaf 
With  faintest  motion,  as  one  stirs  in  dreams, 
Confesses  it.     The  locust  by  the  wall 
Stabs  the  noon-silence  with  bis  sharp  alstm. 
A  single  hay-cart  down  the  dusty  road 
Creaks  slowly,  with  its  driver  fast  asleep 
On  the  load  B  top.     Against  the  neighbor- 
ing bill, 
Hnddled  along  the  stone  wall's  shady  side. 
The  sheep  sbotr  white,  as  if  a  snowdrift 

still 
Defied   the   dog-stu.     Through   the   open 

A  drowsy  smell  of  flowers  —  gray  helio- 

And  white  sweet  clover,  and  shy  mignon- 
ette- 
Comes  faintly  in,  and  silent  chorus  lends 
To  the  pervading  symphony  of  peace. 


So  lime  is  this  for  hands  long  • 

To  task  their  strength:  and  (onto  Him  be 

Who   giveth    quietness  !)    the   stress   and 

Of  years  that  did  the  work  of  eentnries 
Have  ceased,  and  we  can  draw  our  breath 

ODce  more 
Freely  and  full.    So,  as  yon  harvesters 
Make   glad  their  nooning  underneath  the 

With  tale  and  riddle  and  old  snatch  of  song, 
I  lay  aside  grave  themes,  and  idly  turn 
The  leaves  of  memory's  sketch-book,  dream- 
ing o'er 
Old  snmmer  pictures  of  the  qnlet  hills. 
And  bumEin  life,  as  quiet,  at  their  feet. 

And  vet  not  idly  all.    A  fanner's  son. 
Proud  of  fleld-lore  and  harvest  craft,  and 

All  theic  fine  possibilities,  how  rich 
And  restful  even  poverty  and  toil 


Become  when  beauty,  harmony,  and  love 
Sit  at  their  humble  hearth  as  angels  sat 
At  evening  in  the  patriarch's  tent,  when  man 
Makes  labor  noble,  and  bis  farmer's  frock 
The  symbol  of  a  Christian  chivalry 
Tender  and  just  and  generous  to  her 
Who  clothes  with  grace  all  da^ ;  stiU,  I 

Too  well  the  fHctuie  has  knother  rids,  — 
How  wearily  the  grind  of  toil  goes  cm 
Where  love  is  wanting,  how  the  eyo  and 

And  heart  are  starved  amidst  the  plenitnde 
Of  nature,  and  how  hard  and  ealorlsas 
Is  life  without  an  atmosphere.     I  look 
Across  the  lapse  of  half  a  century. 
And  call  to  mind  old  homesteads,  where  no 

Told  that   the  spring  hod  come,  hot  vvil 

weeds. 
Nightshade   and  rongb-leaved  burdock  in 

the  place 
Of  the  sweet  doorway  greeting  of  the  roas 
And   honeysnckle,  whue   the  hooM  walb 

seemed 
Blistering  in  sun,  without  a  tr«e  or  vine 
To  cast  the  tremulous  shadow  of  its  leaves 
Acmes  the  curtainless  windows,  tuna  whoM 

Fluttered  the  signal  rags  of  sbiftlesineM. 
Within,   the  cluttered   kitchen    floor,  on- 

(Broom-clean  I  think  they  called  it);  ths 

best  room 
Stifling  with  cellar-damp,  shut  from  the  sir 
In  hot  midsummer,  bookless,  pictoreleM 
Save  the  inevitable  sampler  hung 
Over  the  fireplace,  or  a  mourning  piece, 
A  green-haired  woman,  peonj-ohaued,  !»• 

Impossible   willows;     the  wide -throated 

Bristling  with  faded  pine-boughs  half  con- 
cealing 
The  piled -up  mbbisb  at  the  chimoey'i 

And,  in  sad  keeping  with  all  thing*  abcot 

them. 
Shrill,  querulous  women,  soar  and  snlboi 

Untidy,  loveless,  old  before  their  time, 
With  scarce  a  human  interest  save  their  ows 
Monotonous  round  of  small  economies. 
Or  the  poor  scandal  of  the  nei^borhood ; 
Blind  to  the  beauty  everywher*  tereoUd, 
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ingthe  May-flowers  with  regardless 
feet ; 

sm  the  song-sparrow  and  the  bobolink 
noty  nor  winds  made  music  in  the 
leaves; 

em  in  yain  October's  holocanst 
i,  gold  and  crimson,  over  all  the  hills, 
cnunental  mystery  of  the  woods. 
b-goerSy  f  earnil  of  the  unseen  Powers, 
rambling  over  pulpit-tax  and   pew- 
inty 

If  as  shrewd  economists,  their  souls 
rinter  pork  with  the  least  possible 
outlay 

t  and  sanctity  ;  in  daily  life 
ag  as  little  actual  comprehension 
nstian  charity  and  love  and  duty, 
he  Sermon  on  the  Mount  had  been 
ted  like  a  last  year's  almanac  : 
a  broad  woodlands  and  in  half-tilled 
fields, 

Bt  so  pinched  and  bare  and  comfort- . 
less, 

wriest  straggler  limping  on  his  rounds, 
m  and  air  his  sole  mheritance, 
ed  at  a  poverty  that  paid  its  taxes, 
ugged  his  rags  in  self-complacency  1 

och  should  be  the  homesteads  of  a 

land 
»  whoso  wisely  wills  and  acts  may 

dwell 

[g  and  lawgiver,  in  broad-acred  state, 
Mauty,  art,  taste,  culture,  books,  to 

make 

mi  of  leisure  richer  than  a  life 
irscore  to  the  barons  of  old  time, 
soman  should  be  equal  to  his  home 
the  fair,  green  valleys,  purple  walled, 
I  to  match  his  mountains,  not  to  creep 
fed  and  abased  below  them.    I  would 

fain 
s  light  way  (of  which  I  needs  must 

own 

the  knife-grinder  of  whom  Canning 

sings, 
Y,  Grod  bless  you  !  I  have  none  to  tell 

you  I ") 

the  eye  to  see  and  heart  to  feel 
sauty  and  the  joy  within  their  reach,  — 
,  and  home  loves,  and  the  beatitudes 
tore  free  to  all.     Haply  in  years 
mat  to  take  the  places  of  our  own, 
I  where  some  breezy  balcony  looks 

down 


On  happy  homes,  or  where  the  lake  in  the 

moon 
Sleeps  dreaming  of  the  mountains,  fair  as 

Ruth, 
In  the  old  Hebrew  pastoral,  at  the  feet 
Of  Boaz,  even  this  simple  lay  of  mine 
May  seem  the  burden  of  a  prophecy, 
Finding  its  late  fulfilment  m  a  change 
Slow  as  the  oak's  growth,  lifting  manhood  up 
Through  broader  culture,  finer  manners, 

love, 
And  reverence,  to  the  level  of  the  hills. 

O  Golden  Age,  whose  light  is  of  the  dawn, 
And  not  of  sunset,  forward,  not  behind, 
Flood  the  new  heavens  and  earth,  and  with 

thee  bring 
All  the  old  virtues,  whatsoever  things 
Are  pure  and  honest  and  of  good  repute. 
But  add  thereto  whatever  bsvd  has  sung 
O^seer  has  told  of  when  in  trance  and  dream 
They  saw  the  Happy  Isles  of  prophecy  ! 
Let  JusMe  hold  her  scale,  and  Truth  divide 
Between  tWe  right  and  wrong ;  but  give  the 

heart" 
The  freedom  bf  its  fair  inheritance  ; 
Let  the  poor  prisoner,  crampe4  and  starved 

so  long. 
At  Nature's  table  feast  his  ear  and  eye 
With  joy  and  wonder  ;  let  all  harmonies 
Of  sound,  form,  color,  motion,  wait  upon 
The  princely  guest,  whether  in  soft  attire 
Of  leisure  clad,  or  the  coarse  frock  of 

toil. 
And,  lending  life  to  the  dead  form  of  faith, 
Give  human  nature  reverence  for  the  sake 
Of  One  who  bore  it,  making  it  divine 
With  the  ineffable  tenderness  of  God  ; 
Let   common    need,   the    brotherhood    of 

prayer. 
The  heirship  of  an  unknown  destiny. 
The  unsolved  mystery  round  about  us,  make 
A  man  more  precious  than  the  gold  of  Ophir. 
Sacred,  inviolate,  unto  whom  all  things 
Should  minister,  as  outward  types  and  signs 
Of  the  eternal  beauty  which  fulfils 
The  one  great  purpose  of  creation.  Love, 
The  sole  necessity  of  Earth  and  Heaven  I 


For  weeks  the  clouds  had  raked  the  hills 
And  vexed  the  vales  with  raining, 

And  all  the  woods  were  sad  with  mist. 
And  all  the  brooks  complaining. 
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At  last,  K  Huddeu  aiKht-stonn  tore 

The  mounbUQ  veila  aaunder, 
And  swept  the  vallsy b  dean  before 

The  b^m  of  the  thunder. 

Through  Sandwich  notch  the  weat-vind 
Bang 

Good  morrow  to  the  cotter  ; 
And  once  again  Cboconia's  hom 

Of  shadow  pierced  the  water. 

Above  bis  broad  lake  Ostipee, 
Onoe  more  the  sunshine  wearing, 

8tO(n)ed,  tracing  on  that  HiWer  shield 
HiB  grim  armorial  bearing. 

Clear  drawn  against  the  hard  hlne  sky. 
The  peaks  had  winter's  keenness  ; 

And,  close  on  autumn's  frost,  the  Tales 
Had  more  than  June's  fresh  greenness. 

A^in  the  sodden  forest  floors 

tVith  golden  lights  were  checkered. 

Once  more  rejoicing  leaves  iii  wind 
And  sunshine  danced  end  flickered. 

It  was  as  if  the  summer's  late 

Atoning  for  its  sadness 
Hod  borrowed  every  season's  charm 

To  end  its  days  in  gladness. 

I  call  to  mind  those  banded  vales 

Of  shadow  and  of  shining, 
Through  which,  my  hostess  at  mj  side, 

I  drove  in  day's  declining. 

We  held  our  sideling  way  above 
The  river's  whitening  shallows. 

By  homesteads  old,  with  wide-flung  bams 
Swept  through  and  through  bj  swallows ; 

By  maple  orchards,  belts  of  pine 

And  larches  climbing  darkly 
The  mountain  slopes,  and,  over  all. 

The  great  peaks  rising  starkly. 

Yob  should  have  seen  that  long  hill-range 
With  gaps  of  brightness  riven,  — 

How  through  each  pass  and  hollow  streamed 
Tke  purpling  lights  of  heaven,  — 

Rivers  of  gold-mist  tlowiag  down 
From  far  celestial  fountains,  — 

The  great  snn  flaming  through  the  rifts 
Beyond  the  wall  of  mountains  I 


We  paused  at  last  where  home-bound  con 
Brought  down  the  pasture's  treuure. 

And  in  the  bam  the  rhythmic  flail* 
Beat  out  a  harvest  n: 


We  beard  the  night-hawk's  snllen  plonge, 
The  crow  his  tree-mates  calling  : 

The  shadows  lengthening  down  uie  slope* 
Abont  onr  feet  were  billing. 

And  through  them  smote  the  level  snn 

In  broken  lines  of  splendor. 
Touched    the   gray   rocks  and   mode  ths 
green 

Of  the  shorn  grass  more  tender. 

The  maples  bending  o'er  the  gate, 
Their  arch  of  leaves  just  tinted 

With  yellow  warmth,  the  goMen  glow 
Of  coming  autumn  hinted. 

Keen  white  between  the  f arm-hoose  ih 
And  smiled  on  porch  and  trellis, 

The  fair  democracy  of  flowers 
That  equals  cot  and  palace. 

And  weaving  f^lands  for  her  dog, 

'Twizt  chidings  and  caresses, 
A  human  flower  of  childhood  shook 

The  sunshine  from  her  tresses. 

On  either  hand  we  saw  the  signs 

Of  fancy  and  of  shrewdnese, 
Where  taste  had  wound  its  arms  of  t 

Bound  thrift's  uncomely 


The  sun-brown  farmer  in  his  frock 
Shook  hands,  and  called  to  Mary : 

Bare-armed,  as  Juno  might,  she  oam^ 
White-aproned  from  her  dairy. 


Her  air,  her  Bmile,  her  motions,  t 
Of  womanly  completeness  ; 

A  music  as  of  household  songs 
Was  in  her  voic      ' 


Not  fair  alone  in  curve  and  line. 
But  something  more  and  better, 

The  secret  cfaarm  eluding  art. 
Its  spirit,  not  its  letter  ;— 

An  inborn  grace  that  nothing  loflked 
Of  culture  or  appliance,  — 

The  warmth  of  genial  conrte^, 
The  calm  of  self-reliance. 
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eenly  womanhood 
our  hostess  utter 
rand  of  her  need 
fresh-churned  butter  ? 

.y  with  housewife  pride, 
store  disclosing, 
the  golden  balls 
sed  hands  disposing. 

long  the  western  hills 
1  the  changeful  glory 
our  homeward  way, 
simple  story. 

kets  sang  ;  the  stream 
ough  ray  friend's  narration  : 
x>is  of  the  hills 
free  translation. 

'  she  said,  ''than  those  who 

middle  summer, 
m  June's  first  roses  blow, 
B  early  comer. 

and  ball  and  rout  she  came, 
air,  pale  daughter, 
mne  of  mountain  air 
Bearcamp  Water. 

iw  firmer  on  the  hills 
our  homesteads  over  ; 
lip,  from  summer  fields, 
the  bloom  of  clover. 

smes  sparkling  in  the  streams 
yhocorua  stealing  : 
n  our  Northern  winds  ; 
re  trees  of  healing. 

ath  the  broad-armed  elms 
he  mowing  meadow, 
the  gentle  west-wind  weave 
rith  shine  and  shadow. 

From  the  summer  heat 
r  g^teful  screening, 
1  bared,  the  farmer  stood, 
tchfork  leaning. 

bs  damp,  dark  locks,  his  face 
g  mean  or  common,  — 
',  true,  the  tenderness 
)eloved  of  woman. 


"  She  looked  up,  glowing  with  the  health 
The  country  air  had  brought  her. 

And,  laughing,  said  :  '  You  lack  a  wife. 
Your  mother  lacks  a  daughter. 

« *  To  mend  your  frock  and    bake  youi 
bread 

You  do  not  need  a  lady  : 
Be  sure  among  these  brown  old  homea 

Is  some  one  waiting  ready,  — 

** '  Some  fair,  sweet  girl  with  skilful  band 
And  cheerful  heart  for  treasure. 

Who  never  played  with  ivory  keys, 
Or  danced  the  polka's  measure.' 

<*  He  bent  his  black  brows  to  a  frown. 
He  set  his  white  teeth  tightly. 

'  'T  is  well,'  he  said,  *  for  one  like  you 
To  choose  for  me  so  lightly. 

''  *  You  think  because  my  life  is  rude 

I  take  no  note  of  sweetness  : 
I  tell  you  love  has  naught  to  do 

With  meetness  or  unmeetness. 

**  *  Itself  its  best  excuse,  it  asks 

No  leave  of  pride  or  fashion 
When  silken  zone  or  homespun  frock 

It  stirs  with  thi'obs  of  passion. 

**  *  You  think  me  deaf  and  blind  :  you  bring 

Your  winning  graces  hither 
As  free  as  if  from  cradle-time 

We  two  had  played  together. 

« <  You  tempt  me  with  your  laughing  eyes. 

Your  cheeK  of  sundown's  blushes, 
A  motion  as  of  waving  grain, 

A  music  as  of  thrushes. 

'<  *  The  plaything  of  your  summer  sport. 
The  spells  you  weave  around  me 

Yon  cannot  at  your  will  undo. 
Nor  leave  me  as  you  found  me. 

** '  You  go  as  lightly  as  you  came. 

Your  life  is  well  without  me  ; 
What  care  you  that  these  hills  will  close 

Like  prison-walls  about  me  ? 

**  *  No  mood  is  mine  to  seek  a  wife. 

Or  daughter  for  my  mother  : 
Who  loves  you  loses  m  that  love 

All  power  to  love  another  I 
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" '  I  dare  your  pity  or  your  soom, 
With  pride  your  own  exceeding ; 

I  flin?  my  heart  into  your  lap 
Without  a  word  or  pleading.' 

"  She  looked  up  in  his  face  of  pain 

So  archly,  yet  so  tender : 
'  And  if  I  feud  you  mine,'  she  said, 

'  Will  yon  foFgivo  the  lender  ? 

" '  Nor  frock  DOF  tan  can  hide  the  man  ; 

And  see  yon  not,  my  farmer, 
How  weak  and  fond  a  woman  waits 

Behind  the  silken  armor  ? 

"  '  I  lore  you  :  on  that  love  alone, 
And  not  my  worth,  presuming. 

Will  you  not  trust  for  summer  fruit 
Th«  tree  in  May-day  blooming  ? ' 

"  Alone  the  hangbird  overhead. 
His  hair-swung  cradle  straining. 

Looked  down  to  see  love's  miracH,  — 
The  giving  that  ia  gaining. 

"  And  so  the  former  fonud  a  wife, 
His  mother  found  a  daughter  : 

There  looks  no  happier  home  than  hera 
On  pleasant  Beorcamp  Water. 

"Flowers  spring  to  blouom   where   she 

The  careful  ways  of  dnty  ; 
Our  hard,  stiff  lines  of  life  with  her 
Are  flowing  curves  of  beauty. 

"  Our  homes  are  cheerier  for  her  sake, 


Is  sweeter  for  her  coming. 

"  Unspoken  homilies  of  peace 
Her  daily  life  is  preaching ; 

The  still  refreshment  of  the  dew 
Is  her  unconscious  teaching. 

"  And  never  tenderer  hand  than  hers 
Uuknits  the  brow  of  ailing ; 

Her  garments  to  the  sick  man's  ear 
Have  music  in  their  trailing. 

"And  when,  in  pleasant  harvest  tnooni. 
The  youthful  buskers  gather, 

Or  sleigh-drives  on  the  mountain  ways 
Defy  the  winter  weather, — 


llie  winds  of  March  are  blowing. 

And  sweetly  from  its  thawing  veins 

The  maple's  blood  is  flovring,  — 

"  In  Bummer,  where  some  lilied  pond 

Its  virgin  zone  is  baring. 
Or  where  the  ruddy  autuma  fire 

Lights  up  the  apple-paring, — 

"  The  coarseness  of  «  mder  tima 

Her  finer  mirth  displaces, 
A  subtler  sense  of  plmsure  fills 

Each  rustic  sport  she  graces. 

"  Her   presence    lends   its    warmth    i 
health 

To  all  who  come  before  iL 
If  woman  lost  us  Eden,  such 

Aa  she  alone  restore  it. 

"  For  larger  life  and  wiser  aimi 

The  farmer  is  her  debtor  ; 
Who  holds  to  his  another's  heart 

Must  needs  be  worse  or  better. 

"  Through  her  his  eivio  service  showc 

A  purer-toned  ambition  ; 
Xo  double  consciouBiiesB  dividM 

The  man  and  politician. 


Jnpplyiiig,  T 
The  neede 


'  He  owns  her  logic  of  the  heart, 
And  wisdom  of  ujireason, 

_,  while  he  doubtsand  weighs, 
;  ne^ed  word  in  season. 

"  He  sees  with  pride  her  richer  thoa^ 

Her  fancy's  freer  ranges  ; 
And  love  thus  deepened  to  respect 

Is  proof  against  all  changes. 

"  And  if  she  walks  at  ease  in  ways 

His  feet  are  slow  to  travel. 
And  if  she  reads  with  cultured  eyes 
What  his  may  scarce  unravel, 

"  Still  clearer,  for  her  keener  sight 

Of  beauty  and  of  wonder. 
He  learns  the  meaning  of  the  hills 

He  dwelt  from  childhood  under. 
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«  And  higher,  warmed  with  summer  Ughts, 
Or  winter-crowned  and  hoary, 

The  ridged  horizon  lifts  for  him 
Its  inner  veils  of  glory. 

*He  has  his  own  free,  bookless  lore. 
The  lessons  nature  taught  him, 

The  wisdom  which  the  woods  and  hills 
And  toiling  men  have  brought  him : 

"The  steady  force  of  will  whereby 
Her  flexile  grace  seems  sweeter  ; 

The  sturdy  counterpoise  which  makes 
Her  wonum's  life  completer  ; 

**  A  latent  fire  of  soul  which  lacks 

No  breath  of  love  to  fan  it ; 
And  wit,  that,  like  his  native  brooks. 

Flays  over  solid  granite. 

''How  dwarfed  against  his  manliness 

She  sees  the  poor  pretension, 
The  wants,  the  aims,  the  follies,  born 

Of  fashion  and  convention  I 

**  How  life  behind  its  accidents 
Stands  strong  and  self-sustaining. 

The  human  fact  transcending  all 
The  losing  and  the  gaining. 

"  And  so  in  grateful  interchange 

Of  teacher  and  of  hearer, 
Their  lives  their  true  distinctness  keep 

While  daily  drawing  nearer. 

**  And  if  the  husband  or  the  wife 
In  home's  strong  light  discovers 

Sneh  slight  defaults  as  failed  to  meet 
The  luinded  eyes  of  lovers, 

**  Why    need    we    care    to    ask  ?  —  who 
dreams 

Without  their  thorns  of  roses. 
Or  wonders  that  the  truest  steel 

The  readiest  spark  discloses  ? 

**  For  still  in  mutual  sufferance  lies 

The  secret  of  true  living  ; 
Love  scarce  is  love  that  never  knows 

The  sweetness  of  forgiving. 

"  We  send  the  Squire  to  General  Court, 
He  takes  his  yoimg  wife  thither  ; 

Ko  prouder  man  election  day 
Kides  through  the  sweet  June  weather. 


**  He  sees  with  eyes  of  manly  trust 

All  hearts  to  her  inclining ; 
Not  less  for  him  his  household  light 

That  others  share  its  shining." 

Thus,  while  my  hostess  spake,  there  grew 

Before  me,  warmer  tinted 
And  outlined  with  a  tenderer  grace, 

The  picture  that  she  hinted. 

The  sunset  smouldered  as  we  drove 
Beneath  the  deep  hill-shadows. 

Below  us  wreaths  of  white  fog  walked 
Like  ghosts  the  haunted  meadows. 

Sounding  the  sununer  night,  the  stars 
Dropped  down  their  golden  plummets  ; 

The  pale  arc  of  the  Northern  lights 
Rose  o'er  the  mountain  summits. 

Until,  at  last,  beneath  its  bridge. 
We  heard  the  Bearcamp  flowing. 

And  saw  across  the  mapled  lawn 
The  welcome  home-Lghts  glowing. 

And,  musing  on  the  tale  I  heard, 
T  were  well,  thought  I,  if  often 

To  rugged  farm-life  came  the  gift 
To  harmonize  and  soften  ; 

If  more  and  more  we  found  the  troth 

Of  fact  and  fancy  plighted. 
And  culture's  charm  and  labor's  strength 

In  rural  homes  united,  — 

The  simple  life,  the  homely  hearth. 
With  Deauty's  sphere  surrounding, 

And  blessing  toil  where  toil  abounds 
With  graces  more  abounding. 
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The  land  was  pale  with  famine 

And  racked  with  fever-pain  ; 
The  frozen  fiords  were  fisldess. 

The  earth  withheld  her  gndn. 

Men  saw  the  boding  Fylgj& 

Before  them  come  and  g^, 
And,  through  their  dreams,  the  Urdarmoon 

From  west  to  east  sailed  slow  ! 

Jarl  Thorkell  of  Thevera 
At  Yule-time  made  his  vow  ; 
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On  Rjkdal's  holy  Doom-stone 
He  slaw  to  Frej  hia  cow. 

To  bonnteoDB  Frey  he  slew  her ; 

To  Skuld,  the  younger  Norn, 
Who  watches  over  birth  and  death, 

He  gave  bet  calf  unborn. 

And  his  little  ^Id-hnLred  daughter 

Took  up  the  sprinkling-rod, 
And  smeared  with  blood  the  temple 

And  the  wide  lips  of  the  god. 

Hoarse  below,  the  winter  water 

Ground  its  ice  blocks  o'er  and  o'er  ; 

Jets  of  foam,  like  ghosts  of  dead  wavea, 
Rose  and  fell  along  the  shore. 

The  red  torch  of  the  Jokd, 

Aloft  in  icy  space, 
Shone  down  on  the  bloody  Horg-stonea 

And  the  statne's  corven  face. 

And  closer  round  and  grimmer 

Beneath  its  baleful  light 
The  Jotun  shapes  of  mountains 

Came  crowding  through  the  night. 

The  gray-baired  Hersii"  tumbled 
As  a  name  by  wind  is  blown  ; 

A  weird  power  moved  his  white  lips. 
And  their  voice  was  not  his  own  1 

"  The  ^ir  thirst  I "  be  muttered  ; 

"  The  goda  must  have  more  blood 
Before  the  tun  sboll  blossom 

Or  fish  shall  fill  the  flood. 

"The  .Xsir  thirst  and  hunger. 
And  hence  our  blight  and  ban  ; 

The  months  of  the  strong  gods  water 
For  the  flesh  and  blood  of  man  I 

"  Whom  shall  we  give  the  strong  ones  ? 

Not  warriors,  sword  on  thigh ; 
But  let  the  nursling  infant 

And  bedrid  old  man  die." 

"  So  be  it ! "  cried  the  yoong  men, 
"There  needs  nor  doubt  nor  parle." 

Bat,  knitting  bard  liis  red  brows, 
In  silence  stood  tbe  Jarl. 

A  Bonnd  of  woman's  weeping 
At  the  temple  door  was  heard, 


Hien  the  Dream-wife  of  Hiingnlla, 

A  V^  young  and  fair, 
ing  softly,  stirring  with 
The  veil  of  her  loose  h 

She  sang  :  "  The  winds  from  AlfKnim 
Bring  never  sound  of  strife  ; 

The  gifts  for  Frey  the  meetest 
Are  not  of  death,  but  life. 

"  He  loves  the  giaas-green  meadows, 
The  grazing  kine's  sweet  breath  ; 

He  loathes  your  bloody  Horg-stonea, 
Your  gifts  that  smell  of  death. 

"  No  wrong  by  wrong  is  right«d. 
No  pain  IS  cured  by  pain  ; 

blood  that  smokes  from  Doom-rings 


"  The  gods  are  what  you  make  tliein. 
As  earth  shall  Asgard  prove  ; 

And  hate  will  come  of  bating, 
And  love  will  come  of  love. 

"  Make  dole  of  skyr  and  blaek  bread 
That  old  and  young  may  live  ; 

And  look  to  Frey  for  favor 
When  first  like  Frey  you  ^ve. 

"  Even  now  o'er  Njord's  sea-meadows 
The  summer  dawn  begins : 

The  tun  shall  have  its  harvest, 
file  fiord  its  glancing  fins." 

Then  up  and  swore  Jarf  Thorkell ! 

"  By  Ginili  and  by  Hel, 
O  Vftla  of  Thingvalla, 

Thou  singest  wise  and  well  I 

"  Too  dear  the  .Xsir's  favors 

Bought  with  our  children's  lives ; 

Better  die  than  shame  in  living 
Our  mothers  and  our  wives. 

"The  full  shall  give  his  portion 
To  bim  wbo  luith  most  need  ; 

Of  curdled  skyr  and  black  bread, 
Be  daily  dole  decreed." 

He  broke  from  off  his  neck-chain 
Three  links  of  beaten  gold ; 
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each  man,  at  his  bidding, 
ought  gifts  for  young  and  old. 

I  mothers  nursed  their  children, 
id  daughters  fed  their  sires, 
Health  sat  down  with  Plenty 
fore  the  next  Yule  fires. 

Horg-stones  stand  in  Rykdal ; 
le  Doom-ring  still  remains  ; 
the  snows  of  a  thousand  winters 
tve  washed  away  the  stains. 

}t  ruleth  now  ;  the  ^sir 
tve  found  their  twilight  dim  ; 
wiser  than  she  dreamed,  of  old 
le  Vala  sang  of  Him  I 
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abbi  Nathan  twoscore  years  and  ten 
1  blameless  through  the  evil  world, 
and  then, 

the  almond  blossomed  in  his  hair, 
temptation  all  too  strong  to  bear, 
iserably  sinned.    So,  adding  not 
K)d  to  guilt,  he  left  his  seat,  and 
taught 

re  among  the  elders,  but  went  out 
be  great  congregation  girt  about 
Ackcloth,  and  with  ashes  on  his  head, 
I  his  gray  locks  grayer.      Long  he 
prated, 

r  his  breast ;  then,  as  the  Book  he 
laid 

efore  him  for  the  Bath-Cors  choice, 
I  to  hear  that  Daughter  of  a  Voice, 

the  royal  preacher's  words :   **  A 
friend 

at  all  times,  yea,  unto  the  end  ; 
r  the  evil  day  thy  brother  lives." 
ling,  he  said  :  **  It  is  the  Lord  who 

Fives 
in  need.    At  Ecbatana  dwells 
Ben  Isaac,  who  all  men  excels 
iteousness  and  wisdom,  as  the  trees 
lanon  the  small  weeds  that  the  bees 
ith  their  weight.    I  will  arise,  and 

B  before  him." 

And  he  went  his  way 
oted,  fasting  long,  witb  many  prayers ; 
en  as  one  who,  followed  unawares. 


Suddenly  in  the  darkness  feels  a  hand 
Thrill  with  its  touch  his  own,  and  his  cheek 

fanned 
By  odors  subtly  sweet,  and  whispers  near 
Of  words  he  loathes,  yet  cannot  choose  but 

hear. 
So,  while  the  Rabbi  journeyed,  chanting  low 
The  wail  of  David's  penitential  woe, 
Before  him  still  the  old  temptation  came. 
And  mocked  him  with  the  motion  and  the 

shame 
Of  such  desires  that,  shuddering,  he  ab- 
horred 
Himself  ;  and,  crying  mightily  to  the  Lord 
To  free  his  soul  and  cast  the  demon  out, 
Smote  with  his  staff  the  blankness  round 
about. 

At  length,  in  the  low  light  of  a  spent  day. 
The  towers  of  Ecbatana  far  away 
Rose  on  the  desert's  rim  ;  and  Nathan,  faint 
And  footsore,  pausing  where  for  some  dead 

saint 
The  faith  of  Islam  reared  a  domed  tomb^ 
Saw  some  one  kneeling  in  the  shadow,  whom 
He  greeted  kindly  :  **  May  the  Holy  One 
Answer  thy  prayers,  O  stranger  I "    Where- 
upon 
The  shape  stood  up  with  a  loud  cry,  and 

then. 
Clasped  in  each  other's  arms,  the  two  gray 

men 
Wept,  praising  Him  whose  gracious  provi- 
dence 
Made  their  paths  one.    But  straightway,  as 

the  sense 
Of  his  transgression  smote  him,  Nathan  tore 
Himself   away :    **  O  friend    beloved,  no 

more 
Worthy  am  I  to  touch  thee,  for  I  came, 
Foul  from  my  sins,  to  tell  thee  all  my  shame. 
Haply  thy  prayers,  since  naught  availeth 

mine. 
May  puree  my  soul,  and  make  it  white  like 

thme. 
Pity  me,  O  Ben  Isaac,  I  have  sinned  I  " 

Awestruck  Ben  Isaac  stood.    The  desert 

wind 
Blew  his  long  mantle  backward,  laying  bare 
The  mournful  secret  of  his  shirt  of  hair. 
**  1  too,  O  friend,  if  not  in  act,"  he  said, 
**1d.  thought    have  verily  sinned.      Hast 

thou  not  read, 
*  Better  the  eye  should  see  than  that  desire 
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Should  wander  ? '     Burning  with  a  hidden 

fire 
That  tears  and  praters  quench  not,  I  come 

to  thee 
For  pi<7  and  for  help,  as  tlura  to  me. 
Pray  for  me,  O  mf  friend  1 "    But  Nathan 

cried, 
"  Fiaj'  thon  for  me,  Beu  Isaac  I " 

Side  hj  side 
lit  the  low  sunshine  by  the  turban  stone 
"Diey  knelt ;  each  made  his  brother's  woe 

Fo^etting,  in  the  agony  and  strenB 

Of  pitjing  love,  his  claim  of  Belfishness ; 

Peooe,  for  his  friend  besonght,  his  own  be- 

His  prayers  were  answered  in  another's 


Long  after,  when  bxa  headstone  gathered 

Traced  on  the  targnm-marge  of  Onkelos 
In  Rabbi  Nathan's  hand  these  words  were 

"  ffope  not  lie  cure  of  fin  tia  Sdfia  dead  ; 
Forget  il  in  hve'$  lervice,  and  Ike  debt 
Thou  oanst  not  pay  the  angelt  ihaU forget; 
Heanen'e  gate  ii  ihtU  to  him  teho  coma  alone  ; 
Save  fftiTU  a  toui,  and  it  ehall  tave  thy  own  I " 


NOREMBEGA 

Norembe^  or  Narimbegne,  is  the  name 
l^en  by  early  French  fiahermen  and  explorers 
to  a  fnbulonB  country  aouth  of  Cape  Breton, 
lint  discovered  by  Venazzaai  in  IT,24,  1(  was 
sapposed  Co  bate  a  magnificent  city  of  tbe 
aanio  name  on  a  great  river,  probably  tie  Pe- 
nobscot. The  site  of  this  barhiriu  city  is  laid 
down  on  a  map  plibli'ibed  at  Antwerp  in  1570. 
In  1604  ChampLuu  sailed  in  search  of  the 
Northern  Eldonidi 


Penobscot 
th> 


nthe 


twenty-two  leagnea  np  the 
Isl»  Haate.  He  supposed 
'  *'  '  ■     ■      ■    ^7 


ibegn, 
conclusion  that  those  travel! 
■who  told  of  the  great  city  had  never  seen 
He  saw  no  evidences  of  anvthine  like  civili 
tion,  but  mentions  the  finding  of  across,  v 
old  and  moesy,  in  the  woods. 

The  winding  way  the  serpent  takes 
The  mystic  water  took. 


A  narrow  spooe  'twixt  shore  and  shore. 

For  Bun  or  stars  to  fall. 
While  evermore,  behind,  before. 

Closed  in  the  forest  wall. 


The  dim  wood  hiding  nndemeath 
Wan  flowers  without  a  name  ; 

Life  tangled  with  decay  and  death, 
League  after  league  the  same. 

Unlnoken  over  swamp  and  hill 

The  rounding  shadow  lay, 
Save  where  the  river  cut  at  will 

A  pathway  to  the  day. 

Beside  that  track  of  air  and  light. 

Weak  as  a  child  unweaned. 
At  shut  of  day  a  Christian  knight 

Upon  his  henchman  leaned. 

The  embers  of  the  sunset's  fires 
Along  the  clouds  burned  down  ; 

"  I  see,    he  said,  "  the  domes  and  spiiM 
Of  Norembega  town." 

"  Alack  I  the  domes,  0  master  mine. 

Ate  golden  clouds  on  high  ; 
Ton  spire  is  but  the  branchless  pine 

That  cuts  the  evening  sky." 

"Oh,  bush  and  bark  I  What  sounds  are  thes 
But  chants  and  holy  hymns  ?  " 

"  Thou  bear'st  the  breeze  that  stirs  the  tree 
Through  all  their  leafy  limbe." 

"  Is  it  a  chap«1  bell  that  fills 

The  air  with  its  low  tone  ?  " 
"  Thou  hear'st  the  tinkle  of  the  rills. 

The  insect's  vesper  drone." 

"  The  Christ  be  praised  I  —  He  sets  for  m 

A  blessed  cross  in  sight  I  " 
"  Now,  nay,  't  is  but  you  blasted  tre« 

With  two  gaunt  arms  outright  ! " 

"  Be  it  wind  ao  sad  or  tree  so  stark, 

It  inatteretb  not,  my  knave  ; 
Methinks  to  funeral  hymns  I  hark. 

The  cross  is  for  my  grave  I 


'  My  life  is  sped  ;  I  shall  not  m 
My  home-set  sails  again ; 
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The  sweetest  eyes  of  Normandie 
Shill  watoh  for  me  in  vain. 

"  Yet  onward  still  to  ear  and  eye 

The  baffling  marvel  calls  ; 
I  fain  would  look  before  I  die 

On  Norembega's  walls. 

*  So,  haply,  it  shall  be  thy  part 
At  Christian  feet  to  lay 

The  mystery  of  the  desert's  heart 
My  oead  hand  plucked  away. 

*  Leaye  me  an  hour  of  rest ;  go  thou 
And  look  from  yonder  heights  ; 

Perchance  the  TaUey  eren  now 
Is  starred  with  city  lights." 

The  henchman  climbed  the  nearest  hill, 

He  saw  nor  tower  nor  town, 
Bat,  through  the  drear  woods,  lone  and  still, 

Tlie  xiTer  roUing  down. 

He  heard  the  stealthy  feet  of  things 
Whose  shapes  he  could  not  see, 

A  flatter  as  of  evil  wings. 
Hie  fall  of  a  dead  tree. 

The  pines  stood  black  against  the  moon, 

A  sword  of  fire  beyond ; 
He  heard  the  wolf  howl,  and  the  loon 

Lao^  from  his  reedy  pond. 

He  tamed  him  back  :  "  O  master  dear. 

We  are  but  men  misled  ; 
And  thou  hast  soueht  a  citv  here 

To  find  a  grave  instead.'' 

"As  God  shall  will  I  what  matters  where 
A  true  man's  cross  may  stand, 

So  Heaven  be  o'er  it  here  as  there 
In  pleasant  Norman  land  ? 

*  These  woods,  perchance,  no  secret  hide 

Of  lordly  tower  and  hall  ; 
Ton  river  m  its  wanderings  wide 
Has  washed  no  city  wall ; 

**  Yet  mirrored  in  the  sullen  stream 

Tlie  holy  stars  are  given  : 
Is  Norembega,  then,  a  dream 

Whose  wiJdng  is  in  Heaven  ? 

'^  Xo  bonded  wonder  of  these  lands 
My  weary  eyes  shall  see  ; 


A  city  never  made  with  hands 
Alone  awaiteth  me  — 

"  *  Urbs  Syon  mysHca  ;  '  I  see 

Its  mansions  passing  fair, 
'  Condita  ccdo  ;    let  me  be. 

Dear  Lord,  a  dweller  there  ! " 

Above  the  dying  exile  hung 

The  vision  of  the  bard. 
As  faltered  on  his  failing  tongue 

The  song  of  good  Bernard. 

The  henchman  dug  at  dawn  a  grave 

Beneath  the  hemlocks  brown. 
And  to  the  desert's  keeping  gave 

The  lord  of  fief  and  town. 

Years  after,  when  the  Sieur  Champlain 
Sailed  up  the  unknown  stream, 

And  Norembega  proved  again 
A  shadow  and  a  dream, 

He  found  the  Norman's  nameless  grave 

Within  the  hemlock's  shade. 
And,  stretching  wide  its  arms  to  save. 

The  sign  that  God  had  made. 

The  cross-bonghed  tree  that  marked  the 
spot 

And  made  it  holy  ground  : 
He  needs  the  earthly  city  not 

Who  hath  the  heavenly  found. 


MIRIAM 

TO  FREDERICK   A.   P.  BARNARD 

[When  Whittier  -was  an  editor  in  Hartford, 
Mr.  Barnard,  afterward  President  of  Columbia 
College,  was  a  teacher  in  the  Asylum  for  the 
Deaf  and  Dumb  in  that  place.  Both  men  were 
at  the  time  especially  interested  in  Eastern  his- 
tory and  romance.] 

The  years  are  many  since,  in  youth  and 

hope, 
Under  the  Charter  Oak,  our  horoscope 
We  drew  thick-studded  with  all  favoring 

stars. 
Now,  with  gray  beards,  and  faces  seamed 

with  scars 
From  life's  hard  battle,  meeting  once  again, 
We  smile,  half  sadly,  o\ct  dT^«x^*&  wi  ^'i^^  \ 
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Knowing,  at  last,  tbat  it  is  not  in  man 
Who  wolketh  to  direct  his  steps,  or  plan 
His  permanent  house   of  life.     AlUie  we 

The  muses'   haunts,   and   all   our   fancies 

moved 
To  measures  of  old  song.     How  since  that 

Out  feet  have  parted  from  the  path  that 

So  fair  before   ns  !     Rich,  from   lifelong 

search 
Of  troth,  within  thy  Academio  porch 

Thou  sittest  now,  lord  of  a  realm  of  fact, 

Thy  serritors  the  sciences  exact ; 

Still  listening  with  thy  hand  on  Nature's 

To  hear  the  Somian's  spheral  harmonies 
And  rhythm  of  law.     I,  called  from  dream 

and  song, 
Thank  God  I  so  early  to  a  strife  so  long, 
That,  ere   it   closed,  the  black,  abundant 

Of  boyhood  rested  silver-sown  and  spare 
On  manhood's  temples,  now  at  sunselrchime 
Tread  with  fond  feet  the  path  of  morning 

And  if  perchance  too  late  I  linger  where 
The  flowers  have  ceased  to  blow,  and  trees 

are  bare, 
Thou,  wiser   in   thy  choice,  wilt   scarcely 

The  friend  who  shields  his  folly  with  thy 


One  Sabbath  day  m^  friend  and  I, 
After  the  meeting,  quietly 
Passed  from  the  crowded  village  lanes, 
White  with  dry  dust  for  lack  of  rains, 
And  climbed  the  neighboring  slope,  with 

feet 
Slackened  and  heavy  from  the  heat. 
Although  the  day  was  wellnigh  done, 
And  the  low  angle  of  the  sun 
Along  the  naked  hillside  cast 
Our  shadows  as  of  giants  vast. 
We  reached,  at  length,  the  topmost  swell. 
Whence,  either  way,  the  green  turf  fell 
In  terraces  of  nature  down 
To  fruit-hung  orchards,  and  the  town 
With  white,  preteoceless  houses,  tall 
Churcfa-steeples,  and,  o'ershadowing  all, 
Huge  mills  whose  windows  bad  the  look 
Of  eager  eyes  that  111  could  brook 


The  Sabbath  rest.    We  trMed  the  bsck 
Of  the  sea-seeking  river  baek, 
G  listeuieg  for  miles  above  tta  month, 
Through  the  long  valley  to  the  south. 
And,  lookiog  eastward,  cool  to  view, 
Stretched  the  illimitable  blue 
Of  oceao,  from  its  curved  coasUline  ; 
Sombred  and  still  tbe  warm  suikshine 
Filled  with  pale  gold-dust  all  the  rneh 
Of  slumberous  woods  from  ^^ill  to  beach,  -• 
Slanted  on  walls  of  thronged  retreats 
From  city  toil  and  dusty  streets. 
On  grassy  bluff,  and  dune  of  sand, 
And  rocky  islands  miles  from  land  ; 
Touched  the  far.^lancing  sails,  and  showed 
White   lines   of  foam  where   long   wavts 

Dumb  in  the  distance.     In  the  north. 
Dim  through  their  misty  hair,  looked  foitt 
The  space^warfed  mountains  to  tbe  sea, 

From  mystery  to  mystery  I 

So,  sitting  on  that  green  hill-slope. 
We  talked  of  human  life,  its  hope 
And  fear,  and  unsolved  doubts,  and  whit 
It  might  have  been,  and  yet  vraa  boL 
And,  when  at  last  the  evening  air 
Grew  sweeter  for  the  bells  of  prajBT 
Ringiug  in  steeples  far  below. 
We  watched  the  people  churchward  go, 
Each  to  his  place,  as  if  thereon 
The  true  sbekinah  only  shone  ; 
And  my  friend  queried  how  it  came 
To  pass  that  they  who  owned  tbe  aama 
Great  Master  stjl  could  not  agree 
To  worehip  Him  in  company. 
Then,  broadening  in  his  thought,  he  ran 
Over  the  whole  vast  field  of  man,  — 
The  varying  forms  of  faith  and  creed 
That  somehow  served  the  liolders'  A*d  i 
In  which,  uDquestioned,  undenied. 
Uncounted  millions  lived  and  died  ; 
The  bibles  of  the  ancient  folk, 
Tbrongh  which  the  heart  of  nation*  apoka  ( 
The  old  moralities  which  lent 
To  home  its  sweetness  and  content. 
And  rendered  possible  to  bear 
The  life  of  peoples  everywhere  : 
And  asked  if  we,  who  boast  of  U^lt, 
Claim  not  a  too  exclusive  right 
To  truths  which  must  for  all  be  maul 
Like  rain  and  sunshine  freely  sent. 
In  bonda^  to  the  letter  still, 
We  give  it  power  to  cnunp  and  kill,— 
To  tax  God  s  f  ulnesa  with  a  "'■"iw 
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Narrower  than  Peter's  house-top  dream, 
Hill  wisdom  and  his  love  with  plans 
Poor  and  inadequate  as  man's. 
It  must  be  that  He  witnesses 
Somehow  to  all  men  that  He  is  : 
That  something  of  His  saving  g^race 
Reaches  the  lowest  of  the  race, 
Who,  through  strange  creed  and  rite,  may 

draw 
The  hints  of  a  diviner  law. 
We  walk  in  clearer  light ;  —  but  then. 
Is  He  not  God  ?  —  are  they  not  men  ? 
Are  His  responsibilities 
For  U8  alone  and  not  for  these  ? 

And  I  made  answer  :   **  Truth  is  one  ; 
And,  in  all  lands  beneath  the  sun. 
Whoso  hath  eyes  to  see  may  see 
Tlie  tokens  of  its  unity. 
No  scroll  of  creed  its  fulness  wraps, 
We  trace  it  not  by  school-boy  maps, 
Free  as  the  sun  and  air  it  is 
Of  latitudes  and  boundaries. 
In  Vedic  verse,  in  dull  Kordn, 
Are  messages  of  good  to  man  ; 
The  angels  to  our  Aryan  sires 
Talked  l)y  the  earliest  household  fires  ; 
The  prophets  of  the  elder  day. 
The  slant-eyed  sages  of  Cathay, 
Bead  not  the  ridcUe  all  amiss 
Of  higher  life  evolved  from  this. 

**  Nor  doth  it  lessen  what  He  taught, 
Or  make  the  gospel  Jesus  brought 
Less  precious,  that  His  lips  retold 
Some  portion  of  that  truth  of  old  ; 
Denying  not  the  proven  seers. 
The  tested  wisdom  of  the  years  ; 
Confirming  with  His  own  mipress 
The  9<ymion  law  of  righteousness. 
We    search    the    world    for   truth ;    we 

cull 
The  good,  the  pure,  the  beautiful, 
From  graven  stone  and  written  scroll. 
From  all  old  flower-fields  of  the  soul ; 
And,  weary  seekers  of  the  best, 
We  come  back  laden  from  our  quest. 
To  find  that  all  the  sages  said 
Is  in  the  Book  our  mothers  read. 
And  all  our  treasure  of  old  thought 
In  His  harmonious  fulness  wrought 
Who  gathers  in  one  sheaf  complete 
The  scattered  blades  of  God's  sown  wheat. 
The  common  growth  that  maketh  good 
His  all-embracing  Fatherhood. 


**  Wherever  through  the  ages  rise 
The  altars  of  self-sacrifice. 
Where  love  its  arms  has  opened  wide. 
Or  man  for  man  has  calmly  died, 
I  see  the  same  white  wings  outspread 
That  hovered  o'er  the  Master's  head  I 
Up  from  undated  time  they  come, 
The  martyr  souls  of  heathendom, 
And  to  His  cross  and  passion  bring 
Their  fellowship  of  sufPerine. 
I  trace  His  presence  in  the  blind 
Pathetic  gropings  of  my  kind,  — 
In  prayers  from  sin  and  sorrow  wrung. 
In  craole-hymus  of  life  they  sung, 
Each,  in  its  measure,  but  a  part 
Of  the  unmeasured  Over-heart ; 
And  with  a  stron^r  faith  confess 
The  greater  that  it  owns  the  less. 
Good  cause  it  is  for  thankfulness 
That  the  world-blessing  of  His  life 
With  the  long  past  is  not  at  strife  ; 
That  the  great  marvel  of  His  death 
To  the  one  order  witnesseth. 
No  doubt  of  changeless  goodness  wakes. 
No  link  of  cause  and  sequence  breaks. 
But,  one  with  nature,  rooted  is 
In  the  eternal  verities  ; 
Whereby,  while  differing  in  degree 
As  finite  from  infinity. 
The  pain  and  loss  for  others  borne. 
Love  s  crown  of  suffering  meekly  worn, 
The  life  man  giveth  for  his  friend 
Becomes  vicarious  in  the  end  ; 
Their  healing  place  in  nature  take. 
And  make  life  sweeter  for  their  sake. 

**  So  welcome  I  from  every  source 
The  tokens  of  that  primal  Force, 
Older  than  heaven  itself,  yet  new 
As  the  young  heart  it  reaches  to, 
Beneath  whose  steady  impulse  rolls 
The  tidal  wave  of  human  souls  ; 
Guide,  comforter,  and  inward  word. 
The  eternal  spirit  of  the  Lord  ! 
Nor  fear  I  aught  that  science  brings 
From  searching  through  material  things ; 
Content  to  let  its  glasses  prove. 
Not  by  the  letter's  oldness  move. 
The  myriad  worlds  on  worlds  that  course 
The  spaces  of  the  universe  ; 
Since  everywhere  the  Spirit  walks 
The  garden  of  the  heart,  and  talks 
With  man,  as  under  Eden's  trees. 
In  all  his  varied  languages. 
Why  mourn  above  some  hopeless  flaw 
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Id  the  stone  tables  of  the  law. 
When  scripture  e^ery  day  afresh 
Is  traced  on  tablets  of  the  flesh  7 
By  inward  sense,  by  outward  si^, 
God's  presence  still  the  heart  divines  ; 
Through  deepest  ioy  of  Him  we  leam, 
Iq  sorest  grief  to  Him  we  turn, 
And  reason  stoops  its  pride  to  share 
The  child-like  instinct  of  a  prayer." 

And  then,  as  is  my  wont,  I  told 
A  story  of  the  days  of  old. 
Not  f  onnd  in  printed  books,  —  in  sooth, 
A  fancy,  with  slight  hint  of  truth, 
Showing  how  differing  futha  agree 
In  one  sweet  law  of  charity. 
Meanwhile  the  sky  had  golden  grown. 
Oar  faces  in  its  gloi?  shone  ; 
But  shadows  down  the  valley 
And  gray  below  the  o 
As  time  and  space  I  wandered 
To  tread  the  Mogul's  marble  floor. 
And  see  a  fairer  sunset  fall 
On  Jnnma's  wave  and  Agra's  walL 

The  good  Shah  Akbar  (^ace  behisalvray !) 
Came  forth  from  the  Divan  at  close  of  day 
Bowed  with  the  burden  of  his  many  cai«s, 
Worn   with  the   hearing   of   unnumbered 

pTAyen, — 
Wild  cries  for  justice,  the  importunate 
Appeals  of  greed  and  jealousy  and  hate, 
And  all  the  strife  of  sect  and  creed  and  rite, 
Santon  and  Gouroo  waging  boly  fight  : 
For  the  wise  monarch,  claiming  not  to  be 
Allah's  avenger,  left  his  people  free, 
With  a  faint  hope,  his  Book  scarce  justified, 
That  all  the  paths  of  faith,  though  severed 

O'er  which  the  feet  of  prayerful  reverence 

Met  at  the  gate  of  Paradise  at  last. 

He  sought  an  alcove  of  his  cool  hareem. 
Where,  far  beneath,  he  heard  the  Jumna's 

stream 
Lapse  soft  and  low  along  his  palace  wall, 

And  all  about  the  cool  sound  of  the  fall 
Of  fountains,  and  of  water  circling  free 
ThroQgh  marble  ducts  along  the  balcony  ; 
The  voice  of  women  in  the  distance  sweet, 
And,  sweeter  still,  of  one  who,  at  his  feet. 
Soothed  his  tired  ear  with  songs  of  a  far 

Where  Tagus  shatters  on  the  salt  sea-sand 


The  mirror  of  it 

And  vales   of 

mouth. 

The  date-palms  rustled  not ;    the  paepul 
laid 
Its  topmost  boughs  against  the  bKlnatrade, 
Motionless  as  the  mimic  leaves  and  vines 
That,   tight   and    graceful   as   the   shawl- 
designs 
Of  Delhi  or  Umritsir,  twined  in  atene  ; 
And   the   tired   monarch,   who  uido  had 

thrown 
The  day's  hard  burden,  sat  from  earo  apart. 
And  let  the  quiet  steal  into  hia  heart 
From  the  still  hour.     Below  him  Agra  slept 
By  the  long  light  of  sniuet  overswept : 
The  river  flowmg  through  a  level  laikl. 
By  mango-groves  and  banks  of  yellow  nnd. 
Skirted  wiUi  lime  and  orange,  gay  kxtakii 
Fonntains  at  play,  tall  minarets  of  moaqoe^ 
Fair  pleasure-gardens,  with  tbeir  Qowtaaf 


Believed  against  the  monmfol 
And,  air-poised  lightly  as  the 


tuown  se»i^ 

The  marble  wonder  of  some  holy  dome  i  < 
Hnng  a  white  mooniise  over  the  gtill  moit, 
fM — :..„  ;.=  beauty  in  a  stiller  Bood.  _ 

Silent  the  monarch  gazed,  nntil  the  ni^ , 


"  Tell  me,  O  Miriam,  something  tbon  but 

In  childhood  of  the  Master  of  thy  Uth, 
Whom  Islam  also  owns.   Our  Prophet  saitb: 
'  He  was  a  true  apostle,  yea,  a  Word 
And  Spirit  sent  before  me  tram  the  Loid.' 
Thus  the  Book  witnesseth  ;  andwelllkno* 
By  what  thou  art,  O  dearest,  it  is  ao. 
As  the   Iut«'a  tone   the  maker's  hand  be- 

The   sweet   disciple   speaks  her  Maatar'i 

Then  Miriam,  glad  of  heart,  (for  in  Kane 

She  cherished  in  the  Moslem's  liberal  eowt 
The  sweet  traditions  of  a  Christian  ohiU  [ 
And,  through  her  life  of  sense,  the   ni^ 

defiled 
And  chaste  ideal  of  the  sinless  One 
Gazed  on  her  with  an  eye  she  might  not 
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ndf  reproachful  look  of  pity,  bom 
re  that  hath  no  part  in  wrath  or  scorn,) 
ly  with  low  voice  and  moist  eyes,  to  tell 
e  aU-loving  Christ,  and  what  befell 
i  the  fyerce  zealots,  thirsting  for  her 

blood, 
jred  to  his  feet  a  shame  of  womanhood. 

when  his  searching  answer  pierced 

within 
heart,  and  touched  the  secret  of  its  sin, 
ler  accusers  fled  his  face  before, 
kde  the  poor  one  go  and  sin  no  more. 
Lkbar  said,  after  a  moment's  thought, 
e  is  the  lesson  by  thy  prophet  taught; 
antp  him  who  judges  and  forgets 
hidden  evil  his  own  heart  besets  I 
bhing  of  this  large  charity  I  find 
the  sects  that  sever  humankind  ; 
Id  to  Allah  that  their  lives  aj^ed 
nearly  with  the  lesson  of  their  creed  ! 
I  yellow  Lamas  who  at  Meerut  pray 
jid  and  water  power,  and  love  to  say  : 
rho  forgiveth  not  shall,  unf orgiven, 
»f  the  rest  of  Buddha,'  and  who  even 
the  black  gnat  that  stings  them,  vex 

my  ears 
the  poor  hates  and  jealousies  and  fears 
id  in  their  human  hives.    That  lean, 

fierce  priest 
V  own  people,  (be  his  heart  increased 
Uah's  love  I)  his  black  robes  smelling 

yet 
Mi's  roasted  Jews,  have  I  hot  met 
-faced,  barefooted,  crying  in  the  street 
ivinff  of  his  prophet  true  and  sweet,  — 
VDD  IS  merciful  shall  mercy  meet !  * " 


fit 


ty  next  day,  so  it  chanced,  as  night  be- 
gan 
Uy  a  murmur  through  the  hareem  ran 
one,  recalling  in  her  dusky  face 
all-lipped,  mild-eyed  beauty  of  a  race 
n  as  the  blameless  Ethiops  of  Greek 

•ong, 
119  to  do  her  royal  master  wrong, 
hmg,  reproachful  of    the    lingering 

light, 
rvenine  shadows  deepen  for  her  flight, 
•goided,  to  her  home  in  a  far  land, 
waited  death  at  the  great  Shah'a  com- 


ipely  as  that  dark  princess  for  whos     _ 

smile  ^xf^^^^^^^'^'Siffi'^^ 

rid  was  bartered,  daughter^l^&Bdf  ik  i 


Herself,  and  veiling  in  her  laree,  soft  eyes 
The  passion  and  the  languor  m  her  skies, 
The  Abyssinian  knelt  low  at  the  feet 
Of  her  stem  lord :  **  O  kin?,  if  it  be  meet, 
And  for  thv  honor's  sake,"  she  said,  **  that  I, 
Who  am  tne  humblest  of  thy  slaves,  should 

die, 
I  will  not  tax  thy  mercy  to  forgive. 
Easier  it  is  to  die  than  to  outlive 
All  that  life  gave  me,  —  him  whose  wrong 

of  thee 
Was  but  the  outcome  of  his  love  for  me. 
Cherished  from  childhood,  when,  beneath 

the  shade 
Of  templed  Axum,  side  by  side  we  plaved. 
Stolen  from  his  arms,  my  lover  followed  me 
Through  weary  seasons  over  land  and  sea  ; 
And  two  days  since,  sitting  disconsolate 
Within  the  shadow  of  the  nareem  gate, 
Suddenly,  as  if  dropping  from  the  sky, 
Down  from  the  lattice  of  the  balcony 
Fell  the  sweet  song  by  Tigre's  cowherds 

sung 
In  the  old  music  of  his  native  tongue. 
He  knew  m^  voice,  for  love  is  quick  of  ear, 
Answering  m  song. 

This  night  he  waited  near 
To  fly  with  me.     The  f  amt  was  mine  alone  : 
He  knew  thee  not,  he  did  but  seek  his  own  ; 
Who,  in  the  very  shadow  of  thy  throne. 
Sharing  thy  bounty,  knowing  all  thou  art. 
Greatest  and  best  of  men,  and  in  her  heart 
Grateful  to  tears  for  favor  undeserved, 
Turned  ever  homeward,  nor  one  moment 

swerved 
From  her  young  love.     He  looked  into  my 

eyes. 
He  heara  my  voice,  and  could  not  otherwise 
Than  he  hath  done  ;  yet,  save  one  wild  em- 
brace 
When  first  we  stood  together  face  to  face, 
And  all  that  fate  had  done  since  last  we  met 
Seemed  but  a  dream  and  left  us  children 

yet. 

He  hathnot  wron|^  thee  nor  thy  royal  bed : 
Spare  him,  O  kmg  !   and  slay  me  in  his 
stead!" 

But  over  Akbar's  brows  the  frown  hung 
black, 
And,  turning  to  the  eunuch  at  his  back, 
**  Take  them,"  he  said,  '*  and  let  the  Jumna's 
waves 

my  shame  and  these  accursed 


J* 


( ^«;-  ^•.  • 
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His  loathly  length  the   ottKied  bondman 

M  On  107  ^^^  be  it  I  " 

SCrughtnTBj  from  a  cloud 
Of  dkintj  bImwIb  and  veils  of  woreo  mist 
The  Christian  Miriam  tone,  and,  stooping, 

Tba   monarch's   band.      Loose    down  her 

shoulders  bare 
Swept  all  tbe  rippled  darkness  of  her  bair, 
Veiling  the  boaoin  that,  with  high,  quick 

Of  fear  and  pitj,  through  it  rose  and  fell. 

"  Alas  t "  she  cried,  "  hast  tbon  forgotten 

The  words  of  Him  we  spake  of  y eHtemigbt  ? 
Or  thj  own  prophet's,  '  Whoso  doth  endure 
And  pardon,  of  eternal  life  is  sure  '  ? 
O  neat  and  good  I  be  th;  revenge  alone 
Felt  in  tbf  memy  to  the  erring  shown  ; 
Let  thwarted  love  and  youth  their  pardoD 

Who  unned  bat  in  intent,  and  not  in  deed  ! " 

One  moment  tbe  strong  &ame  of  Akbar 

With  tbe  great  storm  of  pasdoo.     Then  his 

look 
Boftened  to  her  uplifted  face,  that  still 
Pleaded  more  strongly  than  all  words,  until 
Its  pride  and  anger  seemed  like  overblown. 
Spent  clouds  of  thunder  left  to  tell  alone 
Of  strife   and  overcoming.     With   bowed 

And  smiting  on  his  bosom  ;  "God,"  he  said, 
"  Alone  ia  great,  and  let  His  boly  name 
Be  honored,  even  to  His  servant  a  shame  1 
Well  spake  thy  prophet,  Miriam, — be  alone 
Who  batb  not  sinned  ia  meet  to  cast  a  stone 
At  soob   as   these,  who   here   their  doom 

Held  like  myself  in  tbe  strong  grasp  of 

fate. 
They  sinned  through  love,  aa  I  through  love 

Take  them  beyond  my  realm,  but  let  them 
live  I" 

And,  like  a  chorus  to  the  words  of  grace, 
The  ancient  Fakir,  sitting  in  bis  place. 
Motionless  aa  an  idol  and  as  grim. 
In  tbe  pavilion  Akbar  built  for  him 
Under  the  court-yard  trees,  (for  he  was 


Knew  Menu's  laws,  and  throng  bis  cloae- 

shut  eyes 
Saw  things  far  off,  and  as  an  open  book 
Into  tbe  tbougbta  of  other  men  conld  look,) 
Began,  half  chant,  half  howling,  to  rehearse 
The  fragment  of  a  holy  Vedic  veiaa  ; 
And  thus  it  ran :  "  He  who  all  things  for- 
gives 
Conquei*  himself  and  all  things  alae,  and 


Two  leagues  from  Agiastill  the  tikvdler 
The  tomb  of  Akhor  through  ita  eytuMs 


The  Christian  Beznm  sleepinf  at  his  side. 
And  o'er  her  vault  of  burial  ^bo  shall  tell 
If  it  be  chance  atone  or  miracle  ?) 
The  Misaion  press  with  tireless  hand  onielli 
The  words  ol  Jesus  on  its  lettered  aendla, — 
Tells,  in  all  tongues,  tbe  tale  of  nmcy  e^ei, 
And  bids  tbe  gnilty,  "GoandainnonMfel" 


It  now  was  dew-bll ;  very  still 
The  night  lay  on  the  lonely  hill, 
Down  which  our  homeward  step*  w«  bent. 
And,  silent,  through  great  silence  went, 
Save  that  the  tireless  crickets  plsyed 
Their  long,  monotonous  serenade. 
A  young  moon,  at  ita  narrowest. 
Curved  sharp  againat  tbe  darkening  west ; 
And,  momcntlj-,  the  beacon's  star. 
Slow  wheeling  o'er  its  rockaAir, 
From  out  the  level  darkness  shot 
One  instant  and  again  was  not. 
And  then  my  friend  spake  quietly 
Tbe  thought  of  both  :  ■'  Ton  < 


Hints  of  the  light  whereby  it  lives : 

Somewhat  of  goodness,  something  triM 

From  son  and  spirit  sliining  throush 

All  faiths,  all  worlds,  as  through  uw  dalk 

Of  ocean  shines  the  lighthouse  sparit, 

Attests  the  presence  everywhere 

Of  love  and  providential  care. 

The  faith  the  old  Norse  heart  mmfeawd. 

In  one  dear  name,  —  the  hopefnieet 

And  tenderest  heard  from  mortal  lipt 

In  pangs  of  birth  or  death,  trvm  ih^ 
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loe-bitten  in  the  ¥dnter  sea, 
Or  lisped  beside  a  mother's  knee,  — 
The  wiser  world  hath  not  outg^wn, 
And  the  All-Father  is  our  own  1 " 


NAUHAUGHT,  THE   DEACON 

Tauhaught,  the  Indian  deacon,  who  of  old 
Nrelt,  poor  but  blameless,  where  his  nar- 
rowing Cape 
betehes  its  shrunk  arm  out  to  all  the  winds 
jid  the  relentless  smiting  of  the  waves, 
Lwoke  one  morning  from  a  pleasant  dream 
^f  a  good  angel  dropping  in  his  hand 
L  £air,  broad  gold-piece,  in  the  name  of  God. 

[e  rose  and  went  forth  with  the  early  day 
'ar  inland,  where  the  voices  of  the  waves 
[ellowed  and  mingled  with  the  whispering 

leaves, 
Sg  through  the  tangle  of  the  low,  thick 

woods. 
Id  searched  his  traps.     Therein  nor  beast 

nor  bird 
[d  found  ;  though  meanwhile  in  the  reedy 

pools 
lie  otter  plashed,  and  underneath  the  pines 
lie    partridge    drummed :    and    as    his 

thoughts  went  back 
*o  the  sick  wife  and  little  child  at  home, 
VhMt  marvel  that  the  poor  man  felt  his  faith 
*oo  weak  to  bear  its  burden,  —  like  a  rope 
liaty  strand  by  strand  uncoiling,  breaks 

above 
lie  hand  that  grasps  it.    ''  Even  now,  O 

Lord! 
end  me,"  he  prayed,  **  the  angel  of  my 

dream  I 
ranhanght  is  very  poor  ;   he  cannot  wait." 

Sven  as  he  spake  he  heard  at  his  bare  feet 
L  low,  metaliio  clink,  and,  looking  down, 
[e  saw  a  dainty  purse  with  disks  of  ?old 
Irowding  its  silken  net.    Awhile  he  held 
lie  treasure  up  before  bis  eyes,  alone 
VUh  his  great  need,  feeling  the  wondrous 

coins 
ilide  through  his  eager  fingers,  one  by  one. 
lO  then  the  dream  was  true.    The  angel 

brought 
hie  broad  piece  only  ;  should  he  take  all 

these? 
IHio  would  be  wiser,  in  the  blind,  dumb 

woods? 


The  loser,  doubtless  rich,  would  scarcely 


miss 


This  dropped  crumb  from  a  table  always 

Still,  while  he  mused,  he  seemed  to  hear 

the  cry 
Of  a  starved  child  ;  the  sick  face  of  his  wife 
Tempted  him.    Heart  and  flesh  in  fierce 

revolt 
Urged  the  wild  license  of  his  savage  youth 
Against  his  later  scruples.     Bitter  toil, 
Prayer,  fasting,  dread  of  blame,  and  pitiless 

eyes 
To  watch  his  halting, — had  he  lost  for 

these 
The  freedom  of  the  woods ;  —  the  hunting- 
grounds 
Of  happy  spirits  for  a  walled-in  heaven 
Of  everlasting  psalms  ?  One  healed  the  sick 
Verv  far  off  thousands  of  moons  ago  : 
Haa  he  not  prayed  him  night  and  day  to 

come 
And  cure  his  bed-bound  wife  ?    Was  there 

a  heU  ? 
Were    all    his    fathers'    people   writhing 

there  — 
Like  the  poor  shell-fish  set  to  boil  alive  — 
Forever,  dying  never  ?    If  he  kept 
This  gold,  so  needed,  would  the  dreadful 

God 
Torment    him   like  a  Mohawk's    captive 

stuck 
With   slow-consuming  splinters  ?    Would 

see  him 
Bum  like  a  piteh-pine  torch  ?    His  Chris- 
tian garb 
Seemed  falung  from  him  ;    with  the  fear 

and  shame 
Of  Adam  naked  at  the  cool  of  day. 
He  gazed  around.     A  black  snake  lay  in  coil 
On  the  hot  sand,  a  crow  with  sidelong  eye 
Watched  from  a  dead  bough.    All  his  In- 
dian lore 
Of  evil  blending  with  a  convert's  faith 
In  the  supernal  terrors  of  the  Book, 
He  saw  the  Tempter  in  the  coiling  snake 
And  ominous,  black-winged  bird ;  and  all 

the  while 
The  low  rebuking  of  the  distant  waves 
Stole  in  upon  him  like  the  voice  of  God 
Among  the  trees  of  Eden.    Girding  ud 
His  soul's  loins  with  a  resolute  £ma,  h» 
thrust 


V>  Vi  \ '.  y.  JL 


NARRATIVE  AND  LEGENDARY  POEMS 


The  base  thonf^t  bota  him  :  "  Nnubanght, 

be  A  majil 
Sture,  if  need  be  ;  but,  while  you  live,  look 

From  honest  ejea  on  all  men,  unuhamed. 
God  belp  me  I  I  am  deacon  of  the  church, 
A  baptized,  prajing  Indian  1  Sboold  I  do 
This    secret   meaDuesg,   even   the    barken 

Of  the  old  tree^wonld  turn  to  ejes  to  see 

it, 
The  birds  would  tell  of  it,  and  all  the  leaves 
WIiin«r    above    me  :    '  Nauhaught   ia    a 

thiefr 

Hie  aon  would  know  it,  aikd  the  stars  that 

Behind  his  light  would  watch  me,  and  at 

night 
Follow  me  with  their  shaip,  accusmg  eyes. 
Yea,  thou,  God,  seest  me  ! "    Then  Naa- 

baueht  drew 
Closer  hia  belt  of  leather,  dulling  thos 
Tbe  ptun  of  hunger,  aiui  walked  bravelj' 

back 
To  the  brown  fishing-hamlet  bj  the  sea  ; 
And,  pausing  at  the  ton  -  door,  cheerily 

asked: 
«  Who  hath  lost  aught  to-day  ?  " 

"I,''  s^d  a  voice  ; 
"  Teu  golden  pieces,  in  a  silken  purse, 
My   daughters   handiwork."      He  looked. 

One  stood  before  him  in  a  coat  of  frieze. 
And  the  elazed  hat  of  a  seafaring  man, 
Shrewd- &ed,   broad-shouldered,   vrith    no 

trace  of  wings. 
Uarvelling,  he  dropped  within  the  stran- 
ger's hand 
The  silken  web,  and  turned  to  go  hia  way. 
But   the   man  said  :  "  A  tithe  at  least  ia 

Take  it  in  God's  name  as  an  honest  man." 
And  as  tbe  deacon's  dusky  fingers  closed 
Over  the  golden  gift,  "Yea,  in  God's  name 
I  take  it,  with  ■  poor  man's  thanks,"  he 

So  down  the  street  that,  like  a  river  of 

Ran,  white  in  sunshine,  to  the  summer  sea. 
He  sought  his  home,  singing  and  praising 

And  when  his  neighbors  in  their  careless 

way 
Spoke  of  the  owner  of  the  silken  purse  — 
A  WelUeet  skipper,  known  in  every  port 


That  the  Cap«  opons 

He  Answered,  with  i 

self: 


laitdy  wau  — 

amile^  to  hiiK 

the  BQgel  where  tbej  aee  a  man." 


THE  SISTERS 


The  rush  of  wind,  the  ramp  and  mar 
Of  great  waves  climbing  a  rooky  shore. 


Annie  rose  np  in  her  bed-gown  white, 
And  looked  out  into  the  storm  and  night. 


"  Hush,  and  hearken  1 "  she  eried  in  feai 
"  Hearest  thou  nothing,  sister  dear  ?  " 


"  Get  thee  back  to  the  bed  so  warm, 
No  good  comes  of  watohing  a  storm. 

"  What  is  it  to  thee,  I  fain  would  know. 
That  waves   are   roaring   and  wild  wind* 
blow? 


"  Tvrice  and  thrice  have  I  heard  it  call, 
And  the  voice  is  the  voice  of  Estwiek 
Halll" 

On  ber  pillow  the  sister  tossed  her  head 
"  Hall  of  the  Heron  is  safe,"  she  aaid. 

"  In  the  tautest  schooner  that  ever  nnuii 
He  rides  at  anchor  in  Annisqnam. 


But  tbe  girl  heard  only  the  wind  And  ttde, 
And  wringing  ber  small  white  hands  sbt 


"  0  Mster  Khoda,  there 's  t 
I  bear  it  agiun,  so  loud  ai 
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kimie  I '  I  hear  it  call, 
roice  is  the  voice  of  Estwick 
I" 

the  elder,  with  eyes  aflame, 
it  I    He  never  would  call  thy 
el  ' 

1,  I  woidd  pray  the  wind  and 

n  forever  from  thee  and  me  !  " 

of    the  sea  blew  a    dreadful 

t; 

y  of  a  dying  man  it  passed. 

girl  hushed  on  her  lips  a  groan, 
^  her  tears  a  strange  light 
e,— 

I  joy  of  her  heart's  release 
I  cherish  its  love  in  peace. 

"  she  whispered,  under  breath, 
a  lie,  but  true  is  death. 

I  hid  from  myself  away 
I  me  now  in  the  light  of  day. 

ihall  never  to  wooer  list, 
3ver  my  lips  be  kissed. 

thee  am  I  henceforth, 
iven  and  I  on  earth  I  " 

nd  stood  by  her  sister's  bed  : 
le  Heron  is  dead  I "  she  said. 

and  the  waves  their  work  have 

iee  him  no  more   Beneath  the 


I  reck  that  heart  of  thine  ; 
n  not  with  a  love  like  mine. 

sake,  were  he  but  here, 
and  'broider  thy  bridal  gear, 

lands  should  tremble  and  eyes 

•et, 

for  stitch  in  my  heart  be  set. 

ny  soul  with  his  soul  I  wed  ; 
iving,  and  mine  the  dead  I  " 


MARGUERITE 

MASSACHUSETTS  BAY,   I760 

Upwards  of  one  thousand  of  the  Acadian 
peasants  forcibly  taken  from  their  homes  on 
the  Gaspereaa  and  Basin  of  Minas  were  as- 
signed to  the  several  towns  of  the  Maasachn- 
setts  colony,  the  obildren  being  bound  by  the 
authorities  to  service  or  labor. 

The  robins  sang  in  the  orchard,  the  buds 

into  blossoms  grew ; 
Little  of  human  sorrow  the  buds  and  the 

robins  knew  1 

Sick,  in  an  alien  household,  the  poor  French 

neutral  lay  ; 
Into  her  lonesome  garret  fell  the  light  of 

the  April  day, 

Through  the  dusty  window,  curtained  by 
the  spider's  warp  and  woof, 

On  the  loose-laid  floor  of  hemlock,  on 
oaken  ribs  of  roof. 

The  bedquilt's  faded  patchwork,  the  tea- 
cups on  the  stand. 

The  wheel  with  flaxen  taugle,  as  it  dropped 
from  her  sick  hand  I 

What  to  her  was  the  song  of  the  robin,  or 
warm  morning  light, 

As  she  lay  in  the  trance  of  the  dying,  heed- 
less of  sound  or  sight  ? 

Done  was  the  work  of  her  hands,  she  had 

eaten  her  bitter  bread  ; 
The  world  of  the  alien  people  lay  behind 

her  dim  and  dead. 

But  her  soul  went  back  to  its  child-time ; 

she  saw  the  sun  o'erflow 
With  gold  the  Basin  of  Minas,  and  set  over 

Gaspereau  ; 

The  low,  bare  flats  at  ebb-tide,  the  rush  of 

the  sea  at  flood. 
Through  inlet  and  creek  and  river,  from 

dike  to  upland  wood  ; 

The  g^lls  in  the  red  of  morning,  the  fish- 
hawk's  rise  and  fall, 

The  drift  of  the  fog  in  moonshine,  over  the 
dark  coast-wall. 
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Bba  uw  the  face  of  her  mother,  she  beard 


By  her  bed  the  hard-faced  mistress  sat, 
smoothing  the  wrinkled  sheet, 

Peering  into  the  face,  so  helpless,  and  feel- 
ing the  ioe-cold  feet. 

With  a  Tosne  remorse  atoning  for  her  greed 
and  long  abnse, 


Up  the  stairs  of  the  garret  softly  the  son  of 


Outspake  the  mother,  who  watched  him 
ahorplj,  with  brow  a-frown  : 

"  What  I  love  you  the  Papist,  the  beggar, 
the  charge  of  the  town  ?  " 

"  Be  she  Papist  or  beggar  who  lies  here,  I 

know  and  God  knows 
I  love  her,  and  fain  would  go  with  her 

wherever  she  goes  I 

*■  O  mother  I  that  sweet  face  came  pleading, 

for  lore  so  athirst. 
Ton  saw  bnt  the  town-chom  ;  I  knew  her 

God's  angel  at  flrst.'^ 

Shaking  her  graj  bead,  the  mistress  boshed 

down  a  bitter  cry  ; 
And  awed  by  the  silenoe  and  shadow  of 

death  drawing  nigh. 

She  mormured  a  psalm  of  the  Bible  ;  but 

closer  the  yoang  girl  pressed. 
With  the  last  of  her  life  in  her  fingers,  the 


"My  SOD,  come  away,"  cried  the  mother, 

her  voice  cmel  grown. 
*■  She  is  joined  to  her  idols,  like  Ephraim  ; 

let  her  alone  I " 

Bat  be  knelt  with  his  hand  on  her  forehead, 

bis  lipa  to  her  ear. 
And   he   called   bock   the   soul    that   was 
"  Marguerite,    do     yon 


C'?«' 


She  paused  on  the  threshold  of  heavan; 

love,  pity,  surprise, 
^^stful,  tenaer,  lit  up  for  an  instant  th» 

cloud  of  her  eyes. 

With  bis  heart  on  his  lips  he  kissed  her, 
but  never  her  cbeeR  grew  red. 

And  the  words  the  living  long  for  he  spibt 
in  the  ear  of  the  dead. 

And  the  robins  sang  in  the  orohard,  when 

buds  to  blossoms  grew  ; 
Of  the  folded  bands  and  the  sUll  face  nevn 

the  robins  knew  1 


THE  ROBIN 

Mt  old  Welsh  neighbor  over  the  w>y 
Crept  slowly  out  in  tbe  sun  of  springs 

Pushed  from  her  ears  the  looks  of  grayt 
And  listened  to  hear  tbe  robins  smg. 

Her  gnndson,  playing  at  marbles,  itopped, 
And,  cruel  in  sport  as  boys  will  be, 

Tossed  a  stone  at  tbe  bird,  who  hopp  * 
From  bough  to  bough  in  tbe  apple 

"  Nay  1 "  said  the  grandmother  ;  "  have  yon 
not  heard. 

My  poor,  bod  boy  I  of  the  fiery  pit, 
And  bow,  drop  by  drop,  this  mcnnful  hiid 

Carries  the  water  that  qnenohes  it  1 

"  He  brings  cool  dew  in  his  little  bill. 
And  lets  it  fall  on  tbe  souls  of  sin  : 

You  can  see  the  mark  on  his  red  breast  still 
Of  fires  that  scorch  as  he  drops  it  in. 


Singing  so  sweetiy  from  limb  to  limbi 
Very  dear  to  the  heart  of  Our  Lord 
Is  he  who  pities  the  lost  like  Him  I " 

"Amen  I "  I  said  to  the  beautiful  myUi ; 

"  Sing,  bird  of  God,  in  my  heart  as  wdl : 
Each  good  thought  is  a  drop  wherewitli 

To  cool  and  lessen  tbe  fires  of  belL 

*'  Prayers  of  love  like  nun-drops  fall. 
Tears  of  pity  are  cooling  dew. 

And  dear  to  the  heart  of  Our  Lord  are  iO 
Who  suffer  like  Him  in  tbe  good  tfasy 
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THE  PENNSYLVANIA  PILGRIM 

[For  the  preface  which  introduced  thii  poem 
wlMn  fizBt  pahliahed,  see  the  notes  at  the  end 
of  thia  Tolame.  The  Yezses  which  precede  the 
TOclnde  are  from  the  Latin  of  Francis  Daioel 
PABTORn78  in  the  Gtrmantown  Becordi,  1688.] 

Hail  to  posterity  ! 
Haily  future  men  of  Germanopolis  ! 

Let  the  young  generations  yet  to  be 
Look  kindly  upon  this. 
Think  how  your  fathers  left  their  native 
land,  — 
Dear   German-land !    O  sacred  hearths 

and  homes !  — 
Andy  where  the  wild  beast  roams, 
In  patience  planned 
New  forest-homes  beyond  the  mighty  sea, 

There  undisturbed  and  free 
To  Uto  as  brothers  of  one  family. 
What  pains  and  cares  befell. 
What  trials  and  what  fears, 
Bemember,  and  wherein  we  have  done  well 
Follow    our  footsteps,  men  of  coming 
years  I 
Where  we  have  failed  to  do 
Aright,  or  wisely  live. 
Be  warned  by  us,  the  better  way  pursue. 
And,  knowing  we  were  human,  even  as  you. 
Pity  us  and  forgive  I 
Farewell,  "Posterity  ! 
Farewell,  dear  Germany! 
Forevermore  farewell  I 

PRELUDE 

I SXHO  the  Pilgrim  of  a  softer  clime 
And  milder  speech  than  those  brave  men's 
who  brought 
To  the  iee  and  iron  of  our  winter  time 
A  will  as  firm,  a  creed  as  stem,  and 

wrought 
With  one  mailed  hand,  and  with  the  other 
fought. 
Simply,  as  fits  my  theme,  in  homely  rhyme 
I  sing  the  blue-eyed  German    Spener 
teaght, 
Tliioogh  whose  veiled,  mystic  faith  the  In- 
ward Light, 
Steady   and  still,  an  easy   brightness, 
soone, 
Tbmsfignring    all  things  in  its   radiance 
white. 


The    garland  which  his  meekness  never 
sought 
I  bring  him  ;  over  fields  of  harvest  sown 
With  seeds  of  blessing,  now  to  ripeness 
grown, 
I  bid  the  sower  pass  before  the  reapers' 
sight. 


Never  in  tenderer  quiet  lapsed  the  day 
From  Pennsylvania's  vales  of  spring  away. 
Where,  forest-walled,  the  scattered  hamlets 
lay 

Along  the  wedded  rivers.    One  long  bar 
Of  purple  cloud,   on  which  the  evening 

star 
Shone  like  a  jewel  on  a  scimitar. 

Held  the  sky's  golden  gateway.    Through 

the  deep 
Hush  of  the  woods  a  murmur  seemed  to 

creep, 
The   Schuylldll  whispering  in  a  voice  of 

sleep. 

All  else  was  still.  The  oxen  from  their 
ploughs 

Rested  at  last,  and  from  i^eir  long  day's 
browse 

Came  the  dun  files  of  Krisheim's  home- 
bound  cows. 

And  the  young  city,  round  whose  virgin 

zone 
The  rivers  like  two  mighty  arms  were 

thrown. 
Marked    by  the  smoke  of  evening  fires 

alone. 

Lay  in  the  distance,  lovely  even  then 
With  its  fair  women  and  its  stately  men 
Gracing  the  forest  court  of  William  Penn, 

Urban    yet    sylvan  ;    in  its  rough  -  hewn 

frames 
Of  oak  and  pine  the  dryads  held  their 

claims, 
And  lent  its  streets  their  pleasant  woodland 

names. 

Anna  Pastorius  down  the  leafy  lane 
Looked  city-ward,  then  stooped  to  prune 

again 
Her  vines  and  simples,  with  a  sigh  of  pain. 
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For  faat  the  streaks  of  raddj  sniuet  P^'^ 
In  the  a«k  clearing,  and,  u  daylight  ^ed, 
Slow,  oreriiead,    the    dnskj  nigbt-binU 

Again  she  looked ;  between  green  mlla  of 

With  low -beat   head  aa  if  with  aorrow 

weighed, 
Daniel  Futoiiui  slowlj  eame  and  said, 

*■  God's  peace  be  with  thee,  Anna  1 "   Then 

he  stood 
fiilent  before  her,  wrestling  with  the  mood 
Of  one  who  sees  the  evil  and  not  good. 

"  What  is  it,  mj  Faatorius  ?  "  As  ihe  spoke, 
A  slow,  funt  Bmile  across  his  features  broke, 
Sadder  than  tears.     "  Dear  heart, "  he  said, 
"onrfolk 

"Are  even  as  othen.     Yea,  our  goodliest 

Friends 
Are  frail ;  onr  elden  have  their  selflsh  ends. 
And  few  dare   trust   the   Lord   to   moke 

amends 

"  For  duty's  loBi.  So  even  our  feeble  word 
For  the  dumb  slaves  the  startled  meeting 

Aa  if  a  stone  its  qiuet  waters  stirred ; 

"  And,  as  the  clerk  oeaaed  reading,  there 

began 
A  ripple  of  dissent  which  downward  ran 
In  widening  circles,  as  from  man  to  man. 

"  Somewhat  was  said   of   ranning   before 

Of  tender  fear  that  some  their  guide  out- 

Troublets  of  Israel.     I  was  scarce  intent 

"  On  hearing,  for  behind  the  reverend  row 
Of  gallery  Friends,  in  dumb  and  piteous 

I  saw,  metbongbt,  dark  faces  full  of  woe. 

"  And,  in  the  spirit,  I  was  taken  where 
They  toiled  and  Buffered  ;  I  was  made  aware 
Of  shame  and  wrath  and  anguish  and  de- 


With  cautious  phme,  a  Tmoe  there  seemed 

to  be, 
'As  ye  have  done  to  these  ye  do  to  me  I' 

"So  it  all  passed  ;  and  the  old  titha  went  on 
Of  anise,  mint,  and  cumin,  till  the  snn 
Set,  leaving  still   the  weightier  work  nn- 


"  Help,  for  the  good  man  Eaileth  1    Who  is 

If  these  be  weak  ?     Who  shall  rebuke  tbe 

If  these   consent  ?     How    long,  O  Lord  I 
how  long  I  " 

He  ceased  ;  and,  bound  in  spirit  with  tbe 

With  folded  arms,  and  eyes  that  sou^t  tlw 

ground. 
Walked  musingly  his  little  garden  round. 

About  bim,  beaded  with  the  falling  dew. 
Bare  plants  of  power  and  herbs  of  healuig 

grew. 
Such  as  Van  Helmont  and  Agrippa  knew. 

For,  by  the  lore  of  Gorlits'  gentle  sage, 
With  the  mild  mystics  of  his  dreamy  age 
He  read  the  herbal  signs  of  nature's  page, 

Aa  once  he  heard  in  sweet  Von  Herlao's 

Ffur  as  herself,  in  boyhood's  happy  honn, 
The  pious  Speoer  read  his  creed  tn  floweis. 

"  The  dear  T>ord  give  us  patieuoe  1 "  nid 

his  wife, 
Touching  with  finger-tip  an  aloe,  rife 
With  leaves  sharp-pointed  like  an  AitM 

Or  Carib  spear. 
Prom  the  rare  |. 

Brought  from  the  Spanish  Main  by 
chaatmen. 


a  gift  to  William  Penn 
«raens  of  John  Evelyn, 


"  See  this  strange  plant  its  steady  pmpOH 

hold, 
And,  year  by  year,  its  patient  leaves  nsfidd, 
Till  the  young  eyes  that  watched  it  flntare 

old. 

"  But  some  time,  thou  hast  told  me,  tbeie 
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A  sudden  beanty,  brightness,  and  perfume  ; 
The  oentozy-moulded  bud  shall  burst  in 
bloom. 

<'So  may  the  seed  which  hath  been  sown 

to-day 
Grow  with  the  years,  and,  after  long  delay, 
Break  into  bloom,  and  God's  etenuu  Yea 

**  Answer  at  last  the  patient  prayers  of  them 
Who  now,  by  faith  alone,  behold  its  stem 
Crowned  with  the  flowers  of  Freedom's 
diadem. 

''Meanwhile,  to  feel  and  suffer,  work  and 

wait, 
'R^TWMtM    for   us.    The  wrong   indeed  is 

great, 
Bnt  lore  and  patience  conquer  soon  or  late." 

^  Well  hast  thou  said,  my  Anna  I "    Ten- 
derer 
Hum  youth's  caress  upon  the  head  of  her 
Bwtorius  laid  his  hand.     *'  Shall  we  demur 

"Beeanse  the  vision  tarrieth  ?    In  an  hour 
We  dream  not  of,  the  slow-grown  bud  may 

flower, 
And  what  was  sown  in  weakness  rise  in 

power  I" 

Then  Hixough  the  Tine-draped  door  whose 

legend  read, 
**  Kroeol  este  profani  I "  Anna  led 
To  where  their  child  upon  his  little  bed 

Looked  np  and  smiled.     **  Dear  heart,"  she 

said, "  if  we 
Host  bearers  of  a  heavy  burden  be. 
Oar  boyt  God  willing,  yet  the  day  shall  see 

**  When  from  the  gallery  to  the  farthest  seat, 
Slave  and  slave-owner  shall  no  longer  meet. 
Bat  all  sit  equal  at  the  Master's  feet.'* 


» 


On  the  stone  hearth  the  blazing  walnut  block 
Set  the  low  walls  a-glimmer,  showed  the 

cock 
Bebaking  Peter  on  the  Van  Wyck  dock. 

Shone  on  old  tomes  of  law  and  physic,  side 
By  side  with  Fox  and  Behmeu,  played  at 

hide 
ADd  seek  with  Anna,  midst  her  household 

nride 


Of  flaxen  webs,  and  on  the  table,  bare 
Of  costly  cloth  or  silver  cup,  but  where. 
Tasting  the  fat  shads  of  the  Delaware, 

The  courtly  Penn  had  praised  the  good- 
wife's  cheer. 

And  quoted  Horace  o'er  her  home-brewed 
beer. 

Till  even  grave  Pastorius  smiled  to  hear. 

In  such  a  home,  beside  the   Schuylkill's 

wave, 
He  dwelt  in  peace  with  God  and  man,  and 

gave 
Food  to  the  poor  and  shelter  to  the  slave. 

For  all  too  soon  the  New  World's  scandal 

shamed 
The  righteous  code  by  Penn  and  Sidney 

framed. 
And  men  withheld  the  human  rights  they 

claimed. 

And  slowly  wealth  and  station  sanction  lent. 
And  hardened  avarice,  on  its  gains  intent^ 
Stifled  the  inward  whisper  of  dissent. 

Yet  all  the  while  the  burden  rested  sore 
On  tender  hearts.     At  last  Pastorius  bore 
Their  warning   message   to  the  Church's 
door 

In  God's  name  ;  and  the  leaven  of  the  word 
Wrought  ever  after  in  the  souls  who  heard. 
And  a  dead  conscience  in  its  grave-clothes 
stirred 

To  troubled  life,  and  urged  the  vain  excuse 
Of  Hebrew  custom,  patriarchal  use. 
Good  in  itself  if  evil  in  abuse. 

Gravely  Pastorius  listened,  not  the  less 
Discerning  through  the  decent  fig-leaf  dress 
Of  the  poor  plea  its  shame  of  selfishness. 

One  Scripture  rule,  at  least,  was  unforgot ; 
He  hid  the  outcast,  and  bewrayed  him  not ; 
And,  when  his   prey   the  human    hunter 
sought, 

H<3  scrupled  not,  while  Anna's  wise  delay 
And  proffered  cheer  prolonged  the  master's 

stay, 
To  speed  the  black  guest  safely  on  his 

wava 


io6 
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Yet  who  siull  guess  his  bitter  grief  wlio 

His  life  to  some  great  caose,  and  finds  hia 

friends 
Shame  or  betraj  it  for  their  private  ends  ? 

How  felt  the  Master  when  his  chosen  atrove 
In  childish  folly  for  their  seats  above  ; 
And  that  fond  mother,  blinded  by  her  love, 

Besoaght   him  that  her   sons,   beside   his 

throne, 
Uight  sit  on  either  hand  ?     Amidst  his  own 
A  stranger  oft,  companionless  and  lone, 

God's   priest   and   prophet   stands.       The 

martyr's  pain 
Is   not   sloue   from  scourge  and  cell  and 

Sharper   the  pang  when,  shouting   in  his 


His  forest  home  do  hermit's  cell  he  found. 
Guests,  motley-minded,  drew  his  hearth 

around. 
And   held   armed   truce   upon  its  neutral 

ground. 

There  Indian  chiefs  with  battle-bowi  un- 
strung, 
Strong,  hero-limbed,  like  those  whom  Ho- 

Fastorius    fancied,   when    the   world  was 
young. 

Came  with  their  tawny  women,  lithe  and 

tall,  _ 

Like  bronzes  in  his  friend  Ton  Rodeck's 

hall. 
Comely,  if  black,  and  not  unpleasing  all. 

There  hungry  folk  in  homespun  drab  and 

gray 
Drew  round  his  board  on  Monthly  Meeting 

Genial,  half  merry  in  their  friendly  way. 

Or,  hapl^,  pilgrims  from  the  Fatherland, 
Weak,  timid,  homesinlc.  slow  to  understand 
Hie  New  World's  promise,  sought  hie  help- 


Or  painful  Kelpins  from  his  hermit  den 
By  Wissahickon,  maddest  of  good  men. 
Dreamed  o'er  the  Chiliast  dn^ms  of  Peter- 


Deep  in  the  woods,  where  the  small  riTa 

slid 
Snake-like  in  shade,  the  Helmstadt  Myriie 

hid. 
Weird  as  a  wizard,  over  arts  forbid, 

Reading  the  books  of  Daniel  and  of  John, 
And  Behmen's  Moming-Bedness,  through 

the  Stone 
Of  Wisdom,  vouchsafed  to  his  eyes  aloiie, 


Whereby  he  read  what  n 


Shall  bid  all  flesh  await,  on  land  or  ship^ 
The  warning  trump  of  the  Apocalypse, 
Shattering  the  heavens  befon  tha  diMd 


Or  meek-eyed  Mennonist  his  bearded  ohim 
Leaned   o'er  the   gate  ;    or  Ranter,  pore 

Aired  his  perfection  in  a  world  of  m. 

Or,  talking  of  old  home  seenee.  Op  der 

Graaf 
Teased  the  low  baok-log  with  his  ahoddea 

staff, 
Till  the  red  embers  broke  into  a  lang^ 

And  dance  of  flame,  as  if  they  Un  would 

Tha  rugged  face,  half  tender,  half  t 
Tonehed  with  the  pathos  of 

tearl 

Or  Sluyter,  suntly  famUist,  whose  wmd 
As  law  the  Brethren  of  the  Manor  heard, 
Announced  the  speedy  terrors  of  the  hati, 

And  turned,  like  Lot  at  Sodom,  from  Ids 

Above  a  wrecked  world  with  eamplaonl 

Riding  secure  upon  his  plank  of  graee  t 

Haply,  from  Finland's  birchen  growa  •» 
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Manly  in  thought,  in  simple  ways  a  child, 
Hi.  white  hair  iloating  round  hi.  yisage 
mildy 

The  Swedish  pastor  sought  the  Quaker's 

door, 
Pleased  from  his  neighbor's  lips  to  hear 

once  more 
His  loDg-disused  and  half-forgotten  lore. 

For  both  could  baffle  Babel's  lingual  curse, 
And  speak  in  fiiou's  Doric,  and  rehearse 
Cleauthes'  hymn  or  Virgil's  sounding  verse. 

And  oft  Pastorius  and  the  meek  old  man 
Argued  as  Quaker  and  as  Lutheran, 
Boding  in  Christian  love,  as  they  began. 

With  lettered  Lloyd  on  pleasant  moms  he 

strayed 
Where  Sommerhausen  over  vales  of  shade 
Looked  miles  away,  by  every  flower  de- 

layedy 

Or  song  of  bird,  happy  and  free  with  one 
Who  loved,  like  him,  to  let  his  memory  run 
\     Over  old  fields  of  learning,  and  to  sun 

Himself  in  Plato's  wise  philosophies, 
And  dream  with  Philo  over  mysteries 
\      Whereof  the  dreamer  never  finds  the  keys  ; 

To  touch  all  themes  of  thought,  nor  weakly 

stop 
For  doubt  of  truth,  but  let  the  buckets  drop 
Deep  down  and  bring  the  hidden  waters 

up. 

For  there  was  freedom  in  that  wakening 

time 
Of  tender  souls  ;  to  differ  was  not  crime  ; 
The  Tarying  bells  made  up  the  perfect 

chime. 

On  lips  unlike  was  laid  the  altar's  coal, 
The  white,  dear  light,  tradition-colored  ^ 

stole 
Through  tlie  stained  oriel  of  each  human 

souL 

Gathered  from  many  sects,  the  Quaker 

brought 
His  old  beliefs,  adjusting  to  the  tbonght 
That  moved  his  soul  the  creed  his  fathers 

tanirhL 


One  faith  alone,  so  broad  that  all  mankind 
Within  themselves  its  secret  witness  find, 
The  soul's  communion  with  the  Eternal 
Mind, 

The  Spirit's  law,  the  Inward  Rule   and 

Guide, 
Scholar  and  peasant,  lord  and  serf,  allied. 
The  polished  Pean  and  Cromwell's  Ironside. 

As  still  in  Hemskerck's  Quaker  Meeting, 

face 
B^  face  in  Flemish  detail,  we  may  trace 
How  loose-mouthed  boor  and  fine  ancestral 

grace 

Sat  in  close  contrast,  —  the  clipt-headed 
churl  f 

Broad  market-dame,  and  simple  serving- 
girl 

By  skirt  of  silk  and  periwig  in  curl  I 

For  soul  touched  soul ;  the  spiritual  treas- 
ure-trove 
Made  all  men  equal,  none  could  rise  above 
Nor  sink  below  that  level  of  God's  love. 

So,  with  bis  rustic  neighbors  sitting  down, 
The  homespun  frock   beside  the  scholar's 

gown, 
Pastorius  to  the  manners  of  the  town 

Added   the    freedom  of    the  woods,  and 

sought 
The  bookless  wisdom  by  experience  tanght. 
And  learned  to  love  his  new-found  home, 

while  not 

Foreetful  of  the  old  ;  the  seasons  went 
Their  rounds,  and  somewhat  to  Lis  spirit 

lent 
Of  their  own  calm  and  measureless  content. 

Glad  even  to  tears,  he  heard  the  robin  sing 
His  song  of  welcome  to  the  Western  spring. 
And  bluebird  borrowing  from  the  sky  his 
wing. 

And  when  the  miracle  of  autumn  came. 
And  all  the  woods  with  many-colored  flame 
Of  splendor,  making  summer's  greenness 
tame. 

Burned,  unconsumed,  a  voice  without  a 
soimd 
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Spaks  to  bim  from    eaoh  kindled   bash 

KTOund, 
And  made  the  Btrauge,  Dew  landscape  holy 

grouod  I 

And  when  the  bitter  north-wind,  keen  and 

Swept  the  white  street  and  piled  the  door- 

janl  drit't, 
He  exercised,  as  Friends  might  lay,  his  gift 

Of  Tene,  Dutch,  English,  Latin,  lilw  the 

Of  oora  and  benns  in  Indian  snccotash ; 
Dull,  doubtless,  bat  with  here  and  there  a 

flash 

Of  wit  and  fine  conceit,  —  the  good  man's 

Of  quiet  fancies,  meet  to  while  away 
The  slow  hours  measuttng  off  an  idle  day. 

At  evening,  while  his  wife  put  on  her  look 
Of    love's   endurance,   from   its   niche  he 

took 
The  written  pages  of  his  ponderous  book. 

And  read,  in  half  the  languages  of  man, 
His  "  Rusca  Apium,"  which  with  bees  be- 
gan. 
And  through  the  gamut  of  crestioa  ran. 

Or,  now  and  then,  the  missive  of  some  friend 
In  gray  Altorf  or  storied  NUmberg  penned 
Dropped  in  npon  him  like  a  giiest  to  spend 

The  ni^ht  beneath  bis  roof-tree.  Mystical 
The  fair  Von  Merlau  spake  as  waters  fall 
And  voices  sound  in  dreams,  and  yet  withal 

Human  and  sweet,  as  if  each  far,  low  tone, 
Over  ttie  roses  of  her  gardens  blown 
Brought  the  wann  sense  of  beauty  all  her 


Wise   Spener  questioned  what  his  friend 

could  trace 
Of  spiritual  influx  or  of  saving  grace 
In  the  wild  natures  of  the  Indian  race. 

And  learned  Scburmberg,  fain,  at  times  to 

From  Talmud,  Koran,  Veds,   and   Penta- 

Sought  out  his  pupil  in  his  far-off  nook. 


To  qnery  with  him  of  elimatia  ehange, 
Of  hiid,  heaat,  reptile,  in  his  loieat  range. 
Of  fiowen  and  fruits  and  simplaa  new  and 


FastoriosHnsweredall ;  while  seed  and  root 
Sent  from  his  new  home  grew  to  flower  and 

fruit 
Along  the  Rhine  and  at  the  Speaiaxt's  foot ; 


And  on  his  vines  the  Rhenisb  clustcra  grew. 

No  idler  he  ;  whoever  else  might  shirk. 
He  set  his  hand  to  every  honest  work, — 
Farmer   and  teacher,  court  and   meeting 

Still  on  the  town  seal  his  device  is  tonnd, 
Grapes,  flax,  and  thread-spool  on  a  treftul 

ground. 
With    "  Viimm,    linum    et     Tezttinnm' 

wound. 

One  house  snfBced  for  gospel  and  for  law. 
Where  Paul  and  Grotius,  Scripture  text  aod 

Assured  the  good,  and  held  the  lectin  an- 

Whatever  lecal  male  he  wandered  throogh, 
Ho  kept  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount  in  view. 
And  justice  always  into  mercy  grow. 

No  whipping-post  be  needed,  stocks,  noi 

Nor  ducking-stool ;  the  orchard-thief  grew 

At  his  rebuke,  the  vixen  ceased  to  rail, 

The  usurer's  grasp  released  the  forfeit  land ; 
Tlie  slanderer  fttltered  at  the  witne 
And  all  men  took  bis  counsel  for  « 

Was  it  caressing  ai 

Icrcr  skies  I 

uf. 
Green  calm  below,  blue  quietaeas  abon, 
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low  of  water,  deep  repose  of  wood 
with  a  aeoae  of  loving  Fatherhood 
diildlike  trust  in  the  Eternal  Good, 

Bed  all  hearts,  and  dulled  the  edge  of 

hate, 
Bd  rtrif  e,  and  taught  impatieiit  »«1  to 

wait 
low  assurance  of  the  hotter  state  ? 

knows  what  goadiligs  in  their  sterner 

way 
jagged  ioe,  relieyed  hj  granite  gray, 
round  the  men  of  Massachusetts  Bay  ? 

i  hate  of  heresy  the  east-wind  woke  ? 
;  hints  of  pitiless  power  and  terror 

spoke 
▼es  that  on  their  iron  coast-line  hroke  ? 

as  it  may  :  within  the  Land  of  Penn 
ectaiy  yielded  to  the  citizen, 
»eaoeiuI  dwelt  the  many-creeded  men. 

I  hrooded  over  all.    No  trumpet  stung 
ir  to  madness,  and  no  steeple  flung 
ma  down  from  hells  at  midnight  rung. 

ftnd  slept  well.    The  Indian  from  his 

face 
ed  all  his  war-paint  off,  and  in  the 

place 
tUe-marohes  sped  the  peaceful  chase, 

roofi^ht  for  wages  at  the  white  man's 

side, — 
g  to  kindness  what  his  native  pride 
aasy  freedom  to  all  else  denied. 

well  the  curious  scholar  loved  the 

old 
tions    that    his    swarthy    neighbors 

told 
igwam-flres  when  nights  were  growing 

nied  the  fact  round  which  their  fancy 

drew 
reams,  and  held  their  childish  faith 

more  true 
id  and  man  than  half  the  creeds  he 

knew. 

lesert  blossomed  round  him ;  wheat- 
fields  rolled 


Beneath  the  warm  wind  waves  of  green 

and  gold; 
The  planted  ear  returned  its  hundred-fold. 

Great  clusters  ripened  in  a  wanner  sun 
Than  that  which  oy  the  Rhine  stream  shines 

upon 
The  purpling  hillsides  with  low  vines  o'er- 

run. 

About  each  rustic  porch  the  humming-bird 
Tried  with  light  bill,  that  scarce  a  petal 

stirred. 
The  Old  World  flowers  to  virgin  soil  trans- 
ferred; 

And  the  first-fruits  of  pear  and  apple, 

bending 
The  young  Inoughs  down,  their  gold  and 

russet  blending, 
Made  ^\ad  his  heart,  familiar  odors  lend- 

mg 

To  the  fresh  fragrance  of  the  birch  and 

pine. 
Life-everlasting,  bay,  and  eglantine, 
And  all  the  subtle  scents  the  woods  combine. 

Fair  First-Day  mornings,  steeped  in  sum- 
mer calm, 

Warm,  tender,  restful,  sweet  with  woodland 
balm. 

Came  to  him,  like  some  mother-hallowed 
psalm 

To  the  tired  grinder  at  the  noisy  wheel 
Of  labor,  winding  off  from  memory's  reel 
A  golden  thread  of  music.     With  no  peal 

Of  bells  to  call  them  to  the  house  of 
praise, 

The  scattered  settlers  through  green  forest- 
ways 

Walked  meetiog-ward.    In  reverent  amaze 

The  Indian  trapper  saw  them,  from  the 

dim 
Shade  of  the  alders  on  the  rivulet's  rim, 
Seek  the  Great  Spirit's  house  to  talk  with 

Him. 

There,  through  the  gathered  stillness  mul- 
tiplied 
And  made  intense  by  sympathy,  outside 
The  sparrows  sang,  and  the  gold-robin  criedj 
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Thither,  perohacce,    Hore-tried    confewars 

Whom  fervor  jsil  nor  pillory  could  tame. 
Proud  of  the  cropped  ears  meant  to  be  their 
ahame. 

Men  who  had  eaten  slaver;'!  bitter  bread 
In  Indian  isles  ;  pale  women  who  bad  bled 
Under  the   faan^non'a   laafa,   and   bravely 


God's  message  through  their  prison's  iron 

And  gray  old  soldier-converts,  seamed  with 

From  every  stricken  Beld  of  Engtaod's  wars. 

Lowly  before  the  Unseen  Presence  knelt 
Each  waiting  heart,  till  haply  some  one  felt 
On  his  moved  lips  the  seal  of  silence  melt. 

Of,  withont  spoken  words,  low  breathings 

Of  a  diviner  life  from  soul  to  soul. 
Baptizing  in  one  tender  thought  the  whole. 

When  shaken  hands  announced  the  meeting 


Of  weekly  tidings.     Meanwhile  youth  and 

Down  the  green  vistas  of  the  woodland 
strayed, 

Whispered  and  smiled  and  oft  their  feet  de- 
layed. 

Dill  the  boy's  whistle  answer  back  the 

thrushes? 
Did  light  girl  laughter  ripple  throngb  the 

bushes. 
As  brooks  make  merry  over  roots   and 

rushes  ? 

Unvexed  the  sweet  air  seemed.     Withont  a 

^e  ear  of  silence  heard,  and  every  sonnd 
Its  plaee  in  nature's  fine  aootndanoe  found. 


And  solemn  meeting,  nimineT  i^  and  wood. 
Old  kindly  faces,  yuuth  and  maideobood 
Seemed,  tike  God's  new  creation,  very  good ) 

And,  granting  all  with  quiet  amila  and  wotd, 
Pastorius  went  his  way.  The  nnsoaied  bird 
Sang   at   hia   side ;    scarcely  the   squirrel 

At  his  bushed  footstep  on  tbe  mos^  tod  ; 
And,  wberesoe'er  the  good  man  loMied  oi 

trod, 
He  felt  the  peace  of  nature  and  of  God. 

His  social  life  wore  no  ascetic  form. 

He  loved  all  beaaty,  without  fear  of  hui^ 

And  in  his  veins  his  Teuton  blood  ran  waittti 

Strict  to  himself,  of  other  men  no  apy. 
He  made  his  own  no  drcuit-judge  to  try 
The  freer  conscience  of  his  neighbon  1^. 

With  love  rebuking,  by  his  life  alone, 
Gracious  and   sweet,  the   better   way  wu 

The  joy  of  one,  who,  seeking  not  hia  owa. 

And  faithful  to  all  scrnples,  finds  at  hit 
The  tlioms  and  shaids  of  duty  overpast, 
And  daily  life,  beyond  his  ho     '    *  ' 

Pleasant  and  beautiful  witb  sight  and 
And   flowers    upspringing   in    ita    t 

round, 
And    all    his    days    with    quiet 

crowned. 


He  sang  not ;  hut  if   i 

He  hummed   what  seemed   like    Altmf* 

Bu  rscben-Bong, 
His  good  wife  smiled  and  did  not  eonot  it 

For  well  he  loved  bis  boyhood's  Imtlwr 

band; 
His  Memory,  while  he  trod  the  New  WcdA 

A  double-ganger  walked  the  Fktberiaml  I 

If,  when  on  frosty  Christmas  ere*  the  li^ 
Shone  on  his  quiet  hearth,  ha  miMtd  HI  • 

sight 
Of  Yule-log,  Tree,  and  Chriit-ohiU  alln 

white; 
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And  elosed  hia  eyes,  and  listened  to  the 

sweet 
Old  wait-songs  sonnding  down  his  native 

stieeify 
And  wmtcbed  again  the  daneers'  mingling 

feet ; 

Tet  not  the  less,  when  once  the  vision  passed, 
He  held  the  plain  and  sober  maxims  fast 
Of  the  dear  friends  with  whom  his  lot  was 
east. 

Stin  all  attuned  to  nature's  melodies 

He  loved  the  bird's  song  in  bis  door-jard 

creesy 
And  the  low  hum  of  home-returning  bees  ; 

The  blossomed  flax,  the  tulip-trees  in  bloom 
Down  the  long  street,  the  beauty  and  per- 
fume 
Of  apple-boughs,  the  mingling  light  and 
gloom 

Of  Sommerhausen's  woodlands,  woven 
through 

With  sun-threads  ;  and  the  music  the  wind 
drew, 

Moomfnl  and  sweet,  from  leaves  it  over- 
blew. 

And  evermore,  beneath  this  outward  sense. 
And    through  the   common    sequence    of 

events, 
He  felt  the  guiding  hand  of  Providence 

Beach  out  of  space.    A  Voice  spake  in  his 


And  lo  I  all  other  voices  far  and  near 
Died  at  that  whisper,  full  of  meanings  clear. 

Tlie  Light  of  Life  shone  round  him  ;  one  by 

one 
The  wandering  lights,  that  all-misleading 

run. 
Went  oat  like  candles  paling  in  the  sun. 

Thai  Light   he  followed,  step    by    step. 


wnereer 
li  led,  as  in  the  vision  of  the  seer 
Hie  wheels  moved  as  the  spirit  in  the  clear 

And  terrible  crystal  moved,  with  all  their 

eyes 
WatehJTig  the  living  splendor  sink  or  rise, 
ItB  will  their  will,  knowing  no  otherwise. 


Within  himself  he  found  the  law  of  right. 
He  walked  by  faith  and  not  the  letter's 

siffht, 
And  read  his  Bible  by  the  Inward  Light. 

And  if  sometimes  the  slaves  of  form  and 

rule, 
Frozen  in  their  creeds  like  fish  in  winter's 

pool. 
Tried  the  large  tolerance  of  his  liberal 

school. 

His  door  was  free  to  men  of  every  name, 
He  welcomed  all   the  seeking  souls  who 

came. 
And  no  man's  faith  he  made  a  cause  of 

blame. 

But  best  he  loved  in  leisure  hours  to  see 
His  own  dear  Friends  sit  by  him  knee  to 

knee,  , 

In  social  converse,  genial,  frank,  and  free. 

There  sometimes  silence  (it  were  hard  to 

teU 
Who  owned  it  first)  upon  the  circle  fell. 
Hushed  Anna's  busy  wheel,  and  laid  its  spell 

On  the  black  boy  who  g^maced  by  the 

hearth, 
To  solemnize  his  shining  face  of  mirth  ; 
Only  the  old  clock  ticked  amidst  the  dearth 

Of  sound  ;  nor  eye  was  raised  nor  hand 

was  stirred 
In  that  soul-sabbath,  till  at  last  some  word 
Of  tender  counsel  or  low  prayer  was  heard. 

Then  guests,  who  lingered  but  farewell  to 
say 

And  take  love's  message,  went  their  home- 
ward way  ; 

So  passed  in  peace  the  guileless  Quaker's 
day. 

His  was  the   Christian's  unsung  Age  of 

Gold, 
A  truer  idyl  than  the  bards  have  told 
Of  Amo's  banks  or  Arcady  of  old. 

Where  still  the    Friends  their    place  of 

burial  keep, 
And  century-rooted  mosses  o'er  it  creep. 
The  Niimberg  scholar  and  his  helpmeet 

sleep. 
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And  Anna's  aloe  7     If  it  flowered  at  last 
la  Bartram'B  gardBD,  did  Jolm  WoolmBD 

A  glaiioe  upon  it  as  he  meekly  paued  ? 

And  did  a  secret  sfmpath  j  poueu 
That  tender  bodI,  and  for  the  slave's  redress 
Lend  hope,  strength,  patience  7     It  were 
Tain  to  guess. 

TSay,  were  the  plant  itself  but  mythical, 

Set  in  the  fresco  of  tradition's  wall 

Like  Jotham's  bnunble,  mattereth  not  at 


Enough  to  know  that,  through  the  winter's 

frost 
And  Bummer's  heat,  no  seed  of  tmth  Is  lost. 
And  every  duty  pays  at  last  its  ocet. 

For,  ere  P^atorius  left  the  ann  and  air, 
God  sent  the  answer  to  his  life-loue  prayer  ; 
Hie  child  was  bom  beside  the  Deuiwaie, 


Guided  hia  people  u 
And  left   tnern  worthier  of  the  name  of 
Friends. 

And  lo  I  the  fulness  of  the  time  haa  come, 
And  over  all  the  exile's  Western  home. 
From  sea  to  sea  the  flowers  of  freedom 
bloom  I 

And  joy-bells  ring,   and   silver   trumpets 

blow; 
But  not  for  thee,  Fastorius  I     Even  so 
The   world   forgets,   but   the  wise  angels 


KING  VOLMER  AND  ELSIE 
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[A  Danish  gentJeman,  Mr.  P.  Taft,  sent  the 
poet  nn  nnrhymed  oodine  in  Engliib  of  Win- 
ter's ballad.] 

Whbbe,  over  heathen  doom-iings  and  gray 

Btoues  of  the  Horg, 
In  its  little  Christian  city  stands  the  ehnrch 

of  Vordingborg, 


In  merry  mood  King  Volmer  sat,  I 

of  his  power, 
As  idle  as  the  Goose  of  Gold  that 

on  his  tower. 

Out  spake  the  Kiag  to  Heurik,  bi 
and  faithful  squire  : 

'■  Dar'st  trust  thy  little  Elsie,  the 
thy  desire  7  " 

"Of  all  the  men  in  Denmark  ahi 
only  me  : 

As  true  to  me  is  Elsie  as  thy  L 

Load  lan^hed  the  king :  "  Toyman 

brmg  another  ^j. 
When  I  myself  will  test  ber ;  she 

say  me  nay." 
Thereat  the  lords  and  gallants,  thi 

about  him  stood, 
Wagged   all   their   beads   in  cone 

smiled  as  courtiers  should. 

The  gray  lark  sings  o'er  Vordiugb 

on  the  aucieut  town 
From    the   tall    tower   uf   Valden 

Golden  Goose  looks  down  ; 
The  yellow  grain  is  waring  in  the 

wind  of  mom. 
The  wood  resounds  with  cry  of  hou 

blare  of  hunter's  horn. 

In  the  garden  of  her  father  little  E 

and  spins. 
And,  singing  with  the  early  birds,  fc 

task  begins. 
Gay  tulips  bloom  and  sweet  mil 

around  her  garden-bower. 
But  she  is  sweeter  than  the  mint  an 

than  the  flower. 

About  her  form  her  kirtle  blue  cti 

ingly,  and,  white 
As  snow,  ber  loose  sleeves  only  le 

small,  round  wrists  in  eight : 
Below,  the  modest  petticoat  can  o 

conceal 
The  motion  of  the  lightest  foot  tl 

turned  a  wheel. 

The  cat  sits  purring  at  her  side,  be 
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d,  hark  !  a  tndn  of  horsemen,  with  sound 
of  dog  and  horn, 

ne  leaping  o'er  the  ditches,  come  tramp- 
ling down  the  com  I 

rrily  rang  the  bridle-reins,  and  scarf  and 

plume  streamed  gav, 
fast  beside  her  father  s  gate  the  riders 

held  their  way  ; 
i  one  was  brave  in  scarlet  cloak,  with 

golden  spur  on  heel, 
1,  as  he  checked  his  foaming  steed,  the 

maiden  checked  her  wheeL 

U  hail  among  thy  roses,  the  fairest  rose 

to  me ! 
'  weary  months  in  secret  my  heart  has 

louged  for  thee  !  " 
at  noble  knight  was  this  ?  What  words 

for  modest  maiden's  ear  ? 
dropped  a  lowly  courtesy  of  bashful- 

ness  and  fear. 

lifted  up  her  spinning-wheel ;  she  fain 

would  seek  the  door, 
mbling  in  every  limb,  her  cheek  with 

blushes  crimsoned  o'er, 
ay,  fear  me  not,"  the  rider  said,  '*! 

offer  heart  and  hand, 
r  witness  these  good   Danish  knights 

who  round  about  me  stand. 

grant  you  time  to  think  of  this,  to  an- 
swer as  you  may, 

'  to-morrow,  little  Elsie,  shall  bring 
another  day." 

spake  the  old  phrase  slyly,  as  glancing 
round  his  train, 

saw  his  merry  followers  seek  to  hide 
their  smiles  in  vain. 

he  snow  of  pearls  1 11  scatter  in  your 

curls  of  golden  hair, 
line  with  furs  the  velvet  of  the  kirtle 

that  you  wear  ; 
precious  gems  shall  twine  your  neck ; 

and  in  a  chariot  gay 
I  shall  ride,  my  little  Elsie,  behind  four 

steeds  of  gray. 

nd  harps  shall  sound,  and  Antes  shall 
play,  and  brazen  lamps  shall  glow  ; 

marble  floors  your  feet  shall  weave  the 
dances  to  and  fro. 


At  frosty  eventide  for  us  the  blazing  hearth 

shall  shine. 
While  at  our  ease  we  play  at  draughts,  and 

drink  the  blood-red  wine." 

Then  Elsie  raised  her  head  and  met  her 

wooer  face  to  face  ; 
A  roguish  smile  shone  iu  her  eye  and  on 

her  lip  found  place. 
Back  from  her  low  white  forehead  the 

curls  of  «>ld  she  threw, 
And  lifted  up  her  eyes  to  his,  steady  and 

clear  and  blue. 

"  I  am  a  lowly  peasant,  and  you  a  gallant 

kuight ; 
I  will  not  trust  a  love  that  soon  may  cool 

and  turn  to  slight. 
If  you  would  wed  me  henceforth  be  a 

peasant,  not  a  lord  ; 
I  bid  you  hang  upon  the  wall  your  tried 

and  trusty  sword." 

**  To  please  you,  Elsie,  I  wiU  lay  keen  Dy- 

nadel  away. 
And  in  its  place  will  swing  the  scythe  and 

mow  your  father's  hay." 
**Nayy  but  your  gallant  scarlet  cloak  my 

eyes  can  never  bear  ; 
A  Yadmal  coat,  so  plain  and  g^y,  b  all 

that  you  must  wear." 

"  Well,  Yadmal  will  I  wear  for  you,"  the 

rider  gayly  spoke, 
**  And  on  the  Lord's  high  altar  1 11  lay  my 

scarlet  cloak." 
<<But  mark,"  she  said,  '^no  stately  horse 

my  peasant  love  must  ride, 
A  yoke  of  steers  before  the  plough  is  all 

that  he  must  guide." 

The  knight  looked  down  upon  his  steed: 

"  Well,  let  him  wander  free  : 
No  other  man  must  ride  the  horse  that  has 

l>een  backed  by  me. 
Henceforth  I'll  tread  the  furrow  and  to 

my  oxen  talk, 
If  only  little  Elsie  beside  my  plough  will 

walk." 

**  Ton  must  take  from  out  your  cellar  cask 
of  wine  and  flask  and  can  ; 

The  homely  mead  I  brew  you  may  serve  a 
peasant-man." 
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And  leave  mj  miuBtrel's  thirsty  throat  to 
dnin  my  generous  wine. 

"Now    break  yonr   shield    asonder,  and 

shatter  sign  and  boss. 
Unmeet  for  peasant  -  wedded  arms,   joor 

knightlT  knee  across. 
And  pull  iiie  down  ;our  castle  from  top  to 

basement  wall, 
And  let  your  plough  trace  furrows  in  the 

ruins  ol  jour  hall ! " 

Then  smiled  he  with  a  lofty  pride ;  ri^t 

well  at  last  he  knew 
The  maiden  of  the  spinning-wheel  was  to 

her  trotb-plieht  true. 
"  Ah,  roguish  little  £lBie  1  you  act  jonr  part 

full  well : 
Ton  know  that  I  must  bear  roj  shield  and 

in  my  oastle  dwell  1 


the  hearts 
Keep   watch   o'er   Denmark's  honor,   and 

guard  her  ancient  name. 
For  know  that  I  am  Volmer  ;  I  dwell  in 

yonder  towers. 
Who  ploughs  them  ploughs  up  Denmark, 

this  goodly  home  of  oars  I 

"  I  tempt  DO  more,  fiur  Elsie  I  your  heart 

I  know  is  true  ; 
Woold  God  that  all  our  maidens  were  good 

and  pure  ns  you  1 
Well  have  you  plea^d  your  monarch,  and 

ho  shall  well  repay  ; 


bring 


another  day  I " 

He  lifted  np  his  bridle  hand,  he  spurred  his 

good  steed  then. 
And  like  a  wbirl-blast  swept  away  with  all 

his  gallant  men. 
The  steel  hoofs  beat  the  rooky  path  ;  again 

The  wood  resounds  with  cry  of  hounds  and 
blare  of  hunter's  horn. 

"  Tbon  trae  and  ever  faithful  t "  the  listen- 
ing Henrik  cried  ; 

And,  leaping  o'er  the  green  hedge,  he  stood 
by  Blsia's  side. 


None  saw  the  fond  embraclDg,  laTe,  s 

iug  from  afar. 
The  Golden  Goose  that  watobed  them  t 

the  tower  of  Valdemar. 

O  darling  girls  of  Denmark  I    of  all 

flowers  that  throng 
Her  vales  of  spring  the  fairest,  I  dog 

you  my  soug. 
No  praise  as  yours  so  bravely  rewards 

singer's  skill  ; 
Thank  God  1  of  maids  lika  Elsie  the  L 

has  plenty  still  I 


THE  THREE  BELLS 

Beneath  the  low-bung  night  cloud 
That  raked  her  spliuteriug  mast 

The  good  shit)  settled  slowly. 
The  cruel  leak  gained  fiiat. 

Over  the  awful  ocean 
Her  sienal  giins  pealed  ont. 

Dear  God  I  was  that  Tby  answer 
From  the  horror  round  about  ? 

A  voice  came  down  tbe  wild  wind, 

"  Ho  I  ship  ahov  1  "  its  cry  : 

"  Our  stout  Three  Bells  of  Glawow 

Shall  lay  tiU  daylight  by  I  ''^ 


The  lights  of  the  Three  E 

And  ship  to  ship  made  signals, 
Man  answered  back  to  man, 

While  oft,  to  cheer  and  hearten. 
The  Three  Bells  nearer  ran  ; 

And  the  captain  from  her  taffraH 
Sent  down  hi4  hopeful  cry  : 
"  Take  heart  I     HoUf  on  I "  he  shouted 
"  The  Three  Bells  shaU  lay  by  ! " 

All  night  across  tbe  waters 

The  tossing  lights  shone  clear ; 

AH  night  from  reeling  tattrail 
Tbe  Three  Bells  sent  ber  cheer. 

And  when  tbe  dreary  watches 
Of  storm  and  darknew  psMed, 
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IS  the  wreck  lurched  under, 
I  souls  were  saved  at  last. 

m,  Three  Bells,  forever, 
l^ratef  ul  memory  sail ! 
on.  Three  Bells  of  rescue, 
ove  the  wave  and  gale  I 

of  the  Love  eternal, 
peat  the  Master's  cry, 
Bsing  through  our  darkness 
B  lights  of  God  draw  nigh  I 


JOHN   UNDERHILL 

e  of  years  had  come  and  gone 
le    Pilgrims  landed   on   rlymouth 
tone, 

Daptain  Underhill,  hearing  scars 
idian  ambush  and  Flemish  wars, 
iree- hilled  Boston  and  wandered 
lown, 
north,  to  Cocheco  town. 

ane  the  younger,  in  council  sweet, 
sat  at  ^na  Hutchinson's  feet, 
tien  the  bolt  of  banishment  fell 
head  of  his  saintly  oracle, 
shared  her  ill  as  her  good  report, 
raved  the    wrath  of  the    (xeneral 
)ourt. 

ik  from  his  feet  as  he  rode  away 

(t  of  the  Massachusetts  Bay. 

rid  might  bless  and  the  world  might 

tan, 

id  it  matter  the  perfect  man, 

m  the  freedom  of  earth  was  given, 

g;ainst  sin,  and  sure  of  heaven  ? 

ired  his  heart  as  he  rode  along 
reed  of  Scripture  and  holy  song, 
ight  how  he  rode  with  his  hmces 


Lower  Rhine  and  the  Zuyder-2^e, 

I   wood -path  grew  to  a  trodden 

oftd, 

Iton  Point  in  the  distance  showed. 

the  church  with  the  block-house 

"gh» 

>  fair  rivers,  the  flakes  thereby, 
eking  to  windward,  low  and  crank, 
le  B^Jlop  from  Strawberry  Bank ; 


And  he  rose  in  his  stirrups  and  looked 

abroad 
Over  land  and  water,  and  praised  the  Lord. 

Groodly  and  stately  and  grave  to  see, 

Into  the  clearing's  space  rode  he. 

With  the  Sim  on  the  hilt  of  his  sword  in 

sheath. 
And  hb  silver  buckles  and  spurs  beneath, 
And  the  settlers  welcomed  liim,  one  and  all, 
fVom  swift  Quampeagan  to  Gonic  Fall. 

And  he  said  to  the  elders  :  **  Lo,  I  come 
As  the  way  seemed  open  to  seek  a  home. 
Somewhnt  the  Lord  hath  wrought  by  my 

hands 
In  the  Narragansett  and  Netherlands, 
And  if  here  ye  have  work  for  a  Christian 

man, 
I  will  tarry,  and  serve  ye  as  best  I  can. 

''  I  boast  not  of  gifts,  but  fain  would  own 
The  wonderful  favor  God  hath  shown, 
The  special  mercy  vouchsafed  one  day 
On  the  shore  of  Narragansett  Bay, 
As  1  sat,  with  my  pipe,  from  the  camp  aside^ 
And  mused  like  Isaac  at  eventide. 

**  A  sudden  sweetness  of  peace  I  found, 
A  garment  of  gladness  wrapped  me  round  ; 
I  felt  from  the  law  of  works  released, 
The  strife  of  the  flesh  and  spirit  ceased, 
My  faith  to  a  full  assurance  grew, 
And  aU  I  had  hoped  for  myself  I  knew. 

<*Now,  as    God   appointeth,   I    keep  my 

way, 
I  shall  not  stumble,  I  shall  not  stray  ; 
He  hath  taken  away  my  fig-leaf  dress, 
I  wear  the  robe  of  His  righteousness  ; 
And  the  shafts  of  Satan  no  more  avail 
Than  Pequot  arrows  on  Christian  mail." 

"  Tarry  with  us,"  the  settlers  cried,  ^ 
**  Thou  man  of  God,  as  our  ruler  and  guide." 
And  Captain  Underhill  bowed  his  head. 
"  The  will  of  the  Lord  be  done  ! "  he  said. 
And  the  morrow  beheld  him  sitting  down 
In  the  ruler's  seat  in  Cocheco  town. 

And  he  judged  therein  as  a  just  man  should  *, 
His  woi^  were  wise  and  bis  rule  was  good  ; 
He  coveted  not  his  neighbor's  land. 
From  the  holding  of   oribes  ho  shook  his 
hand ; 
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And    til  rough    the    canips  of    the    heathen 

liLU 

A  wholesome  fear  of  the  valiant  man. 

But  the  heart  is  deceitful,  the  good  Book 

saith, 
And  life  hath  ever  a  savor  of  death. 
Through  hymns  of  triumph  the  tempter 

calls, 
And  whoso  thinketh  he  standeth  falls. 
Alas  !  ere  their  round  the  seasons  ran, 
There  was  grief  in  the  soul  of  the  saintly 

man. 

The  tempter's  arrows  that  rarely  fail 
Had  found  the  joints  of  his  spiritual  mail ; 
And  men  took  note  of  his  gloomy  air, 
The  shame  in  his  eye,  the  halt  in  his  prayer, 
The  signs  of  a  hattle  lost  within, 
The  pain  of  a  soul  in  the  coils  of  sin. 

Then  a  whisper  of  scandal  linked  his  name 
With  broken  vows  and  a  life  of  hlame  ; 
And  the  people  looked  askance  on  him 
As  he  walked  among  them  sullen  and  g^im, 
111  at  ease,  and  bitter  of  word. 
And  prompt  of  quarrel  wikh  hand  or  sword. 

None  knew  how,  with  prayer  and  fasting 

still. 
He  strove  in  the  bonds  of  his  evil  will ; 
But  he  shook  himself  like  Samson  at  length. 
And  girded  anew  his  loins  of  strength, 
And  bade  the  crier  go  up  and  down 
And  call  together  the  wondering  town. 

Jeer  and  murmur  and  shaking  of  head 
Ceased  as  lie  rose  in  liis  place  and  said  : 
**  Men,  brethren,  and  fathers,  well  ye  know 
How  I  came  among  you  a  year  ago, 
Strong  in  the  faith  that  my  soul  was  freed 
fVom  sin  of  feeling,  or  thought,  or  deed. 

^I  have  sinned,  I  own  it  with  grief  and 

shame. 
But  not  with  a  lie  on  my  lips  I  came. 
In  my  blindness  I  verily  thought  my  heart 
Swept  and  garnished  in  every  part. 
He  chargetb  His  angels  with  folly  ;    He 

sees 
The  heavens  unclean.    Was  I  more  than 

these  ? 

**  I  urge  no  plea.  At  your  feet  I  lay 
The  trust  you  gave  me,  and  go  my  way. 


Hate  me  or  pity  me,  as  you  will, 
'I'lie  Lord  will  have  mercy  on  sinners  still ; 
And  I,  who  am  chiefcst,  say  to  all. 
Watch  and  pray,  lest  ye  also  falL" 

No  voice  made  answer  :  a  sob  so  low 

That  only  his  quickened  ear  could  know 

Smote  his  heart  with  a  bitter  pain. 

As  into  the  forest  he  rode  again. 

And   the    veil    of  its  oaken  leaves  sho^ 

down 
On  his  latest  glimpse  of  Cocheco  town. 

Crystal-clear  on  the  man  of  sin 

The  streams  flashed  up,  and  the  sky  shone 

in; 
On  his  cheek  of  fever  the  cool  wind  blew. 
The  leaves  dropped  on  him  their  tears  of 

dew. 
And  angels  of  Grod,  in   the  pore,  sweet 

guise 
Of  flowers,  looked  on  him  with  sad  surprise. 

Was  his  ear  at  fault  that  brook  and  breeze 
Sang  in  their  saddest  of  minor  keys  ? 
What  was  it  the   mournful  wood-thnuli 

said? 
What  whispered  the  pine-trees  overhead  ? 
Did  he  hear  the  Voice  on  his  lonely  way 
That  Adam  heard  in  the  cool  of  day  ? 

Into  the  desert  alone  rode  he, 

Alone  with  the  Infinite  Purity ; 

And,  bowing  his  soul  to  its  tender  rebuke, 

As  Peter  did  to  the  Master's  look, 

He  measured  his  path  with    prayers  of 

pain 
For  peace  with  Grod  and  nature  again. 

And  in  after  years  to  Cocheco  came 

The  bruit  of  a  once  familiar  name  ; 

How  among  the  Dutch  of  New  Kethor- 

lands. 
From  wild  Danskamer  to  Haarlem  sandsy 
A  penitent  soldier  preached  the  Word, 
And  smote  the    heathen    with    6ideoii*s 

sword  ! 

And  the  heart  of  Boston  was  glad  to  liear 
How  he  harried  the  foe  on  the  long  fron- 
tier, 
And  heaped  on  the  land  against  hhn  barred 
The  coals  of  his  generons  wateh  and  wmrdi 
Frailest  and  bravest  I  the  Bay  State  still 
Counts  with  her  worthies  Jolm  UndetliilL 


THE  WITCH   OF  WENHAM 
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CONDUCTOR  BRADLEY 

A  nilway  ooodnetor  who  lost  his  life  in  sn 
aseidait  on  a  Connectiont  railway,  May  9, 1873. 

CoMDUCTOB  Bbadlby,   (always  may  his 


Be  Slid  with  reyerence  I)  as  the  swift  doom 

came, 
Soitten  to  deathy  a  crashed  and  mangled 

£ram6y 

Sink,  with  the  brake  he  grasped  just  where 

.  he  stood 
To  do  the  utmost  that  a  brave  man  could, 
And  die,  if  needful,  as  a  true  man  should. 

Men  stooped  aboTc  him  ;  women  dropped 

their  tears 
On  that  poor  wreck  beyond  all  hopes  or 

fears, 
Lost  in  the  strength  and  glory  of  his  years. 

What  heard  they  ?    Lo  I  the  ghastly  lips 

of  pain. 
Dead  to  all  thought  save  duty's,  moTed 

again: 
"  But  oat  the  signals  for  the  other  train  I " 

No  nobler  utterance  since  the  world  began 
Fktim  lips  of  saint  or  martyr  ever  ran. 
Electric,  through  the  sympathies  of  man. 

Ah  me  1  how  poor  and  noteless  seem  to  this 
The  sick-bed  aramas  of  self-consciousness, 
Oar  sensual  fears  of  pain  and  hopes  of 
bliss  I 

Oh,  grand,  supreme  endeavor  I     Not  in 

vain 
That  last  brave  act  of  failing  tongue  and 

brain ! 
Freighted  with  life  the  downward  rushing 

train. 

Following  the  wrecked  one,  as  wave  follows 

wave. 
Obeyed  the  warning  which  the  dead  lips 

gave. 
Othen  ne  saved,  himself  he  could  not  save. 

Nay,  the  lost  life  was  saved.  He  is  not  dead 
Who  in  his  record  still  the  earth  shall  tread 
1th  God's  clear  aureole  shining  round  his 
head 


We  bow  as  in  the  dust,  with  all  our  pride 
Of    virtue   dwarfed   the   noble  deed  be- 
side. 
Grod  give  us  grace  to  live  as  Bradley  died  I 


THE  WITCH   OF  WENHAM 

The  house  is  still  standing  in  Danvers,  ICaas., 
where,  it  is  said,  a  suspected  witch  was  con- 
fined overnight  in  the  attic,  which  was  bolted 
fast.  In  the  morning,  when  the  constable  came 
to  take  her  to  t)alem  for  trial,  she  was  missing, 
although  the  door  was  still  bolted.  Her  escape 
was  doubtless  aided  by  her  friends,  but  at  the 
time  it  was  attributed  to  iSatanic  interference. 


Along  Crane  River's  sunny  slopes 
Blew  warm  the  winds  of  May, 

And  over  Naumkeag's  ancient  oaks 
The  green  outgrew  the  gray. 

The  grass  was  green  on  Rial-side, 

The  early  birds  at  will 
Waked  up  the  violet  in  its  dell, 

The  wind-flower  on  its  hiU. 

**  Where  go  you,  in  your  Sunday  ooat. 
Son  Andrew,  tell  me,  pray." 

"  For  striped  perch  in  Wenham  Lake 
I  go  to  fish  to-day." 

"  Unhnrmed  of  thee  in  Wenham  Lake 
The  mottled  perch  sliall  be  : 
A  blue-eyed  witch  sits  on  tlie  bank 
And  weaves  her  net  for  thee. 

**  She  weaves  her  golden  hair  ;  she  sings 
Her  spell-song  low  and  faint ; 
The  wickedest  witch  in  Salem  jail 
Is  to  that  girl  a  saint." 

"  Nay,  mother,  hold  thy  cruel  tongue  ; 

God  knows,"  the  young  man  cried, 
"  He  never  made  a  winter  soul 

Than  hers  by  Wenham  side| 

**  She  tends  her  mother  sick  and  blind, 
And  every  want  supplies  ; 
To  her  above  the  blessed  Book 
She  lends  her  soft  blue  eyes. 

"  Her  voice  is  glad  with  holy  songs. 
Her  lips  are  sweet  with  prayer  ; 
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Go  whera  yoa  irill,  in  ten  milea  round 
Is  none  more  good  sjid  foil." 

"  Sod  Andrew,  for  the  love  of  God 

And  of  titj  moiber,  stay  I  " 
She  clasped  ber  bands,  she  wept  alond, 

But  Andrew  rode  awaj. 

**  0  TBTerend  air,  my  Andrew's  soul 
The  Wenhaui  witch  has  caught  ; 

She  liolds  him  with  the  euri^  gold 
Whereof  her  siiare  is  wrought. 

"  She  chornu  him  with  her  great  blua  *jes. 

She  binds  him  with  her  hair  ; 
Ob,  break  th^  spell  with  holy  words, 

Unhiud  him  with  a  prayer  I" 

"  Take  heart,"  the  painful  preacher  said, 

"  This  misuhief  shall  not  be  ; 
The  witch  shnll  periab  in  her  sins 

And  Andrew  shall  go  free. 

"Our  poor  Ann  Putnam  testifies 

She  saw  her  weave  a  spell. 
Bare-armed,  loose-haired,  at  full  of  moon. 

Around  a  dried-up  well. 


Hebrew's  old  refrain 
(For  Satan  uses  Bible  words). 
Till  water  flowed  amain. 


That  made  thfa  buttercups  take  wings 
And  turn  to  yellow  birds. 

"Tbey  say  that  swarming  wild  bees  seek 

The  hive  at  her  command  ; 
And  fishes  swim  to  take  their  food 

From  out  her  dainty  liaud. 

"Meek  as  she  sits  in  meeting-Ume, 

The  godly  minister 
Notes  well  the  spell  that  doth  compel 

The  young  men's  eyes  to  her. 

"The  mole  upon  her  dimpled  chin 

Is  Satan's  seal  and  sign  j 
Her  tips  are  »>d  with  evil  bread 

And  stain  of  unblest  wine. 


*Far  Titnbis  my  Indian,  sai 
At  Quasjciuig  she  took 


The  Bkck  Mao's  godless  ( 
And  signed  his  ai«adful  book. 


"  Idst  night  my  ■oca-afflieted  child 
Against  the  young  witch  cried. 

To  take  her  K^rsh^  Uerrick  ridM 
Even  now  to  Weuham  side." 

Hie  marshal  in  his  saddle  sat,  ' . ' 
His  daughter  at  his  knee  ; 

"I  go  to  fetch  that  arrant  witch, 
Tuy  fair  playmate,"  quoUi  he. 


And  haunts  botli  hall  and  si 
They  know  her  by  the  great  blue  ej«i 
Aiid  floating  gold  of  hair." 

"  Tbey  lie,  the;  lie,  my  father  dear  I 

No  foul  old  witch  is  she. 
But  sweet  and  good  and  crystal-pnM 

As  Weuham  waters  be." 

"  I  tell  thee,  child,  the  Lord  hath  set 

Before  us  good  and  ill. 
And  woe  to  all  whose  carnal  Iotm 

Oppose  His  righteous  wilL 

"  Between  Him  and  the  powers  of  beK 
Choose  thou,  my  child,  to-day  ! 


He  went  his  way  ;  the  old  wives  sIkn^ 
With  fear  as  he  drew  nigli  ;  . 

The  children  in  the  dooryards  Iwld  } 
Their  breath  as  he  passed  by. 

Too    well    they    knew    the    gMmt 

The  grim  witch-hunter  rode, 
The  pale  Apocalyptic  beast  \ 

B;  grisly  Death  bestrode. 


Oh,  fair  the  face  of  Wenham  Lake     . 

Upon  the  young  girl's  shone, 
Her  tender  mouth,  her  dreaming  ey«^ 

Her  yellow  hair  ouCblown.  , 

By  happy  youth  and  love  attoned  '> 
To  nataral  harmonies,  i 

The  Mnfrint;  birds,  the  whiipering  nia 
She  sat  beneath  the  trees.  'i 
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The  secret  of  thy  worth 
And  wisdom  well  I  know. 

**  Happy  must  he  the  State 
Whose  ruler  heedeth  more 
The  murmurs  of  the  poor 
Than  flatteries  of  the  great" 


IN  THE  "OLD  SOUTH 


»» 


Ob  the  8th  of  July,  1677,  Margaret  Brew- 
star  with  four  other  Friends  went  into  the  South 
Oknreh  in  time  of  meeting,  "  in  sackcloth,  with 
ashes  upon  her  head,  barefoot,  and  her  face 
blackened,"  and  delivered  **a  warning  from 
the  great  God  of  Heaven  and  E!arth  to  the 
Bolars  and  Magistrates  of  Boston  '*  For  the 
<^ence  she  was  sentenced  to  be  **  whipped  at 
a  eart*s  tail  up  and  down  the  Town,  with 
twenty  lashes." 

She  came  and  stood  in  the  Old  South 
Church, 

A  wonder  and  a  sign, 
With  a  look  the  old-time  sibyls  wore, 

Half-crazed  and  half-divine. 

Sato  the  mournful  sackcloth  about  her 
wound, 
Unclothed  as  the  primal  mother, 
With  limbs  that  trembled  and  eyes  that 
blazed 
With  a  fire  she  dare  not  smother. 

Loose  on  her  shoulders  fell  her  hair, 

With  sprinkled  ashes  gray  ; 
She  stood  in  the  broad  aisle  strange  and 
weird 

As  a  soul  at  the  judgment  day. 

And  the  minister  paused  in  his  sermon's 
midst. 
And  the  people  held  their  breath. 
For  these   were    the  words    the    maiden 
spoke 
Through  lips  as  the  lips  of  death  : 

^  Thus  saith  the  Lord,  with  equal  feet 
All  men  my  courts  shall  tread, 

And  priest  and  rtiler  no  more  shall  eat 
My  people  up  like  bread  ! 

"Repent  I    repent  I    ere    the  Lord    shall 
speak 
In  thunder  and  breaking  seals  I 


Let  all  souls  worship  Him  in  the  way 
His  light  within  reveals." 

She  shook  the  dust  from  her  naked  feet» 
And  her  sackcloth  closer  drew. 

And  into  the  porch  of  the  awe -hushed 
church 
She  passed  like  a  ghost  from  view. 

They  whipped  her  away  at  the  tail  o'  the 
cart 
Through  half  the  streets  of  the  town. 
But  the  words  she  uttered  that  day  uor 
fire 
Could  bum  nor  water  drown. 

And  now  the  aisles  of  the  ancient  church 

By  equal  feet  are  trod. 
And  the  bell  that  swings  in  its  belfry  rings 

Freedom  to  worship  Grod  I 

And  now  whenerer  a  wrong  is  done 

It  thrills  the  couscious  walls  ; 
The  stone  from  the  basement  cries  aloud 

And  the  beam  from  the  timber  calls. 

There  are  steeple-houses  on  every  hand, 
And  pulpits  that  bless  and  ban. 

And  the  Lord  will  not  grudge  the  single 
church 
That  is  set  apart  for  man. 

For  in  two  commandments  are  all  the  law 
And  the  prophets  under  the  sun, 

And  the  first  is  last  and  the  last  is  first. 
And  the  twain  are  verily  one. 

So  long  as  Boston  shall  Boston  be. 
And  her  bay-tides  rise  and  fall, 

Shall    freedom   stand  in  the   Old    South 
Church 
And  plead  for  the  rights  of  all  I 


THE   HENCHMAN 

[Written  at  the  request  of  a  young  lady, 
who  said  to  the  poet :  "  Mr.  Whittier,  yon 
never  wrote  a  love  song.  I  do  not  believe  yon 
can  write  one.  I  wish  you  would  try  to  write 
one  for  me  to  sing."  In  sending  the  poem 
afterward  to  the  editor  of  The  Independent^ 
Whittier  wrote :  **  I  send,  in  compliance  with 
the  wish  of  Mr.  Bowen  and  thyself,  a  ballad 
upon  which,  though  not  long,  I  have  bestowed 
a  g^od  deal  of  labor.    It  is  not  exactly  a 


"  A  littla  witch 

All  daj  he  urged  his  weary  horse, 

And,  in  the  red  sundown. 
Drew  reio  before  >  friendly  door 

In  distant  Berwick  tovn. 

A  fellow-feeling  for  the  wronged 

Tbe  Quaker  people  felt ; 
Aod  safe  beside  their  kindly  beftrths 

The  hunted  maiden  dwelt, 

Until  from  off  its  breast  the  land 

The  haunUog  horror  tbcew, 
And  hatred,  bom  of  ghastly  dreamB, 

To  shame  and  pity  grew. 

Sad  were  the  year's  spring  moms,  and 

Its  golden  summer  day. 
But  bUtbe  and  glad  its  withered  fields. 
And  skies  of  aaheu  gray  ; 

For  spell  and  oharm  had  power  no  more, 
Tbe  spectres  ceased  to  roam. 

And  scattered  housebolds  knelt  again 
Around  the  hearths  of  home. 

/       And  when  once  more  by  Beaver  Dam 
Tbe  meadow-lark  outsang. 
And  once  again  on  alt  tbe  hills 
u  j^      The  early  violets  sprang, 

B 
^^tA"^  ^'  ^^°  windy  pasture  slopes 
j^  Lay  ereen  withiii  the  arms 
f  creeks  that  bore  the  salted  saa 
«f|,„To  pleasant  Inland  farms. 

The  . 
And  fisi  *K)ith  filed  off  tbe  chains  he  forged, 
From^iB  jail-bolts  backward  fell ; 

youth  and  hoaiy  age  came  forth 
«  Ueek  aa'  loula  escaped  from  heU. 

The  god 
Notes  well  _ 

Tbe  younpLOMON  AND  THE  ANTS 

"  The  roolo  upm  Jerusalem 

Is  Satan's  song  rode  with  his  great 

Hep  lips  are  ntiets  and  lords  of  state, 
And  stain  of  ii's  queen  with  them  ; 

"  For  "ntni^  myt  blaok  withnL 
At  Qoasjoung  k  peKhar-  > 


PMHid  in  the  Syrian  su:  , 
Id  gold  and  purple  sbeen, 
The  dusky  Ethiop  queen 

Smiled  on  King  Solomon. 

Wisest  of  men,  be  knew        * 

Tbe  langu^es  of  all 

The  creatures  great  or  snf  * 
That  trod  tbe  earth  or  flew. 


Across  an  ant-hill  led 

The  king's  path,  and  be  b   < 
Its  small  folk,  and  their  \ 

He  thus  interpreted  : 

"  Here  comes  the  king  r       ^ 
As  wise  and  good  and  jubi' 
To  crush  us  in  the  dust 
Under  his  heedless  feet." 

The  great  king  bowed  his  h< 
And  saw  the  wide  surprisi 
Of  the  Queen  of  Sbeba' 

As  he  told  her  what  they  i 


"Too  happy  fate li 

Who  perish  in  thy  way 

Beneath  tby  gracious  feet  I 

"Thou  of  the  God-lent  crown, 
Shall  these  vile  creatures  P^ 
Murmur  gainst  thee  whel      ^^ 
The  knees  of  kings  kneel  da"  ' 

"  Nay,"  Solomon  replied,        ■ 

"  The  wUe  and  atroug  shrf*  "' 
The  welfare  of  tbe  weak,'' 
And  turned  his  horse  aside. 

Hi! 


[is  train,  with  quick -1 
r.„r,^  with  t'   ■•*^ 


Curved 


vppy  youth  and  lov«  atto^^ 
To  nstnral  harmonies, 
!le  sinking  birds,  the  whinpei, . 
She  sat  beneath  the  trees,    .^cefortb 


IN  THE  "  OLD  SOUTH  " 


"  Hitpvj  most  be  the  State 
WItose  ruler  beedeth  mora 
The  mununra  of  the  poor 
Than  flatteries  of  the  great." 


IN    THE   "OLD  SOUTH" 

On  the  8th  of  Julf,  10TT,  Mu^uet  Brew- 
•tcr  with  tour  other  Frienda  weut  is  ti)  the  South 
Chuiob  in  time  of  meetiiig,  "  in  sackololh,  with 
^kliea  upob  ber  head,  borefooti  and  her  face 
blaukfined,^*  and  delivered  "a  warning'  from 
Ae  ^reat  Qod  of  Heaven  aud  Earth  to  the 
Bnlars  and  Ma^trates  of  Boeton  "  For  the 
tdTenee  she  was  seateQci^  tu  be  "  whipped  at 
a  cart's    tail    up   and   duwn  the  Town,  with 


She   oame   and   stood  in  the   Old   Soath 
Chiircfa, 

A  wonder  and  a  si^, 
With  a  look  the  old-time  sibyls  wore, 

Half-craxed  and  balf-diviDe. 

S«TB   the   mournful   sackcloth   about   her 

Unclothed  as  the  primal  mother. 
With  limba  that  trembled  and  eyes  that 

With  a  lire  she  dare  not  smother. 

Loose  on  her  sboiilders  fell  her  hair. 

With  sprinkled  ashes  gray  ; 
She  stood   in  the  broad  aisle  strange  and 

As  a  soul  at  the  judgment  day. 

And  the  minister  paused  in  his  sermon's 
midat. 
And  the  people  held  their  breath. 
For   these   were    the   words    the    maiden 

Through  lips  na  the  lips  of  death  i 

"Thus  saith  the  Lord,  with  equal  feet 
All  men  my  courts  shall  tread, 

And  priest  and  niler  no  more  shall  oat 
My  people  up  like  bread  I 

"Repent!    repent  I    ere    the  Lord    shall 

In  thnnder  and  breaking  seals  I 


She  shook  the  dust  from  her  naked  feet, 
Aud  her  sackcloth  closer  drew, 

And  into  the  poieh   of  the   awe 'hushed 
church 
She  passed  like  a  ghost  from  view. 

They  whipped  her  away  at  the  tail  o'  the 

Through  half  the  streets  of  the  town, 
But  the  words  she   uttered  that  day  nor 


And  now  the  aisles  of  the  ancient  chmch 

By  equal  feet  are  trod, 
Ancl  the  bell  that  swings  in  its  belfry  rings 

FreedoDi  to  worship  God  1 

And  now  whenever  a  wrong  is  dona 
It  thrills  the  eousciaiis  walls  ; 

The  utoiie  from  tlie  basement  cries  nioud 
And  the  beam  from  the  timber  calls. 

Here  are  steeple-houses  on  every  hand, 
And  pulpits  that  bless  and  lian, 

And  the  Lord  will  not  grudge  the  single 
church 
Hut  is  set  apart  for  man. 

For  in  two  commandments  are  all  the  law 
And  the  prophets  under  the  sun. 

And  the  first  is  last  and  the  last  is  first, 
And  the  twain  are  verily  one. 

So  long  as  Boston  shall  Boston  be. 
And  her  bay-tides  rise  and  fall. 

Shall    freedom   stand  in  the   Old    South 
Church 
And  plead  for  the  rights  of  oil  I 


lady. 


THE   HENCHMAN 

[Written  at  the  request  of  a  Toung  1 
who  said  to  the  poet:  " Ur.  Whittisr,  . 
uergr  wrote  a  love  nay,  I  do  aet  baUm  yam 
oan  write  one.  I  wiiJi  you  would  try  to  write 
ona  for  me  to  sing."  In  sending  the  pmim 
aftarward  to  tha  editor  of  Tin  Indtpfndttil, 
Whttlier  wiota:  "I  mnd,  in  oompliosfo  with 
the  wish  of  Mr.  Boren  and  tfaraelf.  a  boUtd 
npon  whleb,  tboo^  not  long,  I  luiva  bMtamd 
a  good  dsal  si  labor.    It  is  not  anetly  a 
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Quakeriy  pieoa,  nor  ia  it  didAOtJc,  and  it  bus 
no  moral  that  I  knov  of.  Bat  it  ii,  I  Uuak, 
natural,  linipls,  aod  not  UDjKi«CicaL"J 

Mv  lady  walks  her  morning  round, 
My  lody'a  page  bet  fleet  greyliouud, 
My  lady's  Lair  the  fond  wiuds  stir, 
And  all  the  birds  make  songs  for  ber. 

Her  tlirusbes  sing  in  Ratbbum  bowera, 
ADd  RAthbum  side  is  gay  with  flowers  ; 
But  ne'er  like  hers,  in  flower  or  bird. 
Was  beauty  seen  or  mu^c  heard. 

Tbe  distance  of  the  stars  is  ben  ; 
The  least  of  all  her  worshippers, 
The  dust  beneath  her  dainty  heel. 
She  knows  not  that  I  see  or  feel. 

Ob,  proud  and  ualm  1  —  she  cannot  know 
Where'er  she  goes  with  her  I  go  ; 
Oh,  cold  and  fair  I  —  she  cannot  guess 
I  kneel  to  share  her  hound's  caress  I 

Gay  knights  beside  her  hunt  and  hawk, 
I  rob  their  ears  of  her  sweet  talk  ; 
Her  suitors  come  from  east  and  west, 
I  steal  her  smites  from  every  guest. 

Unheard  of  ber,  in  loving  words, 

I  greet  ber  with  the  song  of  birds ; 

I  reaob  her  with  her  green -armed   bow- 

I  kiss  her  with  the  lips  of  flowers. 

The  bonnd  and  I  are  on  ber  trail, 
The  wind  and  I  nplift  her  veil ; 
As  if  the  calm,  cold  moon  she  were. 
And  1  tbe  tide,  I  follovr  ber. 

Aa  nnrBbnked  as  tbey,  I  shore 
Tbe  license  of  tbe  sun  and  air. 
And  in  a  common  homage  hide 
My  worship  from  her  scorn  and  pride. 

World-wide  apart,  and  yet  so  neaf, 
I  breathe  her  charmed  atmosphere. 
Wherein  to  her  my  service  brings 
m.  g  ^yp  j^  holy  things. 


Her  maiden  pride,  her  hanghty  name. 
My  dumb  devotion  shall  not  shame  ; 
The  love  that  no  retam  doth  crave 
To  knightly  levels  lifts  the  slave. 


No  lancB  have  I,  in  joust  or  6ght, 
To  splinter  in  my  lady's  sight ; 
But,  at  her  feet,  bow  mest  were  I 
For  any  need  of  bers  to  die  ! 


E.  B.  Tyler  in  his  Primitive  Caiturt,  cbnptcr 
lii.,  gives  ui  account  of  therevervnca  p^d  the 
dead  by  the  Kul  tribes  of  Chota  Nagpur,  Assam. 
"  When  a  Hn  or  Munda,"  he  says,  "  has  bei>n 
bunted  on  the  funersi  mle,  collected  morsels 
of  his  bones  are  carried  in  procession  wicb  a 
solemn,  ghostly,  sliding  st«p,  keeping  timi 


wb«n  Uie 


lid 


ies  the 

tray  laveiB  it  from  time  to  time,  tlien  inria 
who  carr;  pitcheis  and  biasa  yesaels  mournfully 
reTBise  them  to  show  that  they  ore  empty  ;  thus 
tbsramunsare  takeu  to  visit  every  house  iti  the 
villsge,  and  every  dwelling  of  a  friend  or  rela^ 
tive  for  miles,  and  the  inmates  come  out  to 
momn  and  praise  the  goodness  of  tbe  departed  ; 
the  bones  ore  carried  to  all  the  dead  mon'n 
favorite  haunta,  to  tbe  fields  he  cultivated ,  to 
the  grove  he  planted,  to  the  threshing-floor 
where  he  worked,  to  the  villsge  dance-room 
where  he  made  merry.  At  last  the;  are  taken 
to  the  grave,  and  buried  in  an  earthen  vase 
uponnatore  of  food,  covered  with  one  of  those 
huge  atone  slabs  which  European  visitors  won- 
der at  in  tbe  districts  of  the  aborigines  of 
India."  In  the  Journal  of  tht  Atiatic  Hocietg, 
Beagai,  vol.  ii.  p.  75)5,  is  a  Uo  dirge. 

We  have  opened  the  door, 

Once,  twice,  thrice  ! 
We  have  swept  the  floor. 

We  have  boiled  the  rice. 
Come  hither,  come  hither  I 
Come  from  the  far  lands. 
Come  from  the  star  lands. 

Come  OS  before  I 
We  lived  long  together. 
We  loved  one  snother  ; 

Come  back  to  our  life. 
Come  father,  come  mother, 
Come  sister  and  brother. 

Child,  husband,  and  wife. 
Foe  you  we  are  sighing. 
Come  take  jour  old  places, 
CoDie  look  in  our  faces. 
The  dead  on  the  dying. 
Come  home  I 
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We  baye  opened  the  door, 

Once,  twice,  thrice  I 
We  have  kindled  the  coals, 

And  we  hoil  the  rice 
For  the  feast  of  souls. 

Come  hither,  come  hither  I 
Think  not  we  fear  you. 
Whose  hearts  are  so  near  you. 
Come  tenderly  thought  on, 
Come  all  unforgotten, 
Come  from  the  shadow-lands, 
From  the  dim  meadow-lauds 
Where  the  pale  grasses  bend 

Low  to  our  sighing. 
Come  father,  come  mother, 
Come  sister  and  brother. 
Come  husband  and  friend, 

The  dead  to  the  dying. 
Come  home ! 

We  have  opened  the  door 

You  entered  so  oft ; 
For  the  feast  of  souls 
We  have  kiudled  the  coals. 

And  we  boil  the  rice  soft 
Come  you  who  are  dearest 
To  us  who  are  nearest. 
Come  hither,  come  hither. 
From  out  the  wild  weather  ; 
The  storm  clouds  are  flying, 
The  peepul  is  sighing  ; 

Come  in  from  the  rain. 
Come  father,  come  mother, 
Come  sister  and  brother. 
Come  husband  and  lover. 
Beneath  our  roof-cover. 

Look  on  us  again, 

The  dead  on  the  dying, 

Come  home  I 

We  have  opened  the  door  ! 
For  the  feast  of  souls 
We  have  kindled  the  coals 
We  may  kindle  no  more  I 
Snake,  fever,  and  famine. 
The  curse  of  the  Brahmin, 

The  sun  and  the  dew. 
They  bam  us,  they  bite  us. 
They  waste  us  and  smite  us ; 

Our  days  are  but  few  I 
In  strange  lands  far  yonder 
To  wonder  and  wander 

We  hasten  to  yon. 
List  then  to  our  sighing, 

While  yet  we  are  here  : 


Nor  seeing  nor  hearing. 
We  wait  vdthout  fearing 
To  feel  you  draw  near. 
O  dead,  to  the  dying 
Come  home ! 


THE  KHAN»S  DEVIL 

The  Khan  came  from  Bokhara  town 
To  Hamza,  santon  of  renown. 

"  My  head  is  sick,  my  hands  are  weak  ; 
Thy  help,  O  holy  man,  I  seek.'* 

In  silence  marking  for  a  space 

The  Khan's  red  eyes  and  purple  face, 

Thick  voice,  and  loose,  uncertain  tread, 
**  Thou  hast  a  devil  I "  Hamza  said. 

<*  Allah  forbid  I "  exclaimed  the  Khan. 
**  Rid  me  of  him  at  once,  O  man  1 " 

"  Nay,"  Hamza  said,  *<  no  spell  of  mine 
Can  slay  that  cursed  thing  of  thine. 

**  Leave  feast  and  wine,  go  forth  and  diink 
Water  of  healing  on  the  brink 

*<  Where   clear  and  cold   from  mountaiii 

snows. 
The  Nahr  el  Zeben  downward  flows. 

*<  Six  moons  remain,  then  come  to  me  ; 
May  Allah's  pity  go  with  thee  I " 

Awestruck,  from  feast  and  wine  the  Khan 
Went  forth  where  Nahr  el  Zeben  ran. 

Roots  were  his  food,  the  desert  dust 
His  bed,  the  water  quenched  his  thirst ; 

And  when  the  sixth  moon's  scimitar 
Curved  sharp  above  the  evening  star, 

He  sought  again  the  santon's  door. 
Not  weak  and  trembling  as  before. 

But  strong  of  limb  and  clear  of  brain  ; 
"  Behold,"  he  said,  <<  the  fiend  is  slain.*' 

"Nay,"  Hamza  answered,  ''starved   and 

drowned. 
The  curst  one  lies  in  death-like  swound. 
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Aikd  jins  like  him  have  cl 


"Ooe  beaker  of  tfae  juice  of  grape 
Ua;  call  him  up  id  miag  shape. 


"  When  the  red  wine  of  Badakshan 
Sparkles  for  tbee,  bemre,  O  Khan  I 


"  With  water  qaeneh  the  Are  within. 
And  drown  each  day  thy  devilkui  I " 


Thenocforth  the  ^^reat  Khan  shunned  the  enp 
Ai  Shitan's  own,  though  offered  op. 


I,  by  a  cum 
liB  Khau'B  < 


'*  I,  Khan  el  Hamed,  know  the  cbarm 
lliat  robs  him  of  his  power  to  harm. 


To  saTe  tbee  lies  iu  tank  and  well  I ' 


THE  KING'S  MISSIVE 
1661 
This  ballad,  originally  written  for  The  Memo- 
rial Hitlory  of  Bnitoa,  deBcribn,  irith  pardon- 
abla  poetic  license,  a  memorable  inrideat  in 
the  annals  of  the  city.  The  interview  between 
tjhattuck  and  the  Oovernor  took  place,  I  have 
sinae  leamed,inthereaideDoeof  the  latter,  and 
not  in  the  Council  Chamber.  The  pnblioatiDn 
of  the  ballad  led  to  aome  diHMuaion  as  to  the 
hiitorioal  tmthf ulueai  of  the  pictmv,  but  I  hare 
seen  no  reaaon  to  rub  out  any  of  the  fignre*  or 
altar  the  linii  and  colon. 


Under  the  great  hill  sloping  bare 

To  cove  aud  meadow  and  Commoa  lot. 
In  his  council  obamber  and  oaken  chair. 
Sat  the  worshipful  Goveruur  Endicott. 
A  grave,  strong  man,  who  knew  110  peer 
III  the  pilgrim  land,  where  he  ruled  m  fear 
Of  God,  Dot  man,  and  for  good  or  ill 
Held  bis  trust  with  an  iron  will. 


lie  bad  shorn  with  his  sword  the  ci 


The  flag,  and  cloven  the  May-pole  down, 
Harried  the  heathen  roimd  about, 

And  whipped  the  Quakers  from  town  to 

Earnest  and  honest,  a  man  at  need 
To  bum  like  a  torch  for  his  own  hursb  creed. 
He  kept  with  the  flaming  brand  of  his  zl'iU 
Tbe  gate  of  the  holy  commou  weal. 

His  brow  was  clouded,  his  eye  was  stem. 
With   a   look  of    mingled    sorrow   nud 

"  Woe  'e  lue  I  "  he  murmured  ;  "  at  every 

The  pestilent  Quakers  are  iu  my  path  I 
Some  we  have  scourged,  and  bani^lied  some. 
Some  banged,  more  doomed,  and  Btill  tliey 

Fast  as  the  tide  of  yon  bay  sets  in, 
Sowing  their  heresy's  seed  of  sin. 

"  Did  we  count  on  this  ?     Did  we  leave  be- 
hind 
The  graves  of  our  kin,  the  comfort  and 

Of  01 
Tr 
Shall  I  spare  ?     Shall  I  pity  them  ?    God 

forbid  I 
I  will  do  as  the  prophet  to  Agng  did  : 
They  come  to  poison  the  wells  uf  Clio  Word, 
I  will  hew  them  in  pieces  before  the  Lord  I " 

The  door  swung  open,  and  Rawson  tbe  clerk 

Entered,  and  whispered  under  brcnth, 
"  There  waits  below  for  the  hangman's  work 

A  fellow  banished  on  pain  of  drnth  — 
Shattnck,  of  Salem,  unhenled  of  the  wliip, 
Brought  over  in  Master  Goldsmith's  ship 
At  anchor  here  in  a  Christian  port, 
With  freight  of  the  devil  and  all  his  sort  I " 

Twice  and  thrice  on  the  chamber  floor 
Striding  flereely  from  wall  to  wall. 
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**The  Lord  do  so  to  me  and  more," 

Tto  Governor  cried,  « if  I  hang  not  all  I 
firing  hither  the  Quaker."    Calm,  sedate, 
With  the  look  of  a  man  at  ease  with  fate, 
Into  that  presence  g^m  and  dread 
Came  Samuel  Shattuck,  with  hat  on  head. 

''Off  with  the  knave's  hat!"    An  angry 
hand 
Smote  down  the  offence  ;  hut  the  wearer 
said, 
With  a  quiet  smile,  '*Bj  the  king's  com- 
mand 
I  bear  his  message  and  stand  in  his  stead." 
In  the  Grovemor*8  band  a  missive  he  laid 
With  the  royal  arms  on  its  seal  displayed. 
And  the  proud  man  spake  as  he  gazed 

thereat, 
Uncovering,  "  Give  Mr.  Shattuck  his  hat." 

He  turned  to  the  Quaker,  bowing  low,  — 
''The  king  commandeth  your    friends' 
release ; 

Doubt  not  he  shall  be  obeyed,  although 
To  his  subjects'  sorrow  and  sin's  increase. 

What  he  here  enjoiueth,  John  Endicott, 

His  loyal  servant,  questioneth  not. 

Tou  are  free !    God  grant  the  spirit  yon 
own 

May  take  you  from  us  to  parts  unknown." 

So  the  door  of  the  jail  was  open  cast. 

And,  like  Daniel,  out  of  the  lion's  den 
Tender  youth  and  girlhood  passed, 

With  age-bowed  women  and  gray-locked 
men. 
And  the  voice  of  one  appointed  to  die 
Was  lifted  in  praise  and  thanks  on  high. 
And  the  little  maid  from  New  Nethenands 
Kissedy  in  her  joy,  the  doomed  man's  hands. 

And  one,  whose  call  was  to  minister 

To  the  souls  in  prison,  beside  him  went, 
An  ancient  woman,  bearing  with  her 

The  linen  shroud  for  his  burial  meant. 
For  she,  not  counting  her  own  life  dear. 
In  the  strength  of  a  love  that  cast  out  fear. 
Had  watched  and  served  where  her  brethren 

died. 
Like  those  who  waited  the  cross  beside. 

One  moment  they  paused  on  their  way  to 
look 
On  the  martyr  graves  by  the  Conunon 
side, 


And  much  scourged  Wharton  of  Salem  took 

His  burden  of  prophecy  up  and  cried  : 
"  Rest,  souls  of  the  valiant  I    Not  in  vain 
Have  ye  borne  the  Master's  cross  of  pain  ; 
Ye  have  fought  the  fight,  ye  are  victors 

crowned. 
With   a   fourfold    chain  ye    have    Satan 

bound  I " 

The  autumn  haze  lay  soft  and  still 

On  wood  and  meadow  and  upland  farms  ; 
On  the  brow  of  Snow  Hill  the  great  wind- 
miU 
Slowly  and  lazily  swung  its  arms  ; 
Broad  in  the  sunshine  stretched  away, 
With  its  capes  and  islands,  the  turquoise 

bay; 
And  over  water  and  dusk  of  pines 
Blue  hills  lifted  their  faint  outlines. 

The  topaz  leaves  of  the  walnut  glowed, 
The  sumach  added  its  crimson  fleck. 
And  double  in  air  and  water  showed 

The  tinted  maples  along  the  Neck  ; 
Through  frost  flower  clusters  of  pale  star- 
mist. 
And  gentian  fringes  of  amethyst, 
And  royal  plumes  of  golden-rod, 
The  grazing  cattle  on  Gentry  trod. 

But  as  they  who  see  not,  the  Quakers  saw 
The  world  about  them ;  thej  only  thought 
With  deep  thanksgiving  and  pious  awe 
On    the    great    deliverance    God    had 
wrought. 
Through  lane  and  alley  the  gazing  town 
Nobily  followed  them  up  and  down  ; 
Some  with  scoffing  and  brutal  jeer. 
Some  with  pity  and  words  of  cheer. 

One  brave  voice  rose  above  the  din. 

Upsall,  gray  with  his  leneth  of  days, 
Gried  from  the  door  of  his  lied  Lion  Inn  : 

**  Men  of  Boston,  g^ve  God  the  praise  ! 
No  more  shall  innocent  blood  call  down 
The  bolts  of  wrath  on  your  guilty  town. 
The  freedom  of  worship,  dear  to  you. 
Is  dear  to  all,  and  to  all  is  due. 

''  I  see  the  vision  of  days  to  come. 
When  your  beautiful  City  of  the  Bay 

Shall  be  Christian  liberty's  chosen  home. 
And    none  shall    his  neighbor's    rights 
gainsay. 

The  varying  notes  of  worship  shall  blend 
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And  as  cue  great  prayer  to  God  ucend, 
And  hftnds  of  mutual  uharity  raiM 
Walk  of  salvation  aud  gates  of  praise." 

So   passed   the    Quakers   through   Boston 

Whose  painful  ministers  sighed  to  see 
The  walls  of  their  sbeep-fold  falling  dawn, 

And  wolves  of  heresy  prowling  free. 
But  the  years  went  on,  and   brought   no 

wrong  ; 
With  niildercounselsthe  State  grew  strong, 
As  outward  Letter  and  inward  Light 
Kept  the  balance  of  truth  aright. 

Hie  Puritan  spirit  perishing  not, 

To  Coucord's  yeumeu  tlie  signal  sent. 

And  spake  iu  the  voice  of  the  caonon-shot 
That  severed  the  clialus  of  a  ooutiueut. 

With  its  gentler  mission  of  peace  and  good- 


Is  gospel  and  law  where  the  martyra  died. 

VALUATION 
Tbk  old  Squire  said,  as  he  stood  by  his 


gate, 
idTiisne 


And  his  neighbor,  the  Deacon,  went  by, 
"  lu  spite  of  my  bauk  stock  and  real  estate. 
You  are  better  off,  Deacou,  than  I. 

"We're   both  growing  old,  and  the  end's 

Yon  have  less  of  this  world  to  resign. 
But  in  Heaven's  appraisal  your  assets,  I 

Will  reckon  up  greater  than  mine. 

"They  say  I  am  lich,  but  I'm  feeling  so 

I  wish  I  eonld  swap  witb  you  even  : 
The  pounds  I  have  lived  for  and  laid  up  in 

For   the   ahtlUngs   and   pence  yon  have 

given." 

"Well,   Squire,"   said    the   Deaotm,    with 
shrewd  common  sense, 
While  his  eye  had  a  twinkle  of  fnn, 
"  Let  your  ponnds  take  the  way  of  my  shil- 
lings and  pence. 
And  the  thing  can  be  easily  done  I " 


RABBI    ISHMAEL 

"Rabbi  Ishmul  Ben  Zlisha  said,  Once  I 
entered  into  the  Hol  j  of  Huliea  [aa  High  I'riest] 
to  boni  inoenae,  when  I  saw  Aktricf  [tho  Dl- 
Ttne  CiownJ  Jah,  Lord  of  Hosts,  sitting  upon 
a  throne,  biab  and  lifted  up,  wLo  sud  unto 
me, '  Ishinael,  my  son,  bless  me.'  1  answered, 
'Mai/  it  pUoM  JSm  (0  nnie  Thy  compusj/on  pre- 
nail  OBtr  Thine  anger  ;  nay  it  be  reixaled  about 
Thg  other  attribi^es ;  matfeM  Thau  dial  with 
Thy  children  according  to  it,  and  not  arcording 

me  that  Ue  bowed  Uis  head,  as  though  to  an- 
swer Amen  to  mj  blesaing."  — Talmud  (Ber&- 
chSth,  L  f .  6  b.). 

The  Rahhi  Ishmael,  with  the  woe  and  sin 
Of  the  world  heavy  upon  him,  entering  in 
The  Holy  of  Holies,  saw  an  awful  Face 
With  terrible  splendor  filling  all  the  place. 
"  O  Ishmael  Ben  Elisha  1  "  said  a  voice, 
"  What  seekest  thou  7     What  blessing  is 

thy  choice  ?  " 
And,  knowing  tliat  he  stood  before  the  Lord, 
Within  the  shadow  of  the  cherubim, 
Wide-winged  between  the  blinding   light 

and  him, 
He  bowed  himself,  and  uttered  not  a  word. 
But  in  the  silence  of  his  soul  was  prayer  : 
"  O  Thou  EUmal  I    I  am  one  of  all, 
And  nothing  nak  that  others  may  not  share. 
Thou   art   almighty ;     we    are   weak  and 

And  yet  Thy  children  :    let  Thy  mercy 

Trembling,  be  raised  his  eyes,  and  in  the 

place 
Of  the  insufferable  glory,  lo  I  a  face 
Of  raore  than  mortal  tendemesfl,  that  bent 
Graciously  down  in  token  of  assent. 
And,  smiling,  vanished  !    With  strange  joy 

elaU, 
The  wondering  Babbi  sought  the  temple's 

Radiant   as   Mosas    from   the   Mount,   he 

stood 
And  cried  aloud  nnto  the  multitude  : 
"  O  Istspl,  hear  t    The  Lord  our  God  is 

1  His  glory  and  His 


grace; 


Beyond  His  judgments  shall  His  love  en- 
Hie  meny  of  the  All  Merciful  is  sure  I " 
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THE  ROCK-TOMB  OF  BRADORE 

H.  T.  Hind,  in  Exploratioru  in  the  Interior  of 
He  Labrador  Peninsula  (ii.  166),  luentionB  the 
fiwfliwg  of  a  rock  tomb  near  the  little  fishing 
port  of  Biadore,  with  the  insori^don  npon  it 
vhieh  IS  giren  in  the  poem. 

A  DREAR  and  desolate  shore  I 
Where  no  tree  unfolds  its  leaves, 
And  never  the  spring  wind  weaves 
Green  grass  for  the  hunter^s  tread  ; 
A  land  forsaken  and  dead, 
Where  the  ghostly  icebergs  g^ 
And  come  with  the  ebb  and  How 

Of  the  waters  of  Bradore  ! 

A  wanderer,  from  a  land 
By  summer  bi-eezes  fanned, 
Looked  round  him,  awed,  subdued, 
By  the  dreadful  solitude. 
Hearing  alone  the  cry 
Of  sea-birds  clanging  by. 
The  crash  and  gnnd  of  the  floe, 
Wail  of  wind  and  wash  of  tide. 
**  O  wretched  land  I "  he  cried, 
**  Land  of  all  lands  the  worst, 
God  forsaken  and  curst  I 
Thy  gates  of  rock  should  show 

The  words  the  Tuscan  seer 
Read  in  the  Realm  of  Woe : 

Hope  entereth  not  here  I " 

Lo  !  at  his  feet  there  stood 
A  block  of  smooth  larch  wood, 
Waif  of  some  wandering  wave. 
Beside  a  rock-closed  cave 
By  Nature  fashioned  for  a  grave  ; 
Safe  from  the  ravening  bear 
And  fierce  fowl  of  the  air. 
Wherein  to  rest  was  laid 
A  twenty  summers*  maid, 
Whose  blood  had  equal  share 
Of  the  lands  of  vine  and  snow. 
Half  French,  half  Eskimo. 
In  letters  nnefPaced, 
Upon  the  block  were  traced 
The  g^ef  and  hope  of  man. 
And  thus  the  legend  ran  : 

«*  Welowdherl 
Words  cannot  tell  how  well  I 

We  lovfid  her  I 

God  loved  her  ! 
And  called  her  home  to  peace  and  rest. 

We  love  her  !  " 


The  stranger  paused  and  read. 

**  O  winter  land  I  *'  he  said, 

"  Thy  right  to  be  I  own  ; 

€rod  leaves  thee  not  alone. 

And  if  thy  fierce  wiuds  blow 

Over  drear  wastes  of  rock  and  snoWy 

And  at  thy  iron  gates 

The  ghostly  iceberg  waits, 

Thy  homes  and  hearts  are  dear. 
Thy  sorrow  o'er  thy  sacred  dust 
Is  sanctified  by  hope  and  trust ; 

God's  love  and  man's  are  here. 
And  love  where'er  it  eroes 
Makes  its  own  atmosphere  ; 
Its  flowers  of  Paradise 
Take  root  in  the  eternal  ice. 

And  bloom  through  Polar  snows !  *^ 

THE   BAY   OF  SEVEN   ISLANDS 

The  volume  in  which  The  Bay  of  Seven  /«• 
lands  was  published  was  dedicated  to  the  late 
Edwin  Percy  Whipple,  to  whom  more  than  to 
any  other  person  I  was  indebted  for  public  re- 
cognition as  one  worthy  of  a  place  in  American 
literature,  at  a  time  when  it  required  a  greaJt 
degree  of  courage  to  urge  such  a  claim  for 
a  proscribed  abolitionist.  Although  younger 
than  I,  he  had  gained  the  reputation  of  a  bril- 
liant essayist,  and  was  regarded  as  the  lughest 
American  authority  in  cnticism.  His  wit  and 
wisdom  enlivened  a  small  literary  circle  of 
young  men,  including  Thomas  Starr  King,  the 
eloquent  preacher,  and  Daniel  N.  Haskell,  of 
the  Daily  Transcript,  who  gathered  about  our 
common  friend  James  T.  Fields  at  the  Old 
Comer  Bookstore.  The  poem  which  gave  title 
to  the  volume  I  inscribed  to  my  friend  and 
neighbor,  Harriet  Prescott  Ib'pofford,  whose 
poems  have  lent  a  new  interest  to  our  beauti- 
lul  river-valley. 

From  the  green  Amesbury  hill  which  bears 

the  name 
Of  that  half  mythic  ancestor  of  mine 
Who  trod  its  slopes  two  hundred  years  ago, 
Down  the  long  valley  of  the  Merrimac, 
Midway  between  me  and  the  rirer's  mouth, 
I  see  thy  home,  set  like  an  eagle's  nest 
Among  Deer  Island's  immemorial  pines, 
Crowning  the  crag  on  which  the  sunset 

breaks 
Its  last  red  arrow.     Many  a  tale  and  song, 
Which  thou  hast  told  or  sung,  I  call  to 

mind, 
Softening  with  silvery  mist  the  woods  and 

hills, 
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The  ODt-thruBt  heuUaiida  aud  inreBching 

Of    our   northeaatem   coast-Uoe,  trending 

The  Gnlf ,  midsummer,  f  eeb  the  chill  blook- 

Of  icebergs  stranded  at  its  northern  gate. 

To  tbee  tba  echoes  of  the  laUnd  Sound 
Answer  not  vainl;^,  nor  in  vain  the  moan 
Of  the  South  Breaker  propfaesf  ing  storm. 
And  tbaii  bast  listened,  liJie  myseU.to  men 
Sea-peiiled  oft  where  Antioosti  lies 
Like  a  fell  spider  in  its  web  of  fog. 
Or  where  the  Grand  Bank  shalTowa  with 

the  wrecks 
Of  SQnkeu   flshen,  and  to  whom  strange 

And  frost-rimmed  hajs  and  trading  stations 


B   of 


So  let  me  offer  thee  this  laj  of  mine. 
Simple  and  homel;,  locking  much  thj  plaj 
Of  color  and  of  fancy.     If  its  theme 
And  treatment  seein  to  thee  befitting  youth 
Rather  than  age,  let  this  be  my  eicufte  : 
It  has  beguiled  some  heavy  hours  and  called 
Some  pleasant  memories  up  ;  and,  better 

still, 
Oocawon  lent  me  for  a  kindl;  word 
To  one  who  is  my  neighbor  and  my  friend. 


The  skipper  sailed  out  of  the  harbor  month, 
LeaTiug  the  apple-bloom  of  the  South 
For  the  ice  of  the  Eastern  seas, 
In  his  fishing  schooner  Breeze. 

Handsome  and  brave  and  young  was  he. 
And  the  maids  of  Newbury  sighed  to  see 

Hb  lessening  white  sail  fall 

Under  the  sea's  bine  wall. 

Throngh  the  Northern  Gulf  and  the  misty 

Of  the  isles  of  Mingan  and  Madeleine, 
St.  Paul's  and  Bhtno  Sablon, 
The  little  Breeze  ouled  on, 

Backward  and  forward,  along  the  shore 
Of  lorn  and  desolate  Labrador, 

And  found  at  last  her  way 

To  the  Seven  Islands  Bay. 


The  little  hamlet,  nestling  below 
Great  hills  white  with  lingering  snow. 
With  its  tin-roofed  chapel  stood 
Half  hid  in  the  dwarf  spruce  wood ; 

Green-tnrfed,  flower-sown,  the  last  outpost 
Of  summer  upon  the  dreary  coast. 

With  its  gardens  small  and  spare. 

Sad  in  the  frosty  aii. 

Hard  by  where  tbe  skipper's  schooner  by, 
A  fisherman's  cottage  looked  away 

Over  Ule  aud  Uiy,  and  behiud 

On  mountains  dim-defined. 

And  there  twin  sisters,  fair  and  young. 
Laughed  with   their    stranger   guest,  and 
sun^ 

In  their  native  tongue  the  lays 

Of  the  old  Froveuf  al  days. 

Alike  were  they,  save  the  faint  outline 
Of  a  scar  on  Suzette'a  forehead  fine  ; 
And  both,  it  BO  befell, 
Loved  the  heretic  stranger  well. 

Both  wera  pleasant  to  look  upon. 

But  tbe  heart  of  the  skipper  cbve  to  one  ; 

Though  less  by  bis  eye  than  heart 

He  knew  the  twain  apart. 

Despite  of  alien  race  and  creed. 

Well  did  his  wooing  of  Marguerite  speed  ; 

And  the  mother's  wrath  was  vain 

As  the  sister's  jealous  pain. 

her  house  for- 


And  solemn  warning  wss  sternly  said 

By  tbe  black-robed  priest,  whose  word 
As  law  tbe  hamlet  heard. 

But  half  by  voice  and  half  by  signs 
The  skipper  said,  "  A  warm  sun  shines 

On  the  green-banked  Merrimac  ; 

Wait,  watch,  tiU  I  come  back. 

"  And  when  you  see,  from  my  mast  head, 
Tbe  signal  fly  of  a  kerchief  red, 

My  boat  on  the  shore  shall  wait; 

Come,  when  the  night  is  late." 

Ah  I  weighed  with  childhood's  haunts  and 

friends, 
And  all  that  Uie  home  sky  overbends. 
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Did  ever  yoang  love  fail 
To  turn  the  trembling  scale  ? 

Under  the  night,  on  the  wet  sea  sands, 
Slowly  unclasped  their  plighted  hands  : 
One  to  the  cottage  hearth, 
And  one  to  his  sailor's  berth. 

What  was  it  the  parting  lovers  heard  ? 

Kor  leaf,  nor  ripple,  nor  wiug  of  bird. 
But  a  listener's  stealthy  tread 
On  the  rock-moss,  crisp  and  dead. 

He  weighed  his  anchor,  and  fished  once 
more 

Bj  the  black  coast-line  of  Labrador  ; 

And  by  love  and  the  north  wind  driven. 
Sailed  back  to  the  Llands  Seven. 

In  the  sunset's  glow  the  sisters  twain 
Saw  the  Breeze  come  sailing  iu  again  ; 

Said  Suzette,  **  Mother  dear. 

The  heretic's  sail  is  here." 

**  GOf  Marguerite,  to  your  room,  and  hide  ; 

Tour  door  sliall  be  bolted  ! "  the  mother 
cried  : 
While  Suzette,  ill  at  ease. 
Watched  the  red  sign  of  the  Breeze. 

At  midnight,  down  to  the  waiting  skiff 
She  stole  in  the  shadow  of  the  cliff  ; 
And  out  of  the  Bay's  mouth  ran 
The  schooner  with  maid  and  man. 

And  all  night  long,  on  a  restless  bed. 
Her  prayers  to  the  Virgin  Marguerite  said : 

And  thought  of  her  lover^  pain 

Waiting  for  her  in  vain. 

Did  he  pace  the  sands  ?    Did  he  pause  to 
hear 

The  sound  of  her  light  step  drawing  near  ? 
And,  as  the  slow  hours  passed. 
Would  he  doubt  her  faith  at  last  ? 

But  when  she  saw  through  the  misty  pane, 
The  morning  break  on  a  sea  of  rain, 
Could  even  her  love  avail 
To  follow  his  vanished  sail  ? 

Meantime  the  Breeze,  with  favoring  wind. 
Left  the  nigsced  Moisic  hills  behind. 

And  heard  from  an  unseen  shore 

The  falls  of  Manitou  roar. 


On  the  morrow's  mom  in  the  thick,  gray 

weather 
They  sat  on  the  reeling  deck  together, 

Lover  and  counterfeit 

Of  hapless  Marguerite. 

With  a  lover's  hand,  from  her  forehead  fair 
He  smoothed  away  her  jet-black  hair. 

What  was  it  his  foud  eyes  met  ? 

The  scar  of  the  false  Suzette  ! 

Fiercely  he  shouted  :  "  Bear  away 
East  by  uoi-th  for  the  Seven  Isles  Bay  I " 
The  maiden  wept  and  prayed, 
But  the  ship  her  helm  obeyed. 

Once  more  the  Bay  of  the  Isles  they  found : 
They  heard  the  bell  of  the  chapel  sound. 
And  the  chant  of  the  dying  sung 
In  the  harsh,  wild  Indian  tongue. 

A  feeling  of  mystery,  change,  and  awe 
Was  in  all  they  heard  and  all  they  saw : 
Spell-bound  the  hamlet  lay 
In  the  hush  of  its  lonely  bay. 

And  when  they  came  to  the  cottage  door, 
The  mother  rose  up  from  her  weeping  sore. 

And  with  ang^y  gestures  met 

The  scared  look  of  Suzette. 

**  Here  is  your  daughter,"  the  skipper  said ; 
"  Give  me  the  one  I  love  instead. 

But  the  woman  sternly  spake  ; 

"  Go,  see  if  the  dead  will  wake  ! " 

He  looked.    Her  sweet  face  still  and  white 
And  strange  in  the  noonday  taper  light. 

She  lay  on  her  little  bed, 

With  the  cross  at  her  feet  and  head. 

In  a  passion  of  grief  the  strong  man  bent 
Down  to  her  face,  and,  kissing  it,  went 

Back  to  the  waiting  Breeze, 

Back  to  the  mournful  seas. 

Never  again  to  the  Merrimao 

And  Newbury's  homes  that  bark  oame  back 
Whether  her  fate  she  met 
On  the  shores  of  Carraquette, 

Miscou,  or  Tracadie,  who  can  say  ? 
But  even  yet  at  Seven  Isles  Bay 

Is  told  the  ghostly  tale 

Of  a  weird,  unspoken  sail. 
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I  light  of  the  Northern 


In   the   pale. 

Seen  bj  the  blajiketad  Montagnaia, 
Or  sqoaw,  ia  her  small  kyack, 
CrouiDg  the  spectra's  tnuik. 

On  the  deck  a  maiden  wrings  her  hands  ; 
Her  Ukeueaa  kneeb  on  the    graj  coast 

One  in  her  wUd  despair, 

And  one  in  the  tnuioe  of  prayer. 

She  flits  before  do  earthly  blast, 

The  red  sign  flutteriag  from  her  mast. 

Over  the  solemn  seas, 

The  ghost  of  the  schoonor  Breeze  I 


THE  WISHING   BRIDGE 

Ahonq  the  legends  sung  or  said 

Along  our  rooky  shore, 
llie  Wuhing  Bridge  of  Mublehead 

May  nell  be  aung  once  more. 


If  pure  and  earnest,  never  failed 

The  prayers  of  man  or  maid 
For  him  who  on  the  deep  sea  sailed, 

For  her  at  home  who  stayed. 

Once  thither  came  two  girls  from  school, 

And  wished  in  childish  glee  : 
And  one  would  be  a  queen  aud  rule, 

And  one  the  world  would  see. 

"nme  passed  ;  with  change  of  hopes  and 

And  in  the  selt-aame  place, 
Two  women,  gray  with  middle  years, 
Stood,  wondering,  face  to  face. 

With  wakened  memories,  an  they  met. 
They  queried  wbnt  had  been  : 

"  A  poor  man's  wife  am  I,  and  yet," 
Said  one,  "  I  am  a  qneeu. 

"  My  realm  a  little  homestead  is, 

Where,  lacking  crown  and  throne, 
I  rule  by  loving  services 


Tlie  other  said  :  "  The  great  world  lies 

Beyond  me  as  it  lay  ; 
O'er  love's  and  duty's  boundaries 

My  feet  may  never  stray. 

"  I  see  but  oommon  siehts  of  home. 

Its  commou  sounds  I  hear, 
My  widowed  mother's  sick-bed  room 

Sufticeth  for  my  sphere. 

"  I  read  to  her  some  pleasant  page 

Of  travel  far  and  wide, 
Aud  iu  a  dreamy  pilgrimage 

We  wander  side  by  side. 

"  And  when  at  last  she  fulls  asleep, 

My  book  becomes  to  me 
A  magic  glass  :  my  watch  I  keep. 

But  all  the  world  I  see. 

"  A  farm-wife  queen  your  place  you  lill. 

While  fancy's  privilege 
Is  miuB  to  walk  the  earth  at  will, 

Thanks  to  the  Wishing  Bridge." 

"Nay,  leave  the  legend  for  the  truth," 

The  other  cried,  *'  and  say 
God  g^ves  the  wrishes  of  our  youth. 

But  iu  His  own  best  way  1 " 


The  followin);  is  a  copy  of  the  warrant  ia- 
med  bv  Major  Waldniu,  of  Dover,  in  1062. 
The  Qoaken.  as  waa  their  wont,  prophesied 
aguinat  him.  and  saw,  aa  thev  supposed,  the 
folSlment  of  their  prophecy  when,  nuuiy  yean 
after,  he  was  killed  by  the  Indiana. 
To  the  conttabla  of  Davfr,  Hamiton,  SaiUlmry, 
Newburv,  RoirU-i.  Ipimich,  Wenhnm.  Lynn, 
Boiton.RozbuTg.Dalkam.anrlHnlil  these  lyaya- 
htmd  QuaJca-t  are  carried  out  of ih  itjuriadict  ion, 
Toi,  and  every  one  of  yon,  are  required,  in 
the  Kin-r's  Majentv'a  name,  to  tnke  thes"  -taf;- 
abond  Qiakera,  Anne  Colman.  Mary  Tomkina. 
and  Alien  Ambroan.  nnd  make  them  faat  to  tlie 
cart's  tail,  and  dnvint;  the  cart  throuch  voor 
•eversl  towns,  tn  whip  (hem  upon  their  naked 
baeka  not  eiceedinir  ten  stripes  apiece  on  each 
of  them,  in  each  town  ;  and  no  to  convey  them 
from  coH't'Ahle  to  constable  till  they  are  out  of 
this  jurisdiction,  aa  von  will  anawer  it  at  your 
peril ;  and  this  shall  be  vonr  warmnt. 

Richard  Waldron. 
Dated  at  Dooer,  Dtctmber  22,  1602. 


HOW  THE  WOMEN  WENT   FROM   DOVER 


^3^ 


Ttdm  wamutt  was  executed  only  in  Dover  and 
BasDopion.  At  Salisbury  the  constable  refused 
to  obey  it.  He  was  sustained  by  the  town's 
people,  who  were  under  the  influence  of  Major 
ttobert  Pike,  the  leading  man  in  the  lower  val- 
ley of  the  Merrimac,  who  stood  far  in  advance 
of  his  time,  as  an  advocate  of  religious  freedom 
and  an  opponent  of  ecclesiastical  authority. 
He  had  the  moral  courage  to  address  an  able 
and  manly  letter  to  the  court  at  Salem,  remon- 
•tzAling  against  the  witchcraft  trials. 

Tax  tossing  spray  of  Cocheco's  fall 

Haideued  to  ice  on  its  rocky  wall, 

As  through  Dover  town  iu  the  chill,  gray 

dawn. 
Three   women    passed,  at   the    cart -tail 

drawn  ! 

Bared  to  the  waist,  for  the  north  wind's  grip 
And  keener  stiug  of  the  constable's  whip. 
The  blood  that  followed  each  hissing  blow 
Froie  as  it  sprinkled  the  winter  snow. 

Priest  and  ruler,  boy  and  maid 
Followed  the  dismal  cavalcade  ; 
And  from  door  and  window,  open  thrown, 
Looked  and  wondered  gaffer  and  crone. 

**  Grod  is  our  witness,''  the  victims  cried, 
**  We  suffer  for  Him  who  for  all  meu  died  ; 
The  wrong  ye  do  has  been  done  before. 
We  bear  the  stripes  that  the  Master  bore  ! 

«*  And  thou,  O  Richard  Waldron,  for  whom 
We  hear  the  feet  of  a  coming  doom. 
On  thy  cruel  heart  and  thy  hand  of  wrong 
Vengeance  is  sure,  though  it  tarry  long. 

**  In  the  light  of  the  Lord,  a  flame  we  see 
Climb  and  kindle  a  pi'oud  roof-tree  ; 
And  beneath  it  au  old  man  lying  dead. 
With  stains  of  blood  on  his  hoary  head." 

^  Smite,  Goodman  Hate  -  Evil  I  —  harder 
still  I  " 

The  magistrate  cried,  '*  lay  on  with  a  will  I 

Drive  out  of  their  bodies  the  Father  of 
Lies, 

Who  through  them  preaches  and  prophe- 
sies I " 

So  into  the  forest  they  held  their  way. 
By  winding  river  and  frost-rimmed  bay, 
Over  wind-swept  hills  that  felt  the  beat 
Of  the  winter  sea  at  their  icy  feet. 


The  Indian  hunter,  searching  his  traps. 
Peered  stealthily  through  the  forest  gaps  ; 
And  the  outlying  settler  shook  his  head,  — 
*'  They  're  witches  going  to  jail,"  he  said. 

At  last  a  meeting-house  came  in  view  ; 
A  blast  on  his  horn  the  constable  blew  ; 
And  the  boys  of  Hampton  cried  up  and  down 
**  The  Quakers  have  come  ! "  to  the  won- 
dering town. 

From  bam  and  woodpile  the  goodman  came ; 
The  goodwife  quitted  her  quilting  frame, 
With  her  child  at  her  breast ;  and,  hobbling 

slow. 
The  grandam  followed  to  see  the  show. 

Once  more  the  torturing  whip  was  swung. 
Once  more  keen  lashes  the  bare  flesh  stung. 
**  Oh,  spare  !  tbev  are  bleeding  I  "   a  little 

maid  cried, 
And  covered  her  face  the  sight  to  hide. 

A  murmur  ran  round  the  crowd  :  ''  Good 

folks," 
Quoth  the   constable,  busy  counting  the 

strokes, 
"  No  pity  to  wretches  like  these  is  due. 
They  have  beaten  the  gospel   black   and 

blue  I " 

Then  a  pallid  woman,  in  wild -eyed  fear. 
With  her  wooden  noggin  of  milk  drew  near. 
**  Drink,  poor  hearts  !  "  a  rude  hand  smote 
Her  draught  away  from  a  parching  throat. 

"  Take  heed,"  one  whispered, ''  they  '11  take 

your  cow 
For  fines,  as  they  took  your   horse  and 

plough, 
And  the  bed  from  under  you."     "  Even  so," 
She  said  ; "  they  are  cruel  as  death,  1  know." 

Then  on  they  passed,  in  the  waning  day, 
Through  Seabrook  woods,  a  weariful  way  ; 
By  great  salt  meadows  and  sand-hills  bare. 
And  glimpses  of  blue  sea  here  and  there. 

By  the  meetingiouse  in  Salisbury  town. 
The  sufferers  stood,  in  the  red  simdown, 
Bare  for  the  lash  !     O  pitying  Night, 
Drop  swift  thy  curtain  and  hide  the  sight ! 

With  shame  in  his  eye  and  wrath  on  his  lip. 
The  Salisbury  constable  dropped  his  whip. 
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**  This  warrant  means  murder  foul  and  red  ; 
Cursed  is  be  who  serves  it,"  be  said. 

'<  Show  me  the  order,  and  meanwhile  strike 
A  blow  at  your  peril ! "  said  Justice  Pike. 
Of  all  the  rulers  the  land  possessed, 
Wisest  and  boldest  was  he  and  best 

He  scoffed  at  witchcraft ;  the  priest  he  met 
As  man  meets  man  ;  his  feet  he  set 
Beyond  his  dark  age,  standing  upright, 
Soul-free,  with  his  face  to  the  morning  light. 

He  read  the  warrant :  "  These  convey 
From  our  precincts  ;  at  every  town  on  the  way 
Give  each  ten  lashes."    «God  judge  the 

brute  ! 
I  tread  his  order  under  my  foot  I 

^Cut  loose  these  poor  ones  and  let  them 

go; 
Come  what  will  of  it,  all  men  shall  know 
No  warrant  is  good,  though  backed  by  the 

Crown, 
For  whipping  women  in  Salisbury  town  ! " 

The  hearts  of  the  villagers,  half  released 
From  creed  of  terror  and  rule  of  priest. 
By  a  primal  instinct  owned  the  right 
Of  human  pity  in  law's  despite. 

For  ruth  and  chivalry  only  slept, 
His  Saxon  manhood  the  yeoman  kept ; 
Quicker  or  slower,  the  same  blood  ran 
In  the  Cavalier  and  the  Puritan. 

The  Quakers  sank  on  their  knees  in  praise 
And  thanks.    A  last,  low  sunset  blaze 
Flashed  out  from  under  a  cloud,  and  shed 
A  golden  glory  on  each  bowed  head. 

The  tale  is  one  of  an  evil  time. 

When  souls  were  fettered  and  thought  was 

crime. 
And  heresy's  whisper  above  its  breath 
Meant  shameful  scourging  and  bonds  and 

death  I 

What  marvel,  that  hunted  £id  sorely  tried, 
Even  woman  rebuked  and  prophesied, 
And  soft  words  rarely  answered  back 
The  grim  persuasion  of  whip  and  rack  ! 

If  her  cry  from  the  whippin?-po8t  and  jail 
Cierced  sharp  as  the  Kemte^  driven  nail, 


O  woman,  at  ease  in  these  happier  days, 
Forbear  to  judge  of  thy  sister's  ways  I 

How  much  thy  beautiful  life  may  owe 

To  her  faith  and  courage  thou  canst  not 
know, 

Nor  how  from  the  paths  of  thy  calm  re- 
treat 

She  smoothed  the  thorns  with  her  bleeding 
feet. 


SAINT  GREGORY'S  GUEST 

A  TALE  for  Roman  guides  to  tell 

To  careless,  sight-worn  travellers  still, 

Who  pause  beside  the  narrow  cell 
Of  Gregory  on  the  Cselian  HilL 

One  day  before  the  monk's  door  came 
A  beggar,  stretching  empty  palms. 

Fainting  and  fast-sick,  in  the  name 
Of  the  Most  Holy  asking  alms. 

And  the  monk  answered,  *^  All  I  have 
In  this  poor  cell  of  mine  I  give, 

The  silver  cup  my  mother  gave  ; 

In    Christ's    name    take    thou    it,   and 
Uve." 

Years  passed  ;  and,  called  at  last  to  bear 
The  pastorsd  crook  and  keys  of  Rome, 

The  poor  monk,  in  Saint  Peter's  chair. 
Sat  the  crowned  lord  of  Christendom. 

"  Prepare  a  feast,"  Saint  Gregory  cried, 
"  Ajid  let  twelve  beggars  sit  thereat." 

The  begsars  came,  and  one  beside. 
An  unknown  stranger,  with  them  sat. 


"  1  asked  thee  not,"  the  Pontiff  spake, 
**  O  stranger  ;  but  if  need  be  thine, 

I  bid  thee  welcome,  for  the  sake 
Of  Him  who  is  thy  Lord  and  mine. 


»» 


A  grave,  calm  face  the  stranger  raised. 
Like  Hi«  who  on  Gennesaret  trod. 

Or  His  on  whom  the  Chaldeans  gazed. 
Whose  form  was  as  the  Son  of  God. 

"Know'st  thou,"  he    said,   "thy  gift    of 
old?" 

And  in  th6  hand  he  lifted  np 
The  Pontiff  marvelled  to  behold 

Once  more  his  mother's  silver  cup. 


BIRCHBROOK  MILL 
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^Thy  prayers  and  alma  have  risen,  and 
bloom 

Sweetly  among  the  flowers  of  heaven. 
I  am  The  Wonderful,  through  whom 

Whatever  thou  askest  shaU  be  given.'' 

He  spake  and  vanished.    Gregory  fell 
With  his  twelve  guests  in  mute  accord 

^rcme  on  their  faces,  knowing  well 
Their  eyes  of  flesh  had  seen  the  Lord. 

The  old-time  legend  is  not  vain  ; 

Nor  vain  thy  art,  Verona's  Paul, 
Telling  it  o'er  and  o'er  again 

On  gray  Vicenza's  frescoed  wall. 

Still  wheresoever  pity  shares 

Its  bread  with  sorrow,  want,  and  sin, 

And  love  the  beggar's  feast  prepares. 
The  uninvited  Guest  comes  in. 

Unheard,  because  our  ears  are  dull. 
Unseen,  because  our  eyes  are  dim. 

He  walks  our  earth,  The  Wonderful, 
And  all  good  deeds  are  done  to  Him. 


BIRCHBROOK  MILL 

A  HOTRLESd  stream,  the  Birchbrook  runs 

Beneath  its  leaning  trees  ; 
That  low,  fK>ft  ripple  is  its  own. 

That  dull  roar  is  the  sea's. 

Of  human  signs  it  sees  alone 
The  distant  church  spire's  tip. 

And,  ghost-like,  on  a  blank  of  gray, 
The  white  sail  of  a  ship. 

No  more  a  toiler  at  the  wheel. 

It  wanders  at  its  will ; 
Nor  dam  nor  pond  is  left  to  tell 

Where  once  was  Birchbrook  mill. 

The  timbers  of  that  mill  have  fed 

Long  since  a  farmer's  fires  ; 
His  doorsteps  are  the  stones  that  ground 

The  harvest  of  his  sires. 

Man  trespassed  here  ;  but  Nature  lost 

No  right  of  her  domain  ; 
She  waited,  and  she  brought  the  old 

Wild  beauty  back  again. 


By  day  the  sunli^^ht  through  the  leaves 
Falls  on  its  moist,  green  sod. 

And  wakes  the  violet  bloom  of  spring 
And  autumn's  golden-rod. 

Its  birches  whisper  to  the  wind, 

The  swallow  dips  her  wings 
In  the  cool  spray,  and  on  its  banks 

The  gray  song-sparrow  sings. 

But  from  it,  when  the  dark  night  falls. 
The  school-girl  shrinks  with  dread  ; 

The  farmer,  home-bound  from  his  fields, 
Groes  by  with  quickened  tread. 

They  dare  not  pause  to  hear  the  grind 

Of  shadowy  stone  on  stone  ; 
The  plashing  of  a  water-wheel 

Where  wheel  there  now  is  none. 

Has  not  a  cry  of  pain  been  heard 

Above  the  clattering  mill  ? 
The  pawine  of  an  unseen  horse. 

Who  waits  his  mistress  still  ? 

Yet  never  to  the  listener's  eye 
Has  sight  confirmed  the  sound  ; 

A  wavenng  birch  line  marks  alone 
The  vacant  pasture  ground. 

No  ghostly  arms  fling  np  to  heaven 

The  agony  of  prayer  ; 
No  spectral  steed  impatient  shakes 

His  white  mane  on  the  air. 

The  meaning  of  that  common  dread 

No  tongue  has  fitly  told  ; 
The  secret  of  the  dark  surmise 

The  brook  and  birches  hold. 

What  nameless  horror  of  the  past 

Broods  here  forevermore  ? 
What  ghost  his  unforgiveu  sin  * 

Is  landing  o'er  and  o'er  ? 

Does,  then,  immortal  memory  play 

The  actor's  tragic  part, 
Rehearsals  of  a  mortal  life 

And  unveiled  human  heart  ? 

Grod's  pity  spare  a  guilty  soul 

That  drama  of  its  ill. 
And  let  the  scenic  curtain  fall 

On  Birchbrook's  haunted  mill  I 
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THE  TWO  ELIZABETHS 


Ft;  at  tha  Fmnd*'  i 


1,  Providence,  R.  L 
A.  D.  1207 
Amidst  ThuriDgia's  wooded  hilla  she  dwelt, 
A  bigb'lHini  priDi;es3,  Bcmuit  of  the  poor, 
Sweeteiiiug  witb  gractoua  ^vords  the  food 
she  dealt 
To  atarviug  tbrongi  at  Wartbnrg's  bla- 
zoned dour. 

A  blinded  zealot  beld  her  *onl  in  chainB, 
Cramped  the  aweet  nature  tbat  be  euuld 
nut  kill. 
Scarred  her  fair  bodj  with  his  penance- 

And  gauged  her  coDicienee  bj'  bis  narrow 
wiU. 


e  followed  meekly  at  her  Btem  guide'i 


80  drooped  and  died  her  home-blown  rose 
of  bliss 
In  the  chill  rigor  of  a  discipliue 
That  turned  her  foiid  lips  from  her  chil- 

And  made  her  joy  of  motberfaood  a  sin- 
To  their  sad  level  by  compasiiion  led, 
One  with  the  low  and  vile  herself  she 

While  thankless  misery  mocked  the  hand 
that  fed, 
And  laughed  to  scorn  her  piteous  mas- 


Bnt  still,  with  patience  that  outwearied 

She  gave  her  all  while  yet  she  bad  to 
g^ve  ; 
And  theu  her  empty  hands,  importunate. 
In  prayer  she  lifted  that  the  poor  might 

Sore  pressed  bj  grief,  and  wrongs  more 
hard  to  bear. 
And  dwarfed  and  stifled  by  a  harsh  con- 
trol, 


Sba  kept  life  fragrant  with  good  deeds  and 
prayer, 
And  fresh  and  pure  the  white  flower  of 

Death  found   her  busy  at  her  task  :   one 

Alone  she  uttered  aa  she  paused  to  die, 
"  Silence  1 "  —  theu   listened   even   as   one 

who  heard 
With  song  and  wing  the  angels  drawing 

nighl 

Now  Fra  Angelieo's  roses  fill  bei  bands. 
And.   on    Marillo's   canvas.   Want    and 
Pain 
Kneel  at  her  feet     Her  marble  image 

Worshipped  and  crowned  in  Marburg's 
holy  fane. 

Yea,  wher«Boe'er  faer  Chnrch  its  cross  up- 
Wide  as  the  world  her  story  still  is  told  ; 
In  nuuibood's  reverence,  woman's  prayers 

She  lives  again  whose  grave  is  centuries 

And  still,  despite  the  weakness  or  the  blame 
Of   blind   aubmiasion   to  the   blind,  she 
hath 
A  tender  place  iu  hearts  of  every  name. 
And  more  than  Rome  owns  Saiut  Eliza- 
beth t 


An  English  matron,  in  whose  simple  faith 
Nor  priestly  rule  nor  rituxl  hnd  claim, 
A  plain,  uncanonized  Elizabeth, 

No  sackcloth    robe,   nor  ashen  -  sprinkled 

Nor  wasting  fast,  nor  scourge,  nor  vigil 

Marred  her  culm  presence.     God  had  made 
her  fair. 
And  she  could  do  His  goodly  work  no 

Their  yoke  is  easy  and  their  burden  light 
Whose   sole  oaufessor  is  the  Christ   of 
God; 
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135 


Her  quiet   trust  and  faith    transceDding 
eight 
Smootaed  to  her  feet  the  difficult  paths 
she  trod. 

And  there  she  walked,  as  duty  bade  her 

go, 
Safe  and  unsullied  as  a  cloistered  nun, 
fihmmed  with  her  plainness  Fashion's  gaudy 

show, 
And  overcame  the  world  she  did  not 

shun. 

Li  Earlham's  1>owerSy  in  Plashet's  liberal 
hall, 
In  the  great  city's  restless  crowd  and 
din, 
Her  ear  was  open  to  the  Master's  call, 
And  knew  the  summons  of  His  voice 
within. 

Tender  as  mother,  beautiful  as  wife. 
Amidst  the  throngs  of  prisoned  crime 
she  stood 
In  modest  raiment  faultless  as  her  life. 
The  type  of  England's  worthiest  woman- 
hood I 

To  melt  the  hearts  that  harshness  turned  to 

stone 

The  sweet  persuasion  of  her  lips  sufficed. 

And  guilt,  which  only  hate  and  fear  had 

known, 

Saw  in  her  own  the  pitying  love  of  Christ. 

So  wheresoe'er  the  guiding  Spirit  went 
She  followed,  finding  every  prison  cell 

It  opened  for  her  sacred  as  a  tent 

Pitched  by  Gexmesaret  or  by  Jacob's  well. 

And  Pride  and  Fashion  felt  her  strong  ap- 
peal. 
And  priest  and  ruler  marvelled  as  they 
saw 
How  hand  in  hand  went  wisdom  with  her 
zeal, 
And  woman's  pity  kept  the  bounds  of 
law. 

Sbe  rests  in  Grod's  peace  ;  but  her  memory 

stirs 

The  air  of  earth  as  with  an  angel's  wings. 

And  warms  and  moves  the  hei^  of  men 

like  hers. 

The  sainted  daughter  of  Hungarian  kings. 


United  now,  the  Briton  and  the  Hun, 
Each,  iu  her  own  time,  faithful  onto 
death. 

Live  sister  souls  I  in  name  and  spirit  one, 
Thuringia's  saint  and  our  Elizabeth  I 


REQUITAL 

As  Islam's  Prophet,  when  his  last  day  drew 
Nigh  to  its  close,  besought  all  men  to 

say 
Whom  be  had  wronged,  to  whom  he  then 
should  pay 
A  debt  forgotten,  or  for  pardon  sue. 
And,  through  the  silence  of  his  weeping 
friends, 
A  strange  voice  cried  :  <'  Thou  owest  me 

a  debt," 
**  Allah    be    praised  I "    he    answered. 
"  Even  yet 
He  gives  me  power  to  make  to  thee  amends. 
O   friend  !   1  thank  thee  for  thy  timely 
word." 
So  runs  the  tale.    Its  lesson  all  may 

heed, 
For  all  have  sinned  in  thought,  or  word, 
or  deed. 
Or,  like  tlie  Prophet,  through  neglect  have 

erred. 
All  need  forgfiveness,  all  have  debts  to  pay 
Ere  the  night  cometh,  while  it  still  is  day. 


THE   HOMESTEAD 

Against  the  wooded  hills  it  stands, 
Ghost  of  a  dead  home,  staring  through 

Its  broken  lights  on  wasted  lands 
Where  old-time  harvests  grew. 

Unploughed,  unsown,  by  scythe  unshorn. 
The  poor,  forsaken  farm-fields  lie. 

Once  rich  and  rife  with  golden  com 
And  pale  green  breadths  of  rye. 

Of  healthful  herb  and  flower  bereft, 
The  garden  plot  no  housewife  keeps  ; 

Through  weeds  and  tangle  only  left. 
The  snake,  its  tenant,  creeps. 

A  lilao  spray,  still  blossom-clad. 

Sways  slow  before  the  empty  rooms ; 

Beside  the  roofless  porch  a  sad 
Pathetic  red  rose  blooms. 
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Hia  track,  in  mould  and  dost  of  drouth. 
On  floor  and  hearth  the  Bquiirel  leavai, 

Aod  in  tbo  flreless  chininef'B  mouUi 
HU  web  the  spider  weaves. 

Hie  leaning  bam,  about  to  MI, 

Resounds  no  more  on  husking  eves  ; 

No  cattle  low  in  ;ard  or  stall, 
No  thresher  bnits  his  sheaves. 


That  down  ^on  shadowy  l«De  some  ghuat 
Might  drive  his  spectral  kine  I 

0  horns  so  desolate  and  lorn  ! 

Did  all  thy  memories  die  with  thee  7 
Were  any  wed,  were  any  Imrn, 

Beueath  this  low  roof-tree  ? 

Whose  axe  the  wall  of  forest  broke, 
And  let  the  waiting  sunshine  tlirough  1 

What  goodwifa  sent  tbe  earliest  smoke 
Up  uie  great  chimney  Sue  ? 

Did  mstio  lovers  hither  come  ? 

Did  maidens,  swaying  back  and  forth 
In  rhythmic  grace,  at  wheel  and  loom, 

M^e  light  their  toil  with  mirth  ? 


Did  gray  age,  in  her  elbow  ohair. 
Knit,  rocking  to  and  fro  ? 


f  ing  brook,  the  sighing  breeze. 
The  pine's  nlow  whisper,  cannot  tell  ; 
Low  mounds  beneath  the  hemlock-trees 
Keep  the  home  secrets  well. 

Cease,  rootber-land,  to  fondly  boast 
Of  sons  far  off  who  strive  and  thrive. 

Forgetful  that  each  swarming  host 
Must  leave  aa  emptier  hive ! 

O  wanderers  from  ancestral  soil. 

Leave  noisome  mill  and  chaffering  store  ; 

Krd  up  your  loins  for  sturdier  toil, 
And  build  tbe  home  once  more  I 

Come  back  to  bajberry-scented  slopes, 
And  fra^Tftnt  Eem,  and  ground-nnt  vine  ; 

Breathe  airs  blown  over  bolt  and  copse 
Sweet  with  black  birch  and  pine. 


What  matter  if  the  gains  are  smoU 
That  life's  essential  wants  supply? 

Tour  homestead's  title  gives  you  all 
That  idle  wealth  can  buy. 

All  that  the  many-doUared  crave, 
The  brick-walled  slaves  of  'Change  atK 

I^wns,  trees,  fresh  air,  and  flowers,  yoi 

Mora  dear  for  lack  of  art. 

Tour  own  sole  masters,  freedom-willed. 
With  none  to  bid  yuu  go  or  stay. 

Till  the  old  fields  your  fathers  tilled, 
As  manly  men  as  they  I 

With  skill  that  spares  your  toiling  bandf, 
And  cbemio  aid  that  science  bring.i, 

RcclHim  the  waste  and  outworn  landx. 
And  reign  thereon  as  kings ! 


HOW  THE   ROBIN    CAME 

AN  ALGONQUIN  LEGE^ND 

Happy  young  friends,  sit  by  me. 
Under  May's  blown  apple-tree. 
While  these  boroe-birds  in  and  out 
Through  the  blossoms  flit  about. 
Hear  a  story,  strange  and  old. 
By  the  wild  red  Indians  told, 
How  the  robin  came  to  be  : 
Once  a  great  chief  left  his  son,  — 
Well-beloved,  his  only  one,— 
When  the  boy  was  well-nigh  grown. 
In  tbe  trial-lodge  alone. 
Left  for  tortures  long  and  slow 
Youths  like  him  must  undergo. 
Who  their  pride  of  manhood  test, 
Lacking  water,  food,  and  rest. 

8even  days  the  fast  he  kept. 

Seven  nights  he  never  slept. 

Then  the  young  boy,  wrung  witli  pnin, 

Weak  from  nature's  overstrniri. 

Fsltering,  moaned  a  low  coiii|ilnint : 

"  Spare  me,  father,  for  I  faint '. " 

But  the  chieftain,  haugbty-eyed, 

Hid  his  pity  in  his  pride. 

"  You  shall  be  a  hunter  good. 

Knowing  never  lack  of  fciml  : 
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Ton  shall  be  a  warrior  great. 
Wise  aa  fox  and  stroug  as  bear  ; 
Many  scalps  your  belt  shall  wear. 
If  with  patieut  heart  you  wait 
Bravely  till  your  task  is  done. 
Better  yoa  should  starviug  die 
Than  that  boy  and  squaw  should  ciy 
Shame  upon  your  father's  sou  I " 

When  next  mom  the  sun's  first  rays 
Glistened  on  the  hemlock  sprays, 
Straight  that  lodge  the  old  chief  sought, 
And     boiled     samp    and     moose     meat 

brought. 
"  Rise  and  eat,  my  son  !  "  he  said. 
Lo,  he  found  the  poor  boy  dead  1 
As  with  grief  his  grave  they  made. 
And  his  bow  beside  him  laid, 
Kpe,  and  kuife,  and  wampum-braid, 
On  the  lodge-top  overhead, 
Preeuing  smooth  its  breast  of  red 
And  the  brown  coat  that  it  wore, 
Sat  a  bird,  unknown  before. 
And  as  if  with  human  tongue, 
** Mourn  me  not,"  it  said,  or  sung  ; 
**  ly  a  bird,  am  still  your  son. 
Happier  than  if  hunter  fleet. 
Or  a  brave,  before  your  feet 
Laying  scalps  in  battle  won. 
Fnendof  man,  ray  song  shall  cheer 
Lodge  and  corn-land  ;  hovering  near, 
To  each  wigrwam  I  shall  bring 
Tidings  of  the  coming  spring  ; 
Every  child  my  voice  shall  know 
In  the  moon  of  melting  snow. 
When  the  maple's  red  bud  swells. 
And  the  wind-flower  lifts  its  bells. 
As  their  fond  companion 
Men  shall  henceforth  own  your  son, 
And  my  song  shall  testify 
That  of  human  kin  am  I." 

Thus  the  Indian  legend  saith 
How,  at  first,  the  robin  came 
With  a  sweeter  life  than  death. 
Bird  for  boy,  and  still  the  same. 
If  my  young  friends  doubt  that^this 
Is  the  robin  8  genesis, 
Not  in  vain  is  still  the  myth 
If  a  truth  be  found  therewith  : 
Unto  gentleness  belong 
Gifts  unknown  to  pride  and  wrong  ; 
Happier  far  than  hate  is  praise,  — 
He  who  sing^  than  he  who  slays. 


BANISHED     FROM     MASSACHU- 
SETTS 

1660 

On  a  paintiiig  by  K  A  Abbey.  The  Gen- 
eral Court  of  MasBachnaetts  enacted  Oct  19, 
1658,  that  "  any  penon  or  penons  of  the  ouned 
sect  of  Quakers'*  should,  on  conviction  of  the 
same,  be  banished,  on  pain  of  death,  irom.  the 
jurisdiction  of  the  commonwealth. 

Over  the  threshold  of  his  pleasant  home 
Set  in  green  clearings  passed  the  exiled 

Friend, 
In  simple  trust,  misdoubting  not  the  end. 
**  Dear  heart  of  mine  I  "  he  said,  "  the  time 

has  come 
To  trust  the  Lord  for  shelter."    One  long 
gaze 
The  goodwife  turned  on  each  familiar 

thiujgf,  — 
The  lowing  kine,  the  orchard  blossomine, 
The  open  door  that  showed  the  hearth-fire^i 

blaze, — 
And  calmly  answered,  "Tes,  He  will  pro- 
vide." 
Silent  and  slow  they  crossed  the  home- 
stead's bound. 
Lingering  the    longest  by  their  child's 
grave-mound. 
**  Move  on,  or  stay  and  hang  I "  the  sheriff 

cried. 
They  left  behind  them  more  than  home  or 

land. 
And  set  sad  faces  to  an  alien  strand. 

Safer  with  winds  and  waves  than  human 
wrath. 
With  ravening  wolves  than  those  whose 

zeal  for  (Sod 
Was  cruelty  to  man,  the  exiles  trod 
Drear  leagues  of  forest  without  guide  or 

path, 
Or  launching  frail  boats  on  the  uncharted 
sea, 
Round  storm-vexed  capes,  whose  teeth  of 

granite  ground 
The  waves  to  foam,  their  perilous  way 
they  wound. 
Enduring  all  things  so  their  souls  were  free. 
Oh,  true  confessors,  shaming  them  who  did 
Anew  the  wrong  their  ]nlgrim  Fathers 
borel 
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For  jiou  the  Mayflower  spread  her  loil 


Sand  I 


9,  from  Holland'a  Hook  of 


8a  from  his  lost  home  to  the  daikenitigniBiD, 
Bodeful  of   storm,  stout  Mac;  held  his 

And,  when  the  greeo  shore  bleuded  with 
tbe^j, 
His  poor  wife  iuo*i»d :  "  Let  as  turn  back 

"Saj,  woman,  weak  of  faith,  kneel  down," 
said  be, 
"  And  say  thy  prayers  :  the  Lord  himself 


will  31 
And  led  by  Hi 

fear  I " 
a  the  gray  Southwicks,  from  a  i 


derils  I 


_    ,  tinTsea, 

Saw,  fai  and  faiot,  the  loom  of  lana,  and 
gave 
With  feeble  Toices  thanks  for  friendly 

groDnd 
Whereon  to  rest  their  weary   feet,  and 

A  Deaceful  death-bed  iind  a  quiet  grave 

I,  ooean-walled,  and   wiser  than   his 


I   bra  of  i 


The  bra  of  Shelter  scorned  the  bigot's 
rage. 

Aqiiidaeck's  isle,  Nantucket's  lonely  shores, 

And  luJiau-baunted  Narragansett  saw 

The   way-worn    travellers    round    their 

camp-fire  draw. 

Or  heard  the  plashing  of  their  weary  oars. 

Aud  every  place  whereon  they  rested  grew 

Uappiur  for  pare  and  gracious  womao- 

liood. 
And  men  whose  names  for  shunless  honor 

Fonnders  of  States  Find  rulers  wise  and  true. 

The  Muse  of  history  yet  shall  make  amends 

To  those  who  freedom,  peace,  and  justice 

taught. 
Beyond  their  dark  age   led  the  van  of 
tliouf(ht, 
And  left  unforfelted  the  name  of  Friends. 
O  mother   State,  hew  foiled  was  thy  de- 

Hie  gain  was  theiia,  the  loss  oImw  was 


THE  BROWN  DWARF  OF  RUGEN 

The  hint  of  this  ballad  is  found  in  Arndt's 
MJrdiai.  Berlin,  IBIt).  The  ballad  appoared 
first  in  .jt.  NUhUat,  whose  yauiig  readvn  were 
advised,  while  ■miliiig  at  the  absurd  aupcrsti- 
tioD,  to  remember  that  bad  companioDahip  aod 
evil  habiCa,  deeires,  and  paauoDB  are  more  to 
be  dreaded  now  than  the  Elves  and  Trolls  who 
frightened  the  children  of  past  ages. 

Tub  pleasant  isle  of  Rii^n  looks  the  Baltio 

To  the  silver-sanded  beaches  of  the  Pom- 
erouiau  shore ; 

And  in  the  town  of  EUmbin  a  little  hoy  and 

Plucked  the  meadow-flowers  together  and 
in  the  seo-Burf  played. 

Alike  were  they  in  beauty  if  not  in  their 

He  was  the  Amptinan's  first-born,  the  mil- 
ler's child  was  she. 

Now  of  old  the  isle  of  Ri^n  vras  full  of 

Dwarfs  and  Trolls, 
The    browD-faced    little     Earth-men,    the 

people  without  souls ; 

And  [or  every  man  and  woman  in  Rilgen'a 

island  found 
Walking  io  air  and  sunshine,  a  Troll  was 

underground. 

It  chanced  the  little  maiden,  one  morning, 

strolled  away 
Among  the  haunted  Nine  Hills,  where  the 

elves  and  goblins  play. 

That  day,  in  barley  fields  below,  the  har- 
vesters had  known 

Of  evil  voices  in  the  air,  and  heard  the 
small  boms  blowu. 

She  came  not  back  ;  the  search  for  her  in 

field  and  wood  was  vain  : 
They  cried  her  east,  they  cried  her  west, 

but  she  came  not  again. 

"  She 's  down  among  the  Brown  Dwarfs," 
■aid  the  dream-wives  wise  aud  old, 

And  prayers  were  made,  and  mRsses  said, 
and  Rombin's  ohuroh  bell  tolled. 


THE  BROWN   DWARF  OF   RUGEN 


139 


fire  yean  her  father  mourned  her  ;  and 

then  John  Deitrich  said  : 
Ml  will  find  my  little  playmate,  be  she 

alive  or  dead." 

Be  watched  among  the  Nine  Hills,  he 
heard  the  Brown  Dwarfs  sing. 

And  saw  them  dance  by  moonlight  merrily 
in  a  ring. 

And  when  their  gay-robed  leader  tossed  up 

his  cap  of  red, 
Yoong  Deitrich  caught  it  as  it  fell,  and 

thrust  it  on  his  head. 

The  Troll  came  crouching  at  his  feet  and 

wept  for  lack  of  it. 
^  Oh,  give  me  back  my  magic  cap,  for  your 

great  head  unfit  I " 

**  Nay,"  Deitrich  said  ;  "  the  Dwarf  who 
throws  his  charmed  cap  away, 

Vjut  serve  its  finder  at  his  will,  and  for 
his  folly  pay. 

^  Toa  stole  my  pretty  Lisbeth,  and  hid  her 

in  the  earth ; 
And  you  shall  ope  the  door  of  glass  and  let 

me  lead  her  forth." 

^  She  will  not  come  ;  she 's  one  of  us  ;  she 's 
mine  !  "  the  Brown  Dwarf  said  ; 

^  The  day  is  set,  the  (!ake  is  baked,  to-mor- 
row we  shall  wed." 


**  Hie  fell  fiend  fetch  thee  ! "  Deitrich  cried, 
'*  and  keep  thy  foul  tongue  still. 

Quick  I  open,  to  thy  evil  world,  the  glass 
door  of  the  hill  I " 

The  Dwarf  obeyed  ;  and  youth  and  Troll 
down  the  long  stairway  passed, 

And  saw  in  dim  and  sunless  Ught  a  country 
strange  and  vast. 

Weird,  rich,  and  wonderful,  he  saw  the 

elfin  nnder-land,  — 
Its  palaces  of  precious  stones,  its  streets  of 

golden  sand. 

He  came  unto  a  banquet-hall  with  tables 

richly  spread, 
Where  a  young  maiden  served  to  him  the 

red  wine  and  the  bread 


How  fair  she  seemed  among  the  Trolls  so 

ugly  and  so  wild  ! 
Yet  pale  and  very  sorrowful,  like  one  who 

never  smiled  ! 

Her  low,  sweet  voice,  her  gold-brown  hair, 
her  tender  blue  eyes  seemed 

Like  something  he  had  seen  elsewhere  or 
something  he  had  dreamed. 

He  looked  ;  he  clasped  her  in  his  arms  ;  he 

knew  the  long-lost  one  ; 
"  O  Lisbeth  I  See  thy  playmate  —  I  am  the 

Amptman's  son  1 " 

She  leaned  her  fair  head  on  his  breast,  and 
through  her  sobs  she  spoke  : 

"Oh,  take  me  from  this  evil  place,  and 
from  the  elfin  folk  ! 

**  And  let  me  tread  the  g^rass-green  fields 
and  smell  the  flowers  again. 

And  feel  the  soft  wind  on  my  cheek  and 
hear  the  dropping  rain  I 

''And  oh,   to  hear  the  singing  bird,  the 

rustling  of  the  tree, 
The  lowing  cows,  the  bleat  of  sheep,  the 

voices  of  the  sea ; 

**  And  oh,  upon  my  father's  knee  to  sit  be- 
side the  door, 

And  hear  tlie  bell  of  vespers  ring  in  Bam- 
bin  church  once  more  ! " 

He  kissed  her  cheek,  he  kissed  her  lips ; 

the  Brown  Dwarf  groaned  to  see, 
And  tore  his  tangled  hair  and  ground  his 

long  teeth  angrily. 

But  Deitrich  said  :  *'For  five  long  years 
this  tender  Christian  maid 

Has  served  you  in  your  evil  world,  and  well 
must  she  be  paid  ! 

"  Haste  I  —  hither  bring  me  precious  gems, 

the  richest  in  your  store  ; 
Then  when  we  pass  the  gate  of  glass,  you  11 

take  your  cap  once  more." 

No  choice  was  left  the  baffled  Troll,  and, 

murmuring,  he  obeyed. 
And  filled  the  pockets  of  the  yonth  and 

apron  of  the  maid. 
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Thej    left   tbe   dreadful   onder-land  And 

paBsed  the  gate  of  glais  ; 
Tbay  felt  the  snnuime'B  warm  oai«cs,  tbe}r 

trod  the  toft,  green  grau. 

And  when,  beneath,  they  uw  the  Dwarf 
stretch  up  to  them  his  brown 

And  orooked  olaw-like  fingers,  thej  tossed 
his  red  cap  down. 

Oh,  nerer  shone  so  bright  a  son,  was  nerer 

As  hand  in  hand  thej  homeward  walked 
the  pleasant  meadows  through  1 

And  neTer  sang  the  birds  so  sweet  in  Bom- 
bin's  woods  before. 

And  neTOF  wasbed  the  waves  so  soft  along 
the  Baltic  shore  ; 

And  when  beneath  his  door>jatd  trees  the 

father  met  his  ohOd, 
Hie  bells  rang  out  their  meniest  peal,  tbe 

folks  with  joj  ran  wild. 


And  soon  from  Rambin's  holj  church  tbe 

twwn  came  forth  as  one, 
The  Amptman  kissed  a  danghter,  the  mil' 

ler  blest  a  son. 

John  Deitrieh's  fame  went  far  and  wide, 
and  nurse  and  maid  crooned  o'er 

Their  cradle  song  :  "  Sleep  on,  sleep  well, 
the  Trolls  shall  come  no  more  I " 

For  in  the  haunted  Nine   Hills  he  set  a 


Tbe  tower  be  bailt  in  Bamtun,  fiur  Riigen's 
pride  and  boast, 

Looked  o'er  the  Baltic  water  to  the  Pome- 
ranian oout ; 

And,  for  bis  worth  ennobled,  and   rich  be- 
yond  compare, 
Deitrioh  and  his  lovely 
]oog  and  happy  there. 
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THE  FROST  SPIRIT 

Hs  comes,  —  he  comes,  —  the  Frost  Spirit 

comes  I      Yoa  may  trace  his  loot- 

steps  now 
On  the  naked  woods  and  the  blasted  fields 

and  the  brown  hill's  withered  brow. 
He  has  smitten  the  leaves  of  the  gray  old 

trees  where  their    pleasant   green 

came  forth, 
And  the  winds,  which  follow  wherever  he 

goes,  have  shaken  them  down  to 

earth. 

He  comes,  —  he  comes,  —  the  Frost  Spirit 

comes  !  from  the  frozen  Labrador, 
From  the  icj  bridge  of  the  Northern  seas, 

which  the  white  bear  wanders  o'er. 
Where  the  fisherman's  sail  is  stiff  with  ice, 

and  the  luckless  forms  below 
In  the  sunless  cold  of  the  lingering  night 

into  marble  statues  grow  1 

He  comes,  —  he  comes,  —  the  Frost  Spirit 

comes  I    on  the  rushing   Northern 

blast, 
And  the  dark  Norwegian  pines  have  bowed 

as  his  fearful  breath  went  past. 
With  an  unscorched  wing  he  has  hurried  on, 

where  the  fires  of  Hecla  glow 
On  the  darkly  beautiful  sky  above  and  the 

ancient  ice  below. 

He  comes,  —  he  comes,  —  the  Frost  Spirit 

comes  I  and  the  quiet  lake  shall  feel 
The  torpid  touch  of  his  elazing  breath,  and 

nng  to  the  skaters  heel ; 
And  the   streams   which   danced  on   the 

broken  rocks,  or  sang  to  the  leaning 

gprass. 
Shall  bow  again  to  their  winter  chain,  and 

in  mournful  silence  pass. 

He  oomes,  —  he  comes,  —  the  Frost  Spirit 
comes  I    Let  us  meet  him  as  we  may. 


And  torn  with  the  light  of  the  parlor-fire 

his  evil  power  away  ; 
And  gather  closer  the  circle  round,  when 

that  firelight  dances  hi^h, 
And  laugh  at  the  shriek  of  the  baffled  Fiend 

as  his  sounding  wing  goes  by  1 


THE  MERRIMAC 

**  The  Indians  speak  of  a  beautiful  river,  far 
to  the  Boathf  which  they  call  Merrimao."  — 

SlEUB  DB  MONTS,  1604. 

Stream  of  my  fathers  I  sweetly  still 
The  sunset  rays  thy  valley  fill ; 
Poured  slantwise  down  the  long  defile. 
Wave,  wood,  and  spire  beneath  them  smile. 
I  see  the  winding  Powow  fold 
The  men  hill  in  its  belt  of  gold. 
And  lollowing  down  its  wavy  line, 
Its  sparkling  waters  blend  with  thine. 
There 's  not  a  tree  upon  thy  side. 
Nor  rock,  which  thy  returning  tide 
As  yet  hath  left  abrupt  and  stark 
Above  thy  evening  water-mark  ; 
No  calm  cove  with  its  rocky  hem. 
No  isle  whose  emerald  swells  begem 
Thy  broad,  smooth  current ;  not  a  sail 
Bowed  to  the  freshening  ocean  gale  ; 
No  small  boat  with  its  busy  oars. 
Nor  gray  wall  sloping  to  thy  shores  ; 
Nor  farm-house  with  its  maple  shade, 
Or  rigid  poplar  colonnade. 
But  bes  distinct  and  full  in  sight. 
Beneath  this  gush  of  sunset  light. 
Centuries  ago,  that  harbor-bar. 
Stretching  its  length  of  foam  afar. 
And  Salisbury's  beach  of  shining  sand. 
And  yonder  island's  wave^moouied  strand, 
Saw  the  adventurer's  tiny  sail. 
Flit,  stooping  from  the  eastern  gale  ; 
And  o'er  these  woods  and  waters  broke 
The  cheer  from  Britain's  hearts  of  oak, 
As  brightly  on  the  voyager's  eye, 
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Weu7  of  forest,  sea,  and  sky, 

Btealuiig  tbe  dull  continuous  wood, 

The  Meiriinaa  rolled  down  his  Hood  ; 

Mingling  tlut  clear  pellucid  brook, 

Which  channels  vast  Agioochook 

When  spring-time's  aaa  and  sliuirei  unlock 

Tbe  frozen  fountains  of  the  rock. 

And  more  abundant  waters  given 

Fiom    that   pure    lake,    "The    Smile    of 

Tributes  from  vale  and  mouotain-Bide,  — 
With  ocean's  dark,  eteFiutl  tide  I 

On  jonder  rock;  eape,  which  braves 
The  stormy  cbajlenge  of  tbe  waves. 
Midst  tangled  vine  and  dwarfish  wood, 
The  hardj  Anglo-Saxon  stood, 
Planting  upon  tbe  topmost  crag 
The  staff  of  England's  batCle-&g  ; 
And,  while  from  out  its  heavy  fold 
Saint  George's  crimson  cross  unrolled, 
Midst  roll  of  dram  and  trumpet  blare. 
And  weapons  brandishing  in  air. 
He  gave  to  that  lone  promontory 
The  sweetest  name  in  all  his  story  ; 
Of  her,  the  flower  of  Islam's  daughters. 
Whose   harems   look   on    St&mbaul's   wa- 

Who,  when  the  chance  of  war  hod  bound 

The  Moslem  chain  bis  limbs  around, 
Wreathed  o'er  with  ailk  that  iron  chain. 
Soothed  with  her  smiles  his  hours  of  pain, 
And  fondly  to  her  youthful  slave 
A  dearer  gift  than  freedom  gave. 


And  clearly  on  the  calm  air  swells 
Tbe  twilight  voice  of  distant  bells. 
From  Ocean's  bosom,  white  and  thin, 
The  mists  come  slowly  rolling  in  ; 
Hills,  woods,  the  river's  rockj'  rim. 
Amidst  the  aea-tike  vapor  Rwim, 
While  yonder  lonely  coaat-light,  set 
Within  its  wave-washed  minaret. 
Half  quenched,  a  besmless  star  and  pal 
Shines  dimly  through  its  cloudy  veil  I 

Home  of  my  fathers  I  —  I  have  stood 
Where  Hudson  rolled  bis  lordly  flood  ! 
Seen  saorise  rest  and  sunset  fade 
Along  his  frowning  Palisade  ; 
Iiooked  down  the  Appalachian  peak 
On  Jnniata's  silver  streak  ; 
Have  seen  along  his  valley  gleam 


The  Mohawk's  softly  winding  stream  ; 
The  level  light  of  suusct  shine 
Through  broad  Potomac's  hem  of  pine  ; 
And  autumn's  rainbow-tinted  banuer 
Hang  lightly  o'er  tbe  Susquehanna  ; 
Yet  wheresoe'er  bis  step  might  be. 
Thy  wandering  child  looked  back  to  thee  I 
H^rd  in  his  dreams  thy  river's  sound 
Of  mnrmuring  on  its  pebbly  bound. 
The  unforgotten  swell  and  roar 
Of  waves  on  thy  familiar  shore  ; 
And  saw,  amidst  the  curtained  gloom 
And  quiet  of  his  lonely  room. 
Thy  sunset  scenes  before  him  pass ; 
As,  in  Agrippa's  magic  glass. 
The  loved  and  lost  arose  to  view. 
Remembered  groves  in  greenness  grew, 
Bathed  still  in  cbildbooa's  morning  dew, 
Along  whose  bowers  of  beauty  swept 
Whatever  Memory's  mourners  wept. 
Sweet  faces,  which  the  charnel  kept, 
Toung,  gentle  eyes,  nhich  long  had  slept ; 
And  while  the  gHZcr  leaned  to  trace. 
More  near,  some  dear  familiar  face, 
He  wept  to  find  the  vision  flown,  — 
A  phantom  and  a  dream  alone  I 


HAMPTON    BEACH 

The  sunlight  glitters  keen  and  bright. 

Where,  miles  away. 
Lies  stretching  to  my  oazzled  sight 
A  luminous  belt,  a  misty  light. 
Beyond  tbe  dark  pine  bluSs  and  wastes  of 
sandy  gray. 

The  tremulous  shadow  of  tbe  Sea  ! 

Against  its  ground 
Of  silvery  light,  rock,  hill,  and  tree. 
Still  as  a  picture,  clear  and  free, 
With  varying  outline  mark  tbe  coast   for 
miles  around. 

On  —  on — we  tread  with  loose-flung  rein 

Our  seaward  way. 
Through  dark-green  fields  and  blossom- 

ing  grain,  _ 
Where  the  wild  brier-rose  skirts  the  lane. 
And  bends  above  our  heads  the  flowering 
locust  spray. 

Ha  I  like  a  kind  band  on  my  brow 

Comes  this  fresh  breete, 
Cooliug  its  dull  and  fererisb  glow. 
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While  through  my  being  seems  to  flow 
The  breath  of  a  new  life,  the  healing  of 
the  seas  1 

Now  rest  we,  where  this  grassy  mound 

His  feet  bath  set 
In  the  great  waters,  which  have  bound 
His  ffranite  ankles  greenly  round 
With  £>ng  and  tangled  moss,  and  weeds 
with  cool  spray  wet. 

Good-by  to  Pain  and  Care  I  I  take 

Mine  ease  to-day  : 
Here  where  these  sunny  waters  break. 
And  ripples  this  keen  breeze,  I  shake 
All  burdens  from  the  heart,  all    weary 
thoughts  away. 

I  draw  a  freer  breath,  I  seem 

Like  all  I  see  — 
Wayes  in    the  sun,   the  white-winged 

ffleam 
Of  searbirds  in  the  slanting  beam. 
And  far^ff  sails  which  flit  before  the  south- 
wind  free. 

So  when  Time's  veil  shall  fall  asunder, 

The  soul  may  know 
No  fearful  chan^,  nor  sudden  wonder, 
Nor  sink  the  weight  of  mystery  under, 
But  with  the  upward  rise,  and  with  the 
vastness  grow. 

And    all    we    shrink    from    now    may 
seem 
No  new  revealing ; 
Familiar  as  our  childhood's  stream. 
Or  pleasant  memory  of  a  dream 
The  loved  and  cherished    Past  upon   the 
new  life  stealing. 

Serene  and  mild  the  untried  light 

May  have  its  dawning  ; 
And,  as  in  summer's  northern  night 
The  evening  and  the  dawn  unite, 
The  sunset  hues  of  Time  blend  with  the 
soul's  new  morning. 

I  sit  alone  ;  in  foam  and  spray 

Wave  after  wave 
Breaks  on   the  rocks  which,  stem  and 

gray, 
Shoulder  the  broken  tide  away, 
Or  murmurs  hoarse  and  strong   through 
mossy  cleft  and  cave. 


What  heed  I  of  the  dusty  land 

And  noisy  town  ? 
I  see  the  miehty  deep  expand 
From  its  white  line  of  glimmering  sand 
To  where  the  blue  of  heaven  on  bluer 
waves  shuts  down  1 

In  listless  quietude  of  mind, 

I  yield  to  all 
The  change  of  cloud  and  wave  and  wind; 
And  passive  on  the  flood  reclined, 
I  wander  with  the  waves,  and  with  them 
rise  and  fall. 

But  look,  thou  dreamer  I  wave  and  shore 

In  shadow  lie ; 
The  night-wind  warns  me  back  once  more 
To  where,  my  native  hill-tops  o'er. 
Bends  like  an  arch  of  fire  the  glowing  sun- 
set sky. 

So  then,  beach,  bluff,  and  wave,  farewell ! 

I  bear  with  me 
No  token  stone  nor  glittering  shell. 
But  long  and  oft  shall  Memory  tell 
Of  this  brief  thoughtful  hour  of  musing  by 
the  Sea. 


A   DREAM   OF   SUMMER 

Blaio)  as  the  morning  breath  of  June 

The  southwest  breezes  plav  ; 
And,  through  its  haze,  the  wmter  noon 

Seems  warm  as  summer's  day. 
The  snow-plumed  Angel  of  the  North 

Has  dropped  his  icy  spear  ; 
Again  the  mossy  earth  looks  forth. 

Again  the  streams  gush  clear. 

The  fox  his  hillside  cell  forsakes, 

The  muskrat  leaves  his  nook, 
The  bluebird  in  the  meadow  brakes 

Is  singing  with  the  brook. 
"  Bear  up,  O  Mother  Nature  ! "  cry 

Bird,  breeze,  and  streamlet  free  ; 
"  Our  winter  voices  prophesy 

Of  sunmier  days  to  thee  1 " 

So,  in  those  winters  of  the  soul, 

By  bitter  blasts  and  drear 
O'erswept  from  Memory's  frozen  pole, 

Will  sunny  days  appear. 
Reviving  Hope  and  Faith,  they  show 

The  soul  its  living  powers, 
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And  bow  beneath  tbe  winter's  sua 
lie  genns  of  aummer  flowers  I 


The  Nigbt  is  mother  of  the  Dsj, 
The  Winter  of  the  Spring, 


And  ever  upon  old  Decay 
"■  i  oW. 

rliebt  IdfI 
Through  showen  the  sanDeams 


Behind  tbe  clond  the  starli^t  lurks. 


For  God,  who  loveth  all  His  wockn, 
Has  left  Uie  hope  with  aU  I 


THE  LAKESIDE 

The  shadows  round  the  inland  sea 

Are  deepening  into  night ; 
Slow  up  the  slopes  of  Oasipee 

Thej  chase  the  lessening  light. 
Tired  of  the  long  day's  blinding  heat, 

I  rest  my  languid  eye, 
Lake  of  the  Hills  1  where,  cool  and  sweet, 

Thy  sunset  waters  lie  I 

Along  the  skj,  in  warj  lines. 

O'er  isle  and  reach  Mid  baj. 
Green-belted  with  eternal  pines. 

The  mountains  stretch  away. 
Below,  the  maple  ma«sea  sleep 

Where  shore  with  water  blends, 
While  midway  on  the  trsnqidl  deep 

The  eTening  light  descends. 

So  seemed  it  when  joa  hill's  red  ciown, 

Of  old,  the  Indian  trod, 
And,  through  the  sunset  air,  looked  down 

Upon  the  Smile  of  God. 
To  him  of  light  and  shade  tbe  laws 

No  forest  skeptic  taugbt ; 
Their  liTing  and  etemaf  Cause 

His  truer  instinot  sought 

He  saw  these  mountains  in  tbe  light 
Which  now  across  them  shines  ; 

This  lake,  in  summer  sunset  bright, 
Walled  round  with  sombering  pines. 

God   near  him   seemed  ;  from   earth   and 

His  loTing  voice  he  heard, 

As,  face  to  face,  in  Paradise, 

Uan  stood  before  tbe  Lord. 

Thanks,  0  our  Father  !  that,  like  him, 

Thy  tender  love  I  see, 
biadiaot  hill  and  woodland  dim, 


And  tinted  sunset  sea. 
For  not  in  Tnooken[  ^ost  Thou  fill 

Our  ear^  with  light  and  grace  ; 
Thou  hid'st  no  dark  and  cruel  will 

Behind  Thj  smiling  face  ) 

AUTUMN   THOUGHTS 

Gome  hath  the  Spring,  with  all  its  flowers, 
Ai>d    gone    the    Simmer's    pomp    and 


I  said  to  Earth,  so  cold  and  gray, 
"  An  emblem  of  myself  thou  art." 

"  Not  so,"  the  Earth  did  seem  to  say, 
"  For    Spring    shall   warm    my    frozen 
heart." 

I  soothe  my  wintry  sleep  with  dreams 
Of  waimec  son  and  softer  rain, 

And  wait  to  hear  the  sound  of  streams 
And  songs  of  merry  birds  again. 

But  then,  from  whom  tbe   Spring  hath 
gone. 

For  whom  the  flowers  no  longer  blow. 
Who  standest  blighted  and  forlorn. 

Like  Autumn  waiting  for  the  snow  ; 

No  hope  is  thine  of  snnnier  hours. 
Thy  WinUr  shall  no  more  depart  ; 

No  Spring  revive  thy  wasted  flowers. 
Nor  Summer  warm  thy  frozen  heart. 


All  day  the  darkness  and  the  cold 

Upon  my  heart  have  lain, 
Like  shadows  on  the  winter  sky. 

Like  frost  upon  the  pane  ; 

But  now  my  torpid  fancy  wakes. 
And,  on  thy  Erie's  plume. 

Bides  forth,  like  Sindbad  on  bis  bird. 
Or  witch  upon  her  broom  I 


Before  me  spreads  tbe  It 
Whose  long  and  solemn-sounding  waves 
Against  the  sunset  break. 
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I  hear  the  wild  Rice-Eater  thresh 

The  grain  he  has  not  sown  ; 
I  see,  with  flashing  scythe  of  fire, 

The  prairie  harvest  mown  ! 

I  hear  the  far-off  voyager's  horn ; 

I  see  the  Yankee's  trail,  — 
His  foot  on  every  mountain-pass, 

On  every  stream  his  sail. 

By  forest,  lake,  and  waterfall, 

I  see  his  pedler  show  ; 
The  mighty  mingling  with  the  mean, 

The  lofty  with  the  low. 

He 's  whittling  by  St.  Mary's  Falls, 

Upon  his  loaded  wain  ; 
He 's  measuring  o'er  the  Pictured  Rocks, 

With  eager  eyes  of  gain. 

I  hear  the  mattock  in  the  mine, 

The  axe-stroke  in  the  dell, 
The  clamor  from  the  Indian  lodge. 

The  Jesuit  chapel  bell  I 

I  see  the  swarthy  trappers  come 

From  Mississippi's  springs  ; 
And  war-chiefs  with  their  painted  brows. 

And  crests  of  eagle  wings. 

Behind  the  scared  squaw's  birch  canoe, 
The  steamer  smokes  and  raves  ; 

And  city  lots  are  staked  for  sale 
Above  old  Indian  graves. 

I  hear  the  tread  of  pioneers 

Of  nations  yet  to  be  ; 
The  first  low  wash  of  waves,  where  soon 

Shall  roll  a  human  sea. 

The  rudiments  of  empire  here 

Are  plastic  yet  and  warm  ; 
The  chaos  of  a  mighty  world 

Is  rounding  into  form  ! 

Each  rude  and  jostling  fraCTient  soon 
Its  fitting  place  shaU  find,  — 

The  raw  material  of  a  State, 
Its  muscle  and  its  mind  I 

And,  westering  still,  the  star  which  leads 

The  New  World  in  its  train 
Has  tipped  with  fire  the  icy  spears 

Of  many  a  mountain  chain. 


The  snowy  cones  of  Oregon 

Are  kindling  on  its  way  ; 
And  California's  golden  sands 

Gleam  brighter  in  its  ray  1 

Then  blessings  on  thy  eagle  qnill, 

As,  wandering  far  and  wide, 
I  thank  thee  for  this  twilight  dream 

And  Fancy's  airy  ride  I 

Yet,  welcomer  than  regal  plumes. 

Which  Western  trappers  find, 
Thy  free  and  pleasant  thoughts,  chance 
sown, 

Like  feathers  on  the  wind. 

Thysymbol  be  the  mountain-bird, 
Whose  glistening  quill  I  hold ; 

Thy  home  the  ample  air  of  hope. 
And  memory's  sunset  gold ! 

In  thee,  let  joy  with  duty  join, 

And  strength  unite  with  love. 
The  eagle's  pinions  folding  round 

The  warm  heart  of  the  dove  ! 

So,  when  in  darkness  sleeps  the  vale 
Where  still  the  blind  bird  clings, 

The  sunshine  of  the  upper  sky 
Shall  glitter  on  thy  wings  ! 

APRIL 

**  The  spring  comes  slowly  up  this  way." 

ChrUtabd. 

'T  IS  the  noon  of  the  spring-time,  yet  never 

a  bird 
In  the  wind-shaken  elm  or  the  maple  is 

heard ; 
For  g^en  meadow-grasses  wide  levels  of 

snow. 
And  blowing  of  drifts  where  the  croons 

should  blow ; 
Where  wind-flower  and  violet,  amber  and 

white, 
On  south-sloping  brooksides  should  smile 

in  the  light, 
O'er  the  cold  winter-beds  of  their  late- 
waking  roots 
The    frosty  flake   eddies,  the   ice-crystal 

shoots  ; 
And,  longing  for  light,  under  wind-driven 

heaps, 
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Round    the   boles   of    the  pine-wood  the 

ground-laurel  creeps, 
Unkissed   of  the  sunshine,  unbaptized  of 

showers. 
With  buds  scarcely  swelled,  which  should 

burst  into  flowers ! 
We  wait  for  thy  coming,  sweet  wind  of  the 

south ! 
For  the  touch  of  thy  light  wings,  the  kiss 

of  thy  mouth  ; 
For  the  yearly  evangel  thou  bearest  from 

God, 
Resurrection  and  life  to  the  graves  of  the 

sod  ! 
Up  our  long  river-valley,  for  days,  have  not 

ceased 
The  wail  and  the  shriek  of  the  bitter  north- 
east. 
Raw  and  chill,  as  if  winnowed  through  ices 

and  snow. 
All  the  way  from  the  land  of  the  wild  Es- 
quimau, 
Until  all  our  dreams  of  the  land  of  the  blest, 
Like  that  red  hunter's,  turn  to  the  sunny 

southwest. 
O  soul  of  the  spring-time,  its  light  and  its 

breath. 
Bring  warmth  to  this  coldness,  bring  life  to 

this  death  ; 
Renew  the  great  miracle  ;  let  us  behold 
The  stone  from  the  mouth  of  the  sepulchre 

rolled, 
And  Nature,  like  Lazarus,  rise,  as  of  old  I 
Let  our  faith,  which  in  darkness  and  cold- 
ness has  lain, 
Revive  with  the  warmth  and  the  brightness 

again. 
And  in  blooming  of  flower  and  budding  of 

tree 
The  symbols  and  types  of  our  destiny  see  ; 
The  life  of  the  spring-time,  the  life  of  the 

whole. 
And,  as  sun  to  the  sleeping  earth,  love  to 

the  soul  1 

PICTURES 
I 

Light,  warmth,  and  sprouting  greenness, 
and  o*er  all 
Blue,  stainless,  steel-bright  ether,  raining 

down 
Tranquillity  upon  the  deep-hushed  town. 
The  freshening  meadows,  and  the   hill- 
sides brown ; 


Voice  of  the  west-wind  from  the  hills 
of  pine. 
And  the  brimmed  river  from  its  distant  fall. 
Low  hum  of  bees,  and  joyous  interlude 
Of  bird-songs  in  the  streamlet-skirting 

wood,  — 
Heralds  and   prophecies  of   sound   and 

sight. 
Blessed  forerunners  of  the  warmth  and 

light, 

Attendant  angels  to  the  house  of  prayer. 
With  reverent  footsteps  keeping  pace 
with  mine, — 
Once  more,  through  God's  great  love,  with 

you  I  share 
A  morn  of  resurrection  sweet  and  fair  ^r 
As  that  which  saw,  of  old,  in  Palestine, 
Immortal  Love  uprising  in  fresh  bloom 
From  the  dark  night  and  winter  of  the 
tomb ! 

II 

White  with  its  sun-bleached  dust,  the  path- 
way winds 
Before  me  ;  dust  is  on  the  shrunken  grass, 
And  on  the  trees  beneath  whose  boughs 

I  pass  ; 
Frail  screen  against  the  Hunter  of  the 

sky, 

Who,  glaring  on  me  with  his  lidless  eye. 
While  mounting  with  his  dog-star  high 
and  higher 
Ambushed  in  light  intolerable,  unbinds 

The  burnished  quiver  of  his  shafts  of 
fire. 
Between  me  and  the   hot  fields   of   his 

South 
A   tremulous  glow,  as  from  a  furnace- 
mouth. 
Glimmers  and  swims  before  my  dazzled 
sight, 
As  if  the  burning  arrows  of  his  ire 
Broke  as  they  fell,  and  shattered    into 
light ; 
Yet  on  my  cheek  I  feel  the  western  wind. 
And  hear  it  telling  to  the  orchard  trees, 
And  to  the  faint  and  fiower-forsaken  bees, 
Tales  of  fair  meadows,  green  with  con- 
stant streams. 
And  mountains  rising  blue  and  cool  behind, 
Where  in  moist  dells  the  purple  orchis 
gleams, 
And  starred  with  white  the  virgin's  bower 

is  twined. 
So  the  o'erwearied  pilgrim,  as  he  fares 
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Along  life's  sumiAer  waste,  at  times  is 
fanned, 
Even  at  noontide,  by  the  cool,  sweet  airs 
Of  a  serener  and  a  holier  land, 
Fresh  as  the  mom,  and  as  the  dewfall 
bland. 
Breath  of  the  blessed  Heayeu  for  which 

we  pray, 
Blow  from  the  eternal  hills  I   make  glad 
our  earthly  way  I 


SUMMER  BY  THE  LAKESIDE 

LAKE   WINNIPESAUKEE 
I.   NOON 

White  clouds,  whose  shadows  haunt    the 

deep. 
Light  uiists,  whose  soft  embraces  keep 
The  sunshine  on  the  hills  asleep  I 

O  isles  of  calm  I  O  dark,  still  wood  ! 
And  stiller  skies  that  overbrood 
Your  rest  with  deeper  quietude  I 

0  shapes  and  hues,  dim  beckoning,  through 
Yon  mountain  gaps,  my  longing  view 
Beyond  the  purple  and  the  blue, 

To  stiller  sea  and  greener  land. 

And  softer  lights  and  airs  more  bland, 

And  skies,  —  the  hollow  of  God's  hand  I 

Transfused    through     yon,    O     mountain 

friends  ! 
With  mine  your  solemn  spirit  blends. 
And  life  no  more  hath  separate  ends, 

1  read  each  misty  mountain  sign, 

I  know  the  voice  of  wave  and  pine, 
And  I  am  yours,  and  ye  are  mme. 

Life's  burdens  fall,  its  discords  cease, 

I  lapse  into  the  glad  release 

Of  Nature's  own  exceeding  peace. 

O  welcome  calm  of  heart  and  mind  ! 
As  falls  yon  fir-tree's  loosened  rind 
To  leave  a  tenderer  growth  behind, 

So  fall  the  weary  years  away  ; 
A  child  again,  my  head  I  lay 
Upon  the  lap  of  this  sweet  day. 


This  western  wind  hath  Lethean  powers. 
Yon  noonday  cloud  nepenthe  showers, 
The  lake  is  white  with  lotus-flowers  ! 

Even  Duty's  voice  is  faint  and  low. 

And  slumberous  Conscience,  waking  slow. 

Forgets  her  blotted  scroll  to  show. 

The  Shadow  which  pursues  us  all, 
Whose  ever-nearing  steps  appall. 
Whose  voice  we  hear  behind  us  call,  — 

That  Shadow  blends  with  mountain  gray, 
It  speaks  but  what  the  light  waves  say,  — 
Death  walks  apart  from  Fear  to-day  1 

Rocked  on  her  breast,  these  pines  and  I 
Alike  on  Nature's  love  rely  ; 
And  equal  seems  to  live  or  die. 

Assured  that  He  whose  presence  fills 
With  light  the  spaces  of  these  hills 
No  evil  to  His  creatures  wills, 

The  simple  faith  remains,  that  He 
Will  do,  whatever  that  may  be. 
The  best  alike  for  man  and  tree. 

What  mosses  over  one  shall  grow. 
What  light  and  life  the  other  know, 
Unanxious,  leaving  Him  to  show. 

II.  EVENING 

Yon  mountain's  side  is  black  with  night, 
While,  broad-orbed,  o'er  its    gleaming 
crown 

The  moon,  slow-rounding  into  sight. 
On  the  hushed  inland  sea  looks  down. 

How  start  to  light  the  clustering  isles. 
Each    silver  -  hemmed  !     How    sharply 
show 

The  shadows  of  their  rocky  piles. 
And  tree-tops  in  the  wave  below  ! 

How  far  and  strange  the  mountains  seem. 
Dim-looming  through  the  pale,  still  light ! 

The  vague,  vast  grouping  of  a  dream. 
They  stretch  into  the  solemn  night. 

Beneath,  lake,  wood,  and  peopled  vale, 
Hushed  by  that  presence  grand  and  grave. 

Are  silent,  save  the  cricket  s  wail, 
And  low  response  of  leaf  and  wave. 
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Fftir  scsDM  I  whereto  the  Dajr  aud  Night 
Moke  rivftl  love,  I  leave  ye  aoon, 

What  tiine  before  the  eastern  light 
Hie  pale  ghost  of  the  Betting  moon 

Shall  hide  behind  jon  rocky  spines, 
And  the  young  archer.  Mora,  shall  break 

His  artowa  on  tbe  monntain  pines. 

And,  golden^andalled,  walk  tbe  lake  1 

Farewell  1  around  this  smiling  bay 

Gay-hearted  Health,  and  Life  in  bloom. 

With  lighter  steps  than  mine,  may  sti»j 
In  rawant 


Bnt  none  shall  more  regretful  leave 
These  waters  and  these  hills  than  I : 

Or,  distant,  foader  dream  how  eve 
Or  dawn  is  punting  wave  and  sky ; 

How  risine  moons  shine  sad  and  mild 
On  wooded  ule  and  silverine  bay ; 

Or  setting  sons  beyond  the  pikd 
And  purple  mountains  lead  the  day  ; 

NoF  laughing  girl,  nor  bearding  boy. 

Nor  full-pulsed  manhood,  lingering  here. 

Shall  add,  to  life's  aboundine- joy. 

The  charmed  repose  to  suffering  dear. 

Still  waits  kind  Nature  to  impart 
Her  choicest  gifts  to  such  as  gain 

An  entrance  to  her  loving  heart 

Throu^  the  sharp  discipline  of  pain. 

Forever  from  the  Hand  that  takes 
One  blessing  from  us  otbers  fall ; 

And,  soon  or  Ute,  our  Fatliec  makes 
His  perfect  recompense  to  all  I 

Oh,  watched  1^  Silence  and  the  Night, 
And  folded  m  tbe  strong  embrace 

Of  the  great  mountains,  with  tbe  light 
Of  the  sweet  heavens  opon  thy  face. 

Lake  of  the  Northland  t  keep  thy  dower 
Of  beauty  still,  and  while  above 

Thy  solemn  mountains  speak  of  power, 
Be  thou  tbe  mirror  of  God's  love. 


THE  FRUIT-GIFT 


I  sat,  vague  listening,  lapped  in  twilight 

dreams. 
To  the  leaf's  rustle,  and  the  cricket's  cry. 
Then,  like  that  basket,  flush  with  summer 

fruit. 
Dropped  by  the   angels  at  the   Prophet's 

foot. 
Came,   unannounced,   a   gift  of  clustered 


Full-orbed,  and  glowing  with  the  prisoned 
Of  summery  sons,  and  rounded  to  coin- 
By  kisses  of  the  sontb-vrind  and  the  dew. 
Thrilled  with  a  glad  surprise,  methougbt  I 

The  pleasure  of  the  home  ward- turning 
When  Esbcol's  clusters  on  his  shoulders 
Dropping  their  sweetness  on  his  desert  way. 


I  said,  "  This  fruit  beseems  u 


arid  of 


Its  parent  vine,  rooted  in  Paradise, 
O'ercrept  the  wall,  and  never  paid  tbe 

Of   Uie  great  mischief,  —  an   ambrosial 

Eden's  exotic,  somehow  smuggled  in. 

To  keep  the  thorns  and  tiiiatlea  company." 
Perchance  our  frml,  sad  mother  plucked  in 

A  single  vine-slip  as  she  passed  tbe  gat«, 
Where  the  dread   sword   alternate   paled 
and  burned, 

And  the  stem  angel,  pitying  her  fate. 
Forgave  the  lovely  trespasser,  and  turned 
Aside  bis  face  of  fire  ;  and  thus  the  waste 
And  fallen  world  hatb  yet  its  annual  taste 
Of  primal  good,  to  prove  of  sin  the  cost. 
And  show  by  one  gleaned  ear  tbe  mighty 
harvest  lost. 


FLOWERS   IN  WINTER 

PAINTED  UPON  A  PORTE  LIVRE 

How  strange  to  greet,  this  frosty  mom. 
In  graceful  counterfeit  of  flowers, 

These  children  of  tbe  meadows,  born 
Of  sunshine  and  of  showers  t 


How  well  the  conscious  wood  retains 
The  pictures  of  its  flower-sown  home, 
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The  lights  and  shades,  the  purple  stains, 
Andgolden  hues  of  hloom  I 

It  was  a  happy  thought  to  hring 
To  the  d^K  season's  frost  and  rime 

This  painted  memory  of  spring, 
This  dream  of  summer-time. 

Our  hearts  are  lighter  for  its  sake, 
Our  fancy's  aee  renews  its  youth, 

And  dim-rememoered  fictions  take 
The  guise  of  present  truth. 

A  wizard  of  the  Merrimac,  — 
So  old  ancestral  legends  say,  — 

Could  call  green  leaf  and  hlossom  haok 
To  frosted  stem  and  spray. 

The  dry  logs  of  the  cottage  wall, 

Beneath  his  touch,  put  out  their  leaves  ; 

The  day-bound  swallow,  at  his  call, 
Played  round  the  icy  eaves. 

The  settler  saw  his  oaken  flail 

Take  bud,  and  bloom  before  his  eyes  ; 

From  frozen  pools  he  saw  the  pale, 
Sweet  summer  liUes  rise. 

To  their  old  homes,  by  man  profaned. 
Came  the  sad  dryads,  exiled  long, 

And  through  their  leafy  tongues  complained 
Of  household  use  and  wrong. 

The  beechen  platter  sprouted  wild, 
The  pipkin  wore  its  old-time  green. 

The  cradle  o'er  the  sleeping  child 
Became  a  leafy  screen. 

Haply  our  gentle  friend  hath  met, 
While  wandering  in  her  sylvan  quest, 

Haunting  his  native  woodlands  yet. 
That  Druid  of  the  West ; 

And,  while  the  dew  on  leaf  and  flower 
Glistened  in  moonlight  clear  and  still, 

Learned  the  dusk  wizard's  spell  of  power. 
And  caught  his  trick  of  slaH, 

But  welcome,  be  it  new  or  old. 

The  gift  which  makes  the  day  more  bright. 
And  paints,  upon  the  ground  of  cold 

And  darkness,  warmth  and  light ! 

Without  is  neither  gold  nor  green  ; 


Yet,  summer-like,  we  sit  between 
The  autuom  and  the  spring. 

The  one,  with  bridal  blush  of  rose. 

And  sweetest  breath  of  woodland  balm. 

And  one  whose  matron  lips  unclose 
Li  smiles  of  saintly  calm. 

Fill  soft  and  deep,  O  winter  snow  I 
The  sweet  azalea's  oaken  dells. 

And  hide  the  bank  where  roses  bl^, 
And  swing  the  azure  bells  1 

O'erlay  the  amber  violet's  leaves. 
The  purple  aster's  brookside  home, 

Guard  all  the  flowers  her  pencil  gives 
A  life  beyond  their  bloom. 

And  she,  when  spring  comes  round  again, 
By  greening  slope  and  singing  flooa 

Shall  wander,  seeking,  not  in  vain. 
Her  darlings  of  the  wood. 


THE   MAYFLOWERS 

The  tndling  arbutus,  or  mayflower,  grows 
abundantly  in  the  vicinity  of  Plymouth,  and 
was  the  first  flower  that  greeted  the  Pilg^rims 
after  their  fearful  winter.  The  name  may/lower 
was  familiar  in  England,  as  the  application  of 
it  to  the  historic  vessel  shows,  but  it  was  applied 
by  the  English,  and  still  is,  to  the  haiftnom. 
Its  use  in  New  England  in  oonneotion  with 
EpigcMk  rtpens  dates  from  a  very  early  day, 
some  clainung  that  the  first  Pilgnnis  so  used 
it,  in  affectionate  memory  of  the  vessel  and  its 
English  flower  association. 

Sad  Mayflower  I  watched  by  winter  stars. 

And  nursed  by  winter  gales. 
With  petals  of  the  sleeted  spars, 

And  leaves  of  frozen  sails  I 

What  had  she  in  those  dreary  hours, 

Within  her  ice-rimmed  bay. 
In  common  with  the  wild-woiod  flowers. 

The  first  sweet  smiles  of  May  ? 

Yet,  **  Grod  be  praised  ! "  the  Pilgrim  said. 

Who  saw  the  blossoms  peer 
Above  the  brown  leaves,  dry  and  dead, 

**  Behold  our  Mayflower  here  I " 

**  God  wills  it :  here  our  rest  shall  be. 


Within,  for  birds,  the  birch-logs  sing ;       I       Our  years  of  wandering  o'er  • 
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For  as  the  Mayflower  of  the  sea 
Shall  spread  her  sails  no  more." 

O  sacred  flowers  of  faith  and  hope, 

As  sweetly  now  as  then 
Ye  bloom  on  many  a  birchen  slope, 

In  many  a  pine-dark  glen. 

Behind  the  sea-wall's  rugged  length, 
Unohanffed,  your  leaves  unfold, 

Like  love  behind  the  manly  strength 
Of  the  brave  hearts  of  old. 

So  live  the  fathers  in  their  sons. 

Their  sturdy  faith  be  ours, 
And  ours  the  love  that  overruns 

Its  rocky  strength  with  flowers. 

The  Pilgrim's  wild  and  wintry  day 

Its  shadow  round  us  draws  ; 
The  Mayflower  of  his  stormy  bay. 

Our  Freedom's  struggling  cause. 

But  warmer  suns  erelong  shall  bring 

To  life  the  frozen  sod  ; 
And  through  dead  leaves  of  hope   shall 
spring 

Afresh  the  flowers  of  (xod ! 
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O'er  the  bare  woods,  whose  outstretched 
hands 
Plead  with  the  leaden  heavens  in  vain, 
I  see,  beyond  the  valley  lands, 

The  sea's  long  level  dim  with  rain. 
Around  me  all  things,  stark  and  dumb, 
Seem  praying  for  the  snows  to  come. 
And,  for  the  summer  bloom  and  greenness 

gone. 
With  winter's  sunset  lights  and  dazzling 
morn  atone. 

II 

Along  the  river's  summer  walk, 

The  withered  tufts  of  asters  nod  ; 
And  trembles  on  its  arid  stalk 

The  hoar  plume  of  the  golden-rod. 
And  on  a  ground  of  sombre  fir. 
And  azure-studded  juniper, 
The  silver  birch  its  buds  of  purple  shows, 
And  scarlet  berries  tell  where  bloomed  the 
sweet  wild-rose  I 


III 


With  mingled  sound  of  horns  and  bells, 
A  far-heard  clang,  the  wild  geese  fly. 
Storm-sent,  from  Arctic  moors  and  fell% 

Like  a  great  arrow  through  the  sky, 
Two  dusky  lines  converged  in  one. 
Chasing  the  southward-flying  sun  ; 
While  the  brave  snow-bird  and  the  hardy 

jay 
Call  to  them  from  the  pines,  as  if  to  bid 
them  stay. 

IV 

I  pa^ed  this  way  a  year  ago  : 

The  wind  blew  south  ;  the  noon  of  day 
Was  warm  as  June's  ;  and  save  that  snow 
Flecked  the  low  mountains  far  away, 
And  that  the  vernal-seeming  breeze 
Mocked  faded  grass  and  leafless  trees, 
I  might  have  dreamed  of  summer  as  I  lay. 
Watching  the  fallen  leaves  with  the  soft 
wind  at  play. 


Since  then,  the  winter  blasts  have  piled 

The  white  pagodas  of  the  snow 
On  these  rough  slopes,  and,  strong  and 
wild. 
Yon  river,  in  its  overflow 
Of  spring-time  rain  and  sim,  set  free. 
Crashed  with  its  ices  to  the  sea  ; 
And  over  these  gray  fields,  then  green  and 

gold. 
The  summer  com  has  waved,  the  thunder's 
organ  rolled. 

VI 

Rich  gift  of  God  I     A  year  of  time  ? 

What  pomp  of  rise  and  shut  of  day, 
What  hues  wherewith  our  Northern  clira© 

Makes  autumn's  dropping  woodlands 

What  airs  outblown  from  ferny  dells, 
And  clover-bloom  and  sweetbrier  smells, 
What  songs  of  brooks  and  birds,  what  fruits 

ana  flowers. 
Green  woods  and  moonlit  snows,  have  in 
its  round  been  ours  I 

vn 

I  know  not  how,  in  other  lands, 
The  channng  seasons  come  and  go  ; 

What  splenaors  fall  on  Syrian  sands. 
What  purple  lights  on  Alpine  snow  I 
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Nor  how  the  pomp  of  simrise  waits 
On  Venice  at  her  watery  gates  ; 
A  dream  alone  to  me  is  Arno's  Tide, 
And  the  Alhambra's  halb  are  but  a  travel- 
ler's tale. 

VIII 

Yet,  on  life's  current,  he  who  drifts 

Is  one  with  him  who  rows  or  sails  ; 
And  he  who  wanders  widest  lifts 

No  more  of  beauty's  jealous  veils 
Than  he  who  from  his  doorway  sees 
The  miracle  of  flowers  and  trees. 
Feels  the  warm  Orient  in  the  noonday  air, 
And  from  cloud  minarets  hears  the  sunset 
call  to  prayer  1 

IX 

The  eye  may  well  be  glad  that  looks 
Where  Fharpar's  fountains  rise  and 
f  aU ; 
But  he  who  sees  his  native  brooks 

Laugh  in  the  sun,  has  seen  them  all. 
The  marble  palaces  of  Ind 
Rise  round  him  in  the  snow  and  wind  ; 
From  his  lone  sweetbrier    Persian    Hafiz 

smiles. 
And  Rome's  cathedral  awe  is  in  his  wood- 
land aisles. 


And  thus  it  is  my  fancy  blends 

The  near  at  hand  and  far  and  rare  ; 
And  while  the  same  horizon  bends 
Above  the  silver-sprinkled  hair 
Which  flashed  the  light  of  morning  skies 
On  childhood's  wonder-lifted  eyes, 
Within  its  round  of  sea  and  sky  and  field. 
Earth  wheels  with  all  her  zones,  the  Kosmos 
stands  revealed. 

XI 

And  thus  the  sick  man  on  his  bed. 

The  toiler  to  his  task-work  bound. 
Behold  their  prison-walls  outspread, 

Their  clipped  horizon  widen  round  ! 
While  freedom-giving  fancy  waits. 
Like  Peter's  angel  at  the  g^tes, 
The  power  is  theirs  to  baffle  care  and  pain, 
To  brine  the  lost  world  back,  and  make  it 
theirs  again ! 

XII 

What  lack  of  goodly  company. 
When  masters  of  the  ancient  lyre 


Obey  my  call,  and  trace  for  me 

Their  words  of  mingled  tears  and  fiie  I 
I  talk  with  Bacon,  gi-ave  and  wise, 
I  read  the  world  with  Pascal's  eyes  ; 
And  priest  and  sage,  with  solemn  brows 

austere. 
And  poets,  garland-bound,  the  Lords  of 
Thought,  draw  near. 

XIII 

Methinks,  O  friend,  I  hear  thee  say, 

''  In  vain  the  human  heart  we  mock  ; 
Bring  living  guests  who  love  the  day. 
Not  ghosts  who  fly  at  crow  of  cock  I 
The  herbs  we  share  with  flesh  and  blood 
Are  better  than  ambrosial  food 
With  laurelled  shades."    I  grant  it,  nothing 

loath. 
But  doubly  blest  is  he  who  can  partake  of 
both. 

XIV 

He  who  might  Plato's  banquet  grace, 

Have  I  not  seen  before  me  sit, 
And  watched  his  puritanic  face. 

With  more  than  Eastern  wisdom  lit  7 
Shrewd  mystic  I  who,  upon  the  back 
Of  his  Poor  Richard's  Almanac 
Writing  the  Sufi's  song,  the  Geutoo's  dream. 
Links  Manu's  ag^  of  thought  to  Fulton's 
age  of  steam  I 

XV 

Here  too,  of  answering  love  secure. 

Have  I  not  welcomed  to  my  hearth 
The  gentle  pilgrim  troubadour. 

Whose  songs  have  girdled  half  the 
earth  ; 
Whose  pages,  like  the  magic  mat 
Whereon  the  Eastern  lover  sat. 
Have  borne  me  over  Rhine-land's  purple 

vines. 
And  Nubia's  tawny  sands,  and  Phrygia's 
mountain  pines ! 

XVI 

And  he,  who  to  the  lettered  wealth 

Of  ages  adds  the  lore  unpriced. 
The  wisdom  and  the  moral  health. 

The  ethics  of  the  school  of  Christ ; 
The  statesman  to  his  holy  trust, 
As  the  Athenian  archon,  just. 
Struck  down,  exiled  like  him  for  truth  alone, 
Has  he  not  graced  my  home  with  beauty 
all  his  own  ? 
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XVII 

What  greetings  smile,  what  farewells 
wave, 
What  loved  ones  enter  and  depart  I 
The  good,  the  beautiful,  the  brave. 
The    Heaven-lent    treasures    of    the 
heart  I 
How  conscious  seems  the  frozen  sod 
And  beechen  slope  whereon  they  trod  I 
The  oak-leaves  rustle,  and  the  dry  grass 

bends 
Beneath  the  shadowy  feet  of  lost  or  absent 
friends. 

XVIII 

Then  ask  not  why  to  these  bleak  hills 

I  cling,  as  clings  the  tufted  moss. 
To  bear  the  winter's  lingering  chills, 

The  mocking  spring's  perpetual  loss. 
I  dream  of  lands  where  summer  smiles. 
And  soft  winds  blow  from  spicy  isles, 
But  scarce  would  Ceylon's  breath  of  flow- 
ers be  sweet, 
Could  I  not  feel  thy  soil,  New  England,  at 
my  feet ! 

XIX 

At  times  I  long  for  gentler  skies, 

And  bathe  in  dreams  of  softer  air. 
But  homesick  tears  would  fill  the  eves 

That  saw  the  Cross  without  the  Bear. 
The  pine  must  whisper  to  the  palm. 
The  north-wind  break  the  tropic  calm  ; 
And  with  the  dreamy  languor  of  the  Line, 
The  North's  keen  virtue  blend,  and  strength 
to  beauty  join. 


XX 


Better  to  stem  with  heart  and  hand 
The  roaring  tide  of  life,  than  lie. 
Unmindful,  on  its  flowery  strand, 
Of  God's  occasions  drifting  by  1 
Better  with  naked  nerve  to  bear 
The  needles  of  this  goading  air. 
Than,  in  the  lap  of  sensual  ease,  forego 
The  godlike  power  to  do,  the  godlike  aim 
to  know. 

XXI 

Home  of  my  heart !  to  me  more  fair 
Than  gay  Versailles  or  Windsor's  halls. 

The  painted,  shingly  town-house  where 
The  freeman's  vote  for  Freedom  falls  I 


The  simple  roof  where  prayer  is  made. 
Than  Gothic  eroin  and  colonnade  ; 
The  living  temple  of  the  heart  of  man. 
Than  Rome's  sky-mocking  vault,  or  many- 
spired  Milan  I 

XXII 

More  dear  thy  equal  village  schools, 

Where  rich  and  poor  the  Bible  read. 
Than  classic  halls  where  Priestcraft  rules. 
And  Learning  wears  the  chains    of 
Creed  ; 
Thy  glad  Thanksgiving,  eathering  in 
The  scattered  sheaves  of  home  and  kin. 
Than  the  mad  license    ushering    Lenten 

pains, 
Or  holidays  of  slaves  who  laugh  and  dance 
in  chains. 

XXIII 

And  sweet  homes  nestle  in  these  dales, 

And  perch  alone  these  wooded  swells  ; 
And,  blest  beyona  Arcadian  vales, 

Thev  hear  the  sound  of  Sabbath  bells  t 
Here  awells  no  perfect  man  sublime, 
Nor  woman  winged  before  her  time. 
But  with  the  faults  and  follies  of  the  race. 
Old  home-bred  virtues  hold  their  not  un- 
honored  place. 

XXIV 

Here  manhood  struggles  for  the  sake 

Of  mother,  sister,  daughter,  wife, 
The  g^races  and  the  loves  which  make 

The  music  of  the  march  of  life  ; 
And  woman,  in  her  daily  round 
Of  duty,  walks  on  holy  ground. 
No  unpaid  menial  tills  the  soil,  nor  here 
Is  the  bad  lesson  learned  at  human  rights 
to  sneer. 

XXV 

Then  let  the  icy  north-wind  blow 

The  trumpets  of  the  coming  storm. 
To  arrowy  sleet  and  blinding  snow 

Yon  slanting  lines  of  rain  transform. 
Toung  hearts  shall  hail  the  drifted  cold. 
As  gayly  as  I  did  of  old  ; 
And  l,  who  watch  them  through  the  frosty 

jMuie, 
Unenvious,  live  in  them  my  boyhood  o'er 
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XXVI 

And  I  will  trust  that  He  who  heeds 

The  life  that  hides  in  mead  and  wold. 
Who  hangs  yon  alder's  crimson  beads, 

And  stuns  these  mosses  g^en  and  gold, 
Will  still,  as  He  hath  done,  incline 
His  gracious  care  to  me  and  mine  ; 
Grant  what  we  ask  aright,  from  wrong  debar. 
And,  as  the  earth  grows  dark,  make  brighter 
every  star  I 

XXVII 

I  have  not  seen,  I  may  not  see. 

My  hopes  for  man  take  form  in  fact, 
But  God  will  give  the  victory 

In  due  time  ;  in  that  faith  I  act. 
And  he  who  sees  the  future  sure. 
The  bafding  present  may  endure. 
And  bless,  meanwhile,    the  unseen  Hand 

that  leads 
The  heart's  desires  beyond  the  halting  step 
of  deeds. 

XXVIII 

And  thou,  my  song,  I  send  thee  forth, 
Where  harsher  songs  of  mine    have 
flown  ; 
Go,  find  a  place  at  home  and  hearth 

Where'er  thy  singer's  name  is  known  ; 
Revive  for  him  the  kindly  thought 
Of  friends  ;   and    they  who  love  him 
not, 
Touched  by  some  strain  of  thine,  perchance 

may  take 
The  hand  he  proffers  all,  and  thank  him  for 
thy  sake. 


THE   FIRST   FLOWERS 

For  ages,  on  our  river  borders. 
These  tassels  in  their  tawny  bloom, 

And  willowy  studs  of  downy  silver. 
Have  prophesied  of  Spring  to  come. 

For  ages  have  the  unbound  waters 

Smiled  on  them  from  their  pebbly  hem. 

And  the  clear  carol  of  the  robin 

And  song  of  bluebird  welcomed  them. 

But  never  yet  from  smiling  river, 
Or  song  of  early  bird,  have  they 

Been  greeted  with  a  gladder  welcome 
Than  whispers  from  my  heart  to-day. 


They  break  the  spell  of  cold  and  darkness, 
Ilie  weary  watch  of  sleepless  pain ; 

And  from  my  heart,  as  from  the  rivery 
The  ice  of  winter  melts  again. 

Thanks,  Mary  I  for  this  wild-wood  token 
Of  Freya's  footsteps  drawing  near ; 

Almost,  as  in  the  rune  of  Asgard, 
The  growing  of  the  grass  I  hear. 

It  is  as  if  the  pine-trees  called  me 
From  ceiled  room  and  silent  books. 

To  see  the  dance  of  woodland  shadowB, 
And  hear  the  song  of  April  brooks ! 

As  in  the  old  Teutonic  ballad 
Of  Odenwald  live  bird  and  tree, 

Toeether  live  in  bloom  and  music, 
I  blend  in  song  thy  flowers  and  thee. 

Earth's  rocky  tablets  bear  forever 
The  dint  of  rain  and  small  bird's  track : 

Who  knows  but  that  my  idle  verses 
May  leave  some  trace  by  Merrimao  1 

The  bird  that  trod  the  mellow  layers 
Of  the  young  earth  is  sought  in  vain  ; 

The  cloud  is  gone  that  wove  the  sandstone^ 
From  God's  design,  with  threads  of  rain  1 

So,  when  this  fluid  age  we  live  in 

Shall  stiffen  round  my  careless  rhyme. 

Who  made  the  vagrant  tracks  may  puzide 
The  savants  of  the  coming  time  ; 


And,  following  out  their  dim  suggestions. 
Some  idly-curious  hand  may  draw 

My  doubtful  portraiture,  as  Cuvier 
i)rew  fish  and  bird  from  fin  and  claw. 

And  maidens  in  the  far-off  twilights, 
Singing  my  words  to  breeze  and  stream, 

Shall  wonder  if  the  old-time  Mary 
Were  real,  or  the  rhymer's  dream ! 


THE   OLD   BURYING-GROUND 

Our  vales  are  sweet  with  fern  and  rose. 
Our  hills  are  maple-crowned  ; 

But  not  from  them  our  fathers  chose 
The  village  burying-ground. 

The  dreariest  spot  in  all  the  land 
To  Death  they  set  apart ; 


154 


POEMS   OF  NATURE 


With  scanty  grace  from  Nature's  hand, 
And  none  from  that  of  art. 

A  winding  wall  of  mossy  stone, 

Frost-flung  and  broken,  lines 
A  lonesome  acre  thinly  grown 

With  grass  and  wandering  vines. 

Without  the  wall  a  birch-tree  shows 
Its  drooped  and  tasselled  head  ; 

Within,  a  8ta?-horn  sumach  grows, 
Fem-leafe^  with  spikes  of  red. 

Hiere,  sheep  that  graze    the  neighboring 
plain 

Like  white  ghosts  come  and  go. 
The  farm-horse  drae^  his  fetlock  chain, 

The  cow-bell  tinkles  slow. 

IfOw  moans  the  riyer  from  its  bed. 

The  distant  pines  reply  ; 
Like  mourners  shrinking  from  the  dead. 

They  stand  apart  and  sigh. 

Unshaded  smites  the  summer  sun. 

Unchecked  the  winter  blast ; 
The  school-girl  learns  the  place  to  shun. 

With  glances  backward  cast. 

For  thus  our  fathers  testified. 

That  he  might  read  who  ran. 
The  emptiness  of  human  pride. 

The  nothingness  of  man. 

They  dared  not  plant  the  grave  with  flow- 
ers, 

Nor  dress  the  funeral  sod. 
Where,  with  a  love  as  deep  as  ours, 

They  left  their  dead  with  God. 

The  hard  and  thorny  path  they  kept 

From  beauty  turned  aside  ; 
Nor  missed  they  over  those  who  slept 

The  grace  to  life  denied. 

Yet  still  the  wilding  flowers  would  blow, 

The  golden  leaves  would  fall, 
The  seasons  come,  the  seasons  go. 

And  God  be  good  to  all. 

Above  the  graves  the  blackberry  hung 
La  bloom  and  green  its  wreath, 


And  harebells  swung  as  if  they  rung 
The  chimes  of  peace  beneath. 

The  beauty  Nature  loves  to  share, 

The  gifts  she  hath  for  all, 
The  conmion  light,  the  common  air, 

O'ercrept  the  graveyard's  wall. 

It  knew  the  glow  of  eventide, 

The  sunrise  and  tlie  noon. 
And  glorified  and  sanctified 

It  slept  beneath  the  moon. 

With  flowers  or  snow-flakes  for  its  sod, 

Around  the  seasons  ran, 
And  evermore  the  love  of  God 

Rebuked  the  fear  of  man. 

We  dwell  with  fears  on  either  hand 

Within  a  daily  strife, 
And  spectral  problems  waiting  stand 

Before  the  gates  of  life. 

The  doubts  we  vainly  seek  to  solve, 
The  truths  we  know,  are  one  ; 

The  known  and  nameless  stars  revolve 
Around  the  Central  Sun. 

And  if  we  reap  as  we  have  sown, 

And  take  the  dole  we  deal, 
The  law  of  pain  is  love  alone, 

The  wounding  is  to  heal. 

Unharmed  from  change  to  change  we  glide^ 

We  fall  as  in  our  dreams  ; 
The  far-off  terror  at  our  side 

A  smiling  angel  seems. 

Secure  on  God's  all-teiider  heart 

Alike  rest  great  and  small ; 
Why  fear  to  lose  our  little  part. 

When  He  is  pledged  for  all  ? 

O  feaxf nl  heart  and  troubled  brain  I 
Take  hope  and  strength  from  this,  — 

That  Nature  never  hints  in  vain, 
Nor  prophesies  amiss. 

Her  wild  birds  sing  the  same  sweet  stave, 

Her  lights  and  airs  are  given 
Alike  to  playground  and  the  grave  ; 

And  over  both  is  Heaven. 


THE  RIVER  PATH 
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THE  PALM-TREE 

Is  it  the  palm,  the  cocoa-palm, 

On  the  Indian  Sea,  by  the  isles  of  balm  ? 

Or  is  it  a  ship  in  the  breezeless  calm  ? 

A  ship  whose  keel  is  of  palm  beneath, 
Whose   ribs  of  palm   have   a   palm-bark 

sheath, 
And  a  rudder  of  palm  it  steereth  with. 

Branches  of  palm  are  its  spars  and  rails. 
Fibres  of  palm  are  its  woven  sails. 
And  the  rope  is  of  palm  that  idly  trails  ! 

What  does  the  good  ship  bear  so  well  ? 
The  cocoa-nut  with  its  stony  shell. 
And  the  milky  sap  of  its  inner  cell. 

What  are  its  jars,  so  smooth  and  fine, 
But    hollowed    nuts,  filled  with  oil    and 

wine. 
And  the  cabbage  that  ripens  under  the 

Line? 

Who  smokes  his  nargileh,  cool  and  calm  ? 
The  master,  whose  cunning  and  skill  could 

charm 
Cargo  and  ship  from  the  bounteous  palm. 

In  the  cabin  he  sits  on  a  palm-mat  soft, 
From  a  beaker  of  palm  his  drink  is  quaffed, 
And  a  palm-thatch  shields  from  the  sun 
aloft ! 

His  dress  is  woven  of  palmy  strands, 
And  he   holds  a  palm -leaf  scroll  in  his 

hands, 
Traced  with  the  Prophet's  wise  commands  I 

The  turban  folded  about  his  head 

Was   daintily   wrought   of   the  palm-leaf 

braid. 
And  the  fan  that  cools  him  of  palm  was 

made. 

Of  threads  of  palm  was  the  carpet  spun 
Whereon  he  kneels  when  the  day  is  done, 
And  the  foreheads  of  Islam  are  bowed  as 
one  I 

To  him  the  palm  is  a  gift  divine. 
Wherein  all  uses  of  man  combine,  — 
House,  and  raiment,  and  food,  and  wine  ! 


And,  in  the  hour  of  his  great  release. 
His  need  of  the  palm  shall  only  cease 
With  the  shroua  wherein  he  lieth  in  peace. 

**  Allah  il  Allah  ! "  he  sings  his  psalm, 
On  the  Indian  Sea,  by  the  isles  of  balm  j 
«  Thanks  to  Allah  who  gives  the  palm  t  ^ 

THE   RIVER   PATH 

No  bird-song  floated  down  the  hill, 
The  tangled  bank  below  was  still ; 

No  rustle  from  the  birchen  stem, 
No  ripple  from  the  water's  hem. 

The  dusk  of  twilight  round  us  grew^ 
We  felt  the  falling  of  the  dew  ; 

For,  from  us,  ere  the  day  was  done. 
The  wooded  hills  shut  out  the  sun. 

But  on  the  river's  farther  side 
We  saw  the  hill-tops  glorified,  — 

A  tender  glow,  exceeding  fair, 
A  dream  of  day  without  its  glare. 

With  us  the  damp,  the  chill,  the  gloom : 
With  them  the  sunset's  rosy  bloom  ; 

While  dark,  through  willowy  vistas  seen. 
The  river  rolled  in  shade  between. 

From  out  the  darkness  where  we  trod. 
We  gazed  upon  those  hills  of  God, 

Whose  light  seemed  not  of  moon  or  sun. 
We  spake  not,  but  our  thought  was  one. 

We  paused,  as  if  from  that  bright  shore 
Beckoned  our  dear  ones  gone  before  ; 

And  stilled  our  beating  hearts  to  hear 
The  voices  lost  to  mortal  ear  1 

Sudden  our  pathway  turned  from  night ; 
The  hills  swung  open  to  the  light ; 

Through  their  green  gates  the  sunahioe 

showed, 
A  long,  slant  splendor  downward  flowed. 

Down  glade  and  glen  and  bank  it  rolled  ; 
It  bridged  the  shaded  stream  with  gold  ; 
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And,  borne  on  piers  of  mist,  allied 
The  shadowy  with  the  sunlit  side  ! 

"So,"  prayed  we,  "when  our  feet  draw 

near 
The  riyer  dark,  with  mortal  fear, 

"  And  the  night  cometh  chill  with  dew, 
O  Father  I  let  Thy  light  break  through  I 

"So  let  the  hills  of  doubt  divide. 

So  bridge  with  faith  the  sunless  tide  I 

"  So  let  the  eyes  that  fail  on  earth 
On  Thy  eternal  hills  look  forth  ; 

"  And  in  Thy  beckoning  angels  know 
The  dear  ones  whom  we  loved  below ! " 


MOUNTAIN   PICTURES 

I.  FRANCONIA  FROM  THE  PEMIGEWASSET 

Once  more,  O  Mountains  of  the  North,  un- 
veil 
Your  brows,  and  lay  your  cloudy  mantles 
by! 
And  once  more,  ere  the  eyes  that  seek  ye 
fail. 
Uplift  against  the  blue  walls  of  the  sky 
Your  mighty  shapes,  and  let  the  sunshine 
weave 
Its  golden  net-work  in  your  belting  woods, 
Smue  down  in  rainbows  from  your  fall- 
ing floods. 
And  on  your  kingly  brows  at  mom  and  eve 
Set  crowns  of  fire  I     So  shall  my  soul 
receive 
Haply  the  secret  of  your  calm  and  strength. 
Your  unforgotten  beauty  interfuse 
My  conmion  life,  your  glorious  shapes  and 

hues 
And  sun-dropped  splendors  at  my  bidding 

come, 
•Loom  vast  through  dreams,  and  stretch 
in  billowy  length 
From  the  sea-level  of  my  lowland  home  ! 

They  rise  before  me !  Last  night's  thun- 
der-gust 

Roared  not  in  vain :  for  where  its  light- 
ning^ thrust 

Their  tongues  of  fire,  the  great  peaks  seem 
so  near, 


Burned  clean  of  mist,  so  starkly  bold  and 

clear, 
I  almost  pause  the  wind  in  the  pines  to  hear. 
The  loose  rock's  fall,  the  steps  of  browsing 

deer. 
The  clouds  that  shattered  on  yon  slide-worn 
walls 
And  splintered  on  the  rocks  their  spears 
of  rain 
Have  set  in  play  a  thousand  waterfalls, 
Making  the  dusk  and  silence  of  the  woods 
Glad  with  the  laughter  of  the  chasing  floods. 
And  luminous  with  blown  spray  and  silver 

gleams, 
While»  in  the  vales  below,  the  diy-lipped 
streams 
Sing    to    the    freshened    meadow-lands 
again. 
So,  let  me  hope,  the  battle-storm  that  beats 
The  land  with  hail  and  fire  may  pass  away 
With  its  spent  thunders  at  the  break  of 
day. 
Like  last  night's  clouds,  and  leave,  as  it 
retreats, 
A  greener  earth  and  fairer  sky  behind. 
Blown  crystal-dear  by  Freedom's  North- 
em  wind! 

n.  MONADNOCK  FROM  WACHUSET 

I  would  I  were  a  painter,  for  the  sake 
Of  a  sweet  picture,  and  of  her  who  led, 
A  fitting  guide,  with  reverential  tread, 
Into  that  mountain  mystery.     First  a  lake 
Tinted  with  sunset ;  next  the  wavy  lines 
Of  far  receding  hills  ;  and  yet  more 
far, 
Monadnock  lifting  from  his  night  of  pines 
His  rosy  forehead  to  the  evening  star. 
Beside  us,  purple-zoned,  Wachuset  laid 
His  head  against  the  West,  whose  warm 
light  made 
His  aureole  ;  and  o'er  him,  sharp  and 
clear. 
Like  a  shaft  of  lightning  in  mid-launching 
stayed, 
A  single  level  dond-line,  shone  upon 
By  the  fierce  glances  of  the  sunken  sun. 
Menaced  the  darkness  with  its  golden 
spear! 

So  twilight  deepened  round  us.    Still  and 

black 
The  great  woods  climbed  the  mountain  at 

our  back ; 
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And  on  their  skirts,  where  yet  the  lingering 

day 
On  the  shorn  greenness  of  the  clearine  lay. 
The  hrown  old  farm-honse  like  a  hird's- 

nest  hung. 
With  home-life  sounds  the  desert  air  was 

stirred  : 
The  bleat  of    sheep   along   the    hill  we 

heard, 
The    bucket   plashing  in  the  cool,  sweet 

well. 
The  pasture -bars  that  clattered  as  they 

Dogs  barked,  fowls  fluttered,  cattle  lowed ; 

the  gate 
Of  the  barn-yard  creaked  beneath  the  mer- 
ry weight 
Of  sun-brown  children,  listening,  while 
they  swung. 
The  welcome  sound  of  supper-call  to 

hear ; 
And  down  the  shadowy  lane,  in  tink- 
lings  clear. 
The  pastoral  ciurf ew  of  the  cow-bell  rung. 
Thus  soothed  and  pleased,  our  backward 
path  we  took, 
I^nusing  the  farmer's  home.    He  only 

spaJce, 
Lookmg  into  the  simset  o'er  the  lake. 
Like  one  to  whom  the  far-off  is  most 
near: 
''Yes,  most  folks  think  it  has  a  pleasant 
look ; 
I  love  it  for'my  good  old  mother's  sake. 
Who  lived  and  died  here  in  the  peace 
of  God ! " 
The  lesson  of  his  words  we  pondered 
o'er, 
As  silently  we  turned  the  eastern  flank 
Of  the  mountain,  where  its  shadow  deepest 

sank, 
Doubling  the  night  along  our  rugg^  road  : 
We    felt   that    man  was    more  than  his 
abode,  — 
The  inward  life  than  Nature's  raiment 
more  ; 
And  the  warm  sky,  the  sundown-tinted  hill, 
The  forest  and  the  lake,  seemed  dwarfed 
and  dim 
Before  the  saintly  soul,  whose  human  will 
Meekly  in  the  Eternal  footsteps  trod, 
Making  her  homely  toil  and  household  ways 
An  earthly  echo  of  the  song  of  praise 
Swelling  from  angel  lips  and  harps  of 
seraphim. 


THE  VANISHERS 

Sweetest  of  all  childlike  dreams 

In  the  simple  Indian  lore 
Still  to  me  the  legend  seems 

Of  the  shapes  who  flit  before. 

Flitting,  passing,  seen  and  gone. 
Never  reached  nor  found  at  rest, 

Bafifline  search,  but  beckoning  on 
To  <£e  Sunset  of  the  Blest. 

From  the  clefts  of  mountain  rocks, 
Through  the  dark  of  lowland  firs. 

Flash  the  eyes  and  flow  the  locks 
Of  the  mystic  Vanishers  1 

And  the  fisher  in  his  skiff. 
And  the  hunter  on  the  moss, 

Hear  their  call  from  cape  and  cliff. 
See  their  hands  the  birch-leaves  toss. 

Wistful,  longing,  through  the  g^reen 
Twilight  of  the  clustered  pines, 

In  their  faces  rarely  seen 
Beauty  more  tha^  mortal  shines. 

Fringed  with  gold  their  mantles  flow 
On  the  slopes  of  westering  knolls  ; 

In  the  wind  they  whisper  low 
Of  the  Sunset  Land  of  Souls. 

Doubt  who  may,  O  friend  of  mine ! 

Thou  and  I  have  seen  them  too  ; 
On  before  with  beck  and  sign 

Still  they  glide,  and  we  pursue. 

More  than  clouds  of  purple  trail 

In  the  g^ld  of  setting  day  ; 
More  than  gleams  of  wing  or  sail 

Beckon  from  the  sea-mist  gray. 

Glimpses  of  immortal  youth. 

Gleams  and  glories  seen  and  flown, 

Far-heard  voices  sweet  with  truth. 
Airs  from  viewless  Eden  blown  ; 

Beauty  that  eludes  our  grasp. 

Sweetness  that  transcends  our  taste, 

Loving  hands  we  may  not  dasp, 
Shining  feet  that  mock  our  haste  ; 

Gentle  eyes  we  closed  below, 
Tender  voices  heard  once  more. 
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Smile  and  call  us,  as  they  go 
On  and  onward,  still  before. 

Guided  thus,  O  friend  of  mine ! 

Let  us  walk  our  little  way. 
Knowing  by  each  beckoning  sig^ 

That  we  are  not  quite  astray. 

Chase  we  still,  with  baffled  feet, 
Smiling  eye  and  waving  hand. 

Sought  and  seeker  soon  shall  meet, 
Lost  and  found,  in  Sunset  Land  I 


THE   PAGEANT 

A  SOUND  as  if  from  bells  of  silver. 
Or  elfin  cymbals  smitten  clear. 
Through   the   frost-pictured   panes  I 
hear. 

A  brightness  which  outshines  the  morning, 
A  splendor  brooking  no  delay. 
Beckons  and  tempts  my  feet  away. 

I  leave  the  trodden  village  highway 

For    virgin    snow -paths    glimmering 

through 
A  jewelled  elm-tree  avenue  ; 

Where,  keen    against   the  walls   of  sap- 
phire. 
The  gleaming  tree-bolls,  ice-embossed, 
Hold  up  their  chandeliers  of  frost 

I  tread  in  Orient  halls  enchanted, 

I  dream  the  Saga's  dream  of  caves 
Gem-lit  beneath  the  North  Sea  waves  I 

I  walk  the  land  of  Eldorado, 

I  touch  its  mimic  garden  bowers. 

Its  silver  leaves  and  diamond  flowers  ! 

The  flora  of  the  mystic  mine-world 
Around  me  lifts  on  crystal  stems 
The  petals  of  its  clustered  gems  ! 

What  miracle  of  weird  transforming 
In  this  wild  work  of  frost  and  light, 
This  glimpse  of  glory  infinite  I 

This  foregleam  of  the  Holy  City 

Like  that  to  him  of  Patmos  given, 
The  white   bride  coming  down   from 
heaven ! 


How  flash  the  ranked  and  mail-clad  alders. 
Through  what  sharp-glancing  spears  of 

reeds 
The  brook  its  muffled  water  leads  I 

Yon  maple,  like  the  bush  of  Horeb, 

Bums  unconsumed  :  a  white,  cold  fire 
Rays  out  from  every  grassy  spire. 

Each  slender  rush  and  spike  of  mullein. 
Low  laurel  shrub  and  droopiug  fern, 
Transfig^ured,  blaze  where'er  1  turn. 

How  yonder  Ethiopian  hemlock 

Crowned   with   his  glistening    circlet 

stands  ! 
What  jewels  light  his  swarthy  hands  I 

Here,  where  the  forest  opens  southward. 
Between  its  hospitable  pines, 
As  through  a  door,  the  warm  sun  shines. 

The  jewels  loosen  on  the  branches, 

And  lightly,  as  the  soft  winds  blow. 
Fall,  tinkling,  on  the  ice  below. 

And  through  the  clashing  of  their  cymbals 
I  hear  the  old  familiar  fall 
Of  water  down  the  rocky  wall. 

Where,  from  its  wintry  prison  breaking. 
In  dark  and  silence  hidden  long, 
The  brook  repeats  its  summer  song. 

One  instant  flashing  in  the  sunshine, 
Keen  as  a  sabre  from  its  sheath. 
Then  lost  again  the  ice  beneath. 

I  hear  the  rabbit  lightly  leaping, 

The  foolish  screaming  of  the  jay, 
The  chopper's  axe-stroke  far  away  ; 

The    clamor  of    some    neighboring  barn- 
yard, 
The  lazy  cock's  belated  crow, 
Or  cattle-tramp  in  crispy  snow. 

And,  as  in  some  enchanted  forest 

The   lost  knight  hears   his  comrades 

sing, 
And,  near  at  hand,  their  bridles  ring,  — 

So  welcome  I  these  soimds  and  voices, 

These  airs  from  far-off  summer  blown, 
This  life  that  leaves  me  not  alone. 
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For  the  white  glory  overawes  me  ; 
The  crystal  terror  of  the  seer 
Of  Chehar's  vision  hlinds  me  here. 

Rebuke  me  not,  O  sapphire  heaven  I 
Thou  stainless  earth,  lay  not  on  me 
Thy  keen  reproach  of  purity, 

If,  in  this  august  presence-chamber, 

I  sigh  for  summer's  leaf-g^en  gloom 
And   warm    airs  thick  with  odorous 
bloom ! 

Let  the  strange  frost-work  sink  and  crumble, 
And  let  the  loosened  tree-boughs  swing, 
Till  all  their  bells  of  silver  rmg. 

Shine  warmly  down,  thou  sun  of  noontime. 
On  this  chill  pageant,  melt  and  move 
The  winter's  frozen  heart  with  love. 

And,  soft  and  low,  thou  wind  south-blowing. 
Breathe  through  a  veil  of  tenderest 

haze 
Thy  prophecy  of  summer  days. 

Come  with  thy  green  relief  of  promise, 
And  to  this  dead,  cold  splendor  bring 
The  living  jewels  of  the  spring  I 


THE  PRESSED  GENTIAN 

The  time  of  g^f  ts  has  come  again. 
And,  on  my  northern  window-pane. 
Outlined  against  the  day's  brief  light, 
A  Christmas  token  hangs  in  sight. 
The  wayside  travellers,  as  they  pass, 
Mark  the  g^y  disk  of  cloudea  glass  ; 
And  the  dull  blankness  seems,  perchance. 
Folly  to  their  wise  ignorance. 

They  cannot  from  their  outlook  see 
The  perfect  g^ace  it  hath  for  me  ; 
For  there  the  flower,  whose  fringes  through 
The  frosty  breath  of  autumn  blew, 
Turns  from  without  its  face  of  bloom 
To  the  warm  tropic  of  my  room, 
As  fair  as  when  beside  its  brook 
The  hue  of  bending  skies  it  took. 

So  from  the  trodden  ways  of  earth, 
Seem  some  sweet  souls  who  veil  their  worth, 
And  offer  to  the  careless  glance 
The  clouding  gray  of  circumstance. 


They  blossom  best  where  hearth-fires  bum. 
To  loving  eyes  alone  they  turn 
The  flowers  of  inward  g^ce,  that  hide 
Their  beauty  from  the  world  outside. 

But  deeper  meanings  come  to  me. 
My  half-immortal  flower,  from  thee  ! 
Man  judges  from  a  partial  view. 
None  ever  yet  his  brother  knew  ; 
The  Eternal  Eye  that  sees  the  whole 
May  better  read  the  darkened  soul. 
And  find,  to  outward  sense  denied. 
The  flower  upon  its  inmost  side  I 

A   MYSTERY 

The  river  hemmed  with  leaning  trees 
Wound  through  its  meadows  gfreen ; 

A  low,  blue  line  of  mountains  showed 
The  open  pines  between. 

One  sharp,  tall  peak  above  them  all 

Clear  into  sunlight  sprang  : 
I  saw  the  river  of  my  dreams. 

The  mountains  that  I  sang  I 

No  clue  of  memory  led  me  on. 

But  well  the  ways  I  knew ; 
A  feeling  of  familiar  things 

With  every  footstep  g^ew. 

Not  otherwise  above  its  crag 

Could  lean  the  blasted  pine  ; 
Not  otherwise  the  maple  hold 

Aloft  its  red  ensig^. 

So  up  the  long  and  shorn  foot-hills 
The  mountain  road  should  creep  ; 

So,  g^en  and  low,  the  meadow  fold 
Its  red-haired  kine  asleep. 

The  nver  wound  as  it  should  wind  ; 

Their  place  the  mountains  took  ; 
The  white  torn  fringes  of  their  clouds 

Wore  no  unwonted  look. 

Yet  ne'er  before  that  river's  rim 

Was  pressed  by  feet  of  mine. 
Never  before  mine  eyes  had  crossed 

That  broken  mountain  line. 

A  presence,  strange  at  once  and  known. 
Walked  with  me  as  my  guide  ; 

The  skirts  of  some  forgotten  life 
Trailed  noiseless  at  my  side. 
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Was  it  a  dim-remembered  dream  ? 

Or  glimpse  through  »oiis  old  ? 
The  secret  which  the  mountains  kept 

The  river  never  told. 

But  from  the  vision  ere  it  passed 

A  tender  hope  I  drew. 
And,  pleasant  as  a  dawn  of  spring, 

The  thought  within  me  grew, 

That  love  would  temper  every  changej 

And  soften  all  surprise. 
And,  mistv  with  the  dreiuns  of  earth, 

The  hills  of  Heaven  arise. 

A  SEA  DREAM 

We  saw  the  slow  tides  go  and  come, 
The  curving  surf-lines  lightly  drawn, 

The  gray  rocks  touched  with  tender  bloom 
Beneath  the  fresh-blown  rose  of  dawn. 

We  saw  in  richer  sunsets  lost 

The  sombre  pomp  of  showery  noons  ; 

And  signalled  spectral  sails  that  crossed 
The  weird,  low  light  of  rising  moons. 

On  stormy  eves  from  cliff  and  head 

We    saw  the  white  spray  tossed    and 
spumed ; 

While  over  all,  in  gold  and  red. 

Its  face  of  ire  the  lighthouse  turned. 

The  rail-car  brought  its  daily  crowds, 

Half  curious,  half  indifferent, 
Like  passing  sails  or  floating  clouds, 

We  saw  uiem  as  they  came  and  went. 

But,  one  calm  morning,  as  we  lay 
And  watched  the  mirage-lifted  wall 

Of  coast,  across  the  dreamy  bay, 
And  heard  afar  the  curlew  call. 

And  nearer  voices,  wild  or  tame. 
Of  airy  flock  and  childish  throng, 

Up  from  the  water's  edge  there  came 
Faint  snatches  of  familiar  song. 

Careless  we  heard  the  singer's  choice 
Of  old  and  common  airs  ;  at  last 

The  tender  pathos  of  his  voice 
In  one  low  chanson  held  us  fast. 

A  song  that  mingled  joy  and  pain, 
And  memories  old  and  sadly  sweet ; 


While,  timing  to  its  minor  strain. 
The  waves  in  lapsing  cadence  beat. 


The  waves  are  glad  in  breeze  and  sun 
The  rocks  are  fringed  with  foam  ; 

I  walk  once  more  a  haunted  shore^ 
A  stranger,  yet  at  home, 
A  land  of  di«anis  I  roam. 

Is  this  the  wind,  the  soft  sea-wind 
That  stirred  thy  locks  of  brown  ? 

Are  these  the  rocks  whose  mosses  kne^ 
The  trail  of  thy  light  gown. 
Where  boy  and  girl  sat  down  ? 

I  see  the  gray  fort's  broken  wall. 
The  boats  that  rock  below  ; 

And,  out  at  sea,  the  passing  sails 
We  saw  so  long  ago 
Rose-red  in  morning's  glow. 

The  freshness  of  the  early  time 

On  every  breeze  is  blown  ; 
As  glad  the  sea,  as  blue  the  sky,  — > 

'Hie  change  is  ours  alone  ; 

The  saddest  is  my  own. 

A  stranger  now,  a  world-worn  man. 
Is  he  who  bears  my  name  ; 

But  thou,  methinks,  whose  mortal  life 
Immortal  youth  became. 
Art  evermore  the  same. 

Thou  art  not  here,  thou  art  not  there. 
Thy  place  I  cannot  see  ; 

I  only  know  that  where  thou  art 
The  blessed  angels  be. 
And  heaven  is  glad  for  thee. 

Forgive  me  if  the  evil  years 
Have  left  on  me  their  sign  ; 

Wash  out,  O  soul  so  beautiful, 
The  many  stains  of  mine 
In  tears  of  love  divine  ! 

I  could  not  look  on  thee  and  live, 

If  thou  wert  by  my  side  ; 
The  vision  of  a  shining  one, 

The  white  and  heavenly  bride. 

Is  well  to  me  denied. 

But  turn  to  me  thy  dear  girl-face 
Without  the  angel's  crown. 
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The  wedded  roses  of  thy  lips, 
Thy  loose  hair  rippling  down 
In  waves  of  golden  brown. 

Look  forth  once  more  throagh  space  and 
time, 

And  let  thy  sweet  shade  fall 
In  tenderest  grace  of  soul  and  form 

On  memory's  frescoed  wall, 

A  shadow,  and  yet  all ! 

Draw  near,  more  near,  forever  dear ! 

Where'er  I  rest  or  roam, 
Or  in  the  city's  crowded  streets, 

Or  by  the  blown  sea  foam. 

The  thought  of  thee  b  home  ! 

At  breakfast  hour  the  singer  read 
The  city  news,  with  comment  wise, 

Like  one  who  felt  the  pulse  of  trade 
Beneath  his  finger  fall  and  rise. 

His  look,  his  air,  his  curt  speech,  told 
The  man  of  action,  not  of  books, 

To  whom  the  comers  made  in  gold 

And  stocks  were  more  than  seaside  nooks. 

Of  life  beneath  the  life  confessed 
His  song  had  hinted  unawares  ; 

Of  flowers  in  traffic's  led^rs  pressed, 
Of  human  hearts  in  bulls  and  bears. 

But  eyes  in  vain  were  turned  to  watch 
That  face  so  hard  and  shrewd  and  strong  ; 

And  ears  in  vain  g^w  sharp  to  catch 
The  meaning  of  that  morning  song. 

In  vain  some  sweet-voiced  querist  soaght 
To  sound  him,  leaving  as  she  came  ; 

Her  baited  album  only  caught 
A  common,  unromantic  name. 

No  word  betrayed  the  mystery  fine. 
That  trembled  on  the  singer's  tongae  ; 

He  came  and  went,  and  left  no  sig^ 
Behind  him  save  the  song  he  sung. 


HAZEL  BLOSSOMS 

The  summer  warmth  has  left  the  sky, 
The  sunmaer  songs  have  died  away  ; 

And,  withered,  in  &e  footpaths  lie 
The  fallen  leaves,  bot  yesterday 
With  ruby  and  with  ulga»  gay. 


The  grass  is  browning  on  the  hills ; 
No  pale,  belated  flowers  recall 

The  astral  fringes  of  the  rills. 
And  drearily  the  dead  vines  fall. 
Frost-blackened,  from  the  roadside  walL 

Yet  through  the  gray  and  sombre  wood. 
Against  the  dusk  of  fir  and  pine, 

Last  of  their  floral  sisterhood, 
The  hazel's  yellow  blossoms  shine. 
The  tawny  gold  of  Af ric's  mine  I 

Small  beauty  hath  my  unsung  flower. 
For  spring  to  own  or  summer  hail ; 

But,  in  the  season's  saddest  hoar. 

To  skies  that  weep  and  winds  that  wail 
Its  glad  surprisals  never  fail. 

O  days  grown  cold  I    O  life  grown  old  1 
No  rose  of  June  may  bloom  aeain  ; 

But,  like  the  hazel's  twisted  golcU 
Through  early  frost  and  latter  rain 
Shall  hints  of  summer-time  remain. 

And  as  within  the  hazel's  bough 
A  gift  of  mystic  virtue  dweUs, 

That  points  to  eolden  ores  below. 
Ana  in  dry  cksert  places  tells 
Where    flow    unseen    the    cool,    sweet 
wells,  — 

So,  in  the  wise  Diviner's  hand. 
Be  mine  the  hazel's  grateful  part 

To  feel,  beneath  a  thirsty  land. 
The  living  waters  thrill  and  start. 
The  beating  of  the  rivulet's  heart  t 

Sufficeth  me  the  gift  to  lieht 
With  latest  bloom  the  £trk,  cold  days ; 

To  call  some  hidden  sprine  to  sight 
That,  in  these  dry  and  dusty  ways. 
Shall  sing  its  pleasant  song  of  praise. 

O  Love  !  the  hazel-wand  may  fail. 
But  thou  canst  lend  the  surer  spell, 

That,  passing  over  Baca's  vale. 
Repeats  the  old-time  miracle. 
And  makes  the  desert-land  a  well. 


SUNSET  ON  THE  BEARCAMP 

A  GOLD  fringe  on  the  purpling  hem 

•    Of  hills  the  river  runs. 

Am  down  its  long,  green  valley  falls 
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The  last  of  summer's  suns. 
Along  its  tawny  gravel-bed 

Broad-flowing,  swift,  and  still. 
As  if  its  meadow  levels  felt 

The  hurry  of  the  hill, 
Noiseless  between  its  banks  of  green 

From  curve  to  curve  it  slips  ; 
The  drowsy  maple-shadows  rest 

Like  fingers  on  its  lips. 

A  waif  from  Carroll's  wildest  hills, 

Unstoried  and  unknown  ; 
The  ursine  legend  of  its  name 

Prowls  on  its  banks  alone. 
Yet  flowers  as  fair  its  slopes  adorn 

As  ever  Yarrow  knew, 
Or,  under  rainy  Irish  skies. 

By  Spenser's  Mulla  g^ew  ; 
And  through  the  gaps  of  leaning  trees 

Its  mountain  cradle  shows  : 
The  gold  against  the  amethyst, 

The  green  against  the  rose. 

Touched  by  a  light  that  hath  no  name, 

A  glory  never  sung, 
Aloft  on  sky  and  mountain  wall 

Are  6od^  great  pictures  hung. 
How  changed  the  summits  vast  and  old ! 

No  longer  granite-browed, 
They  melt  in  rosy  mist ;  the  rock 

Is  softer  than  the  cloud  ; 
The  valley  holds  its  breath  ;  no  leaf 

Of  all  its  elms  is  twirled  : 
The  silence  of  eternity 

Seems  falling  on  the  world. 

The  pause  before  the  breaking  seals 

Of  mystery  is  this  ; 
Yon  miracle-plav  of  night  and  day 

Makes  dumb  its  witnesses. 
What  unseen  altar  crowns  the  hills 

That  reach  up  stair  on  stair  ? 
What  eyes  look  through,  what  white  wings 
fan 

These  purple  veils  of  air  ? 
What  Presence  from  the  heavenly  heights 

To  those  of  earth  stoops  down  ? 
Not  vainlv  Hellas  dreamed  of  gods 

On  Ida  s  snowy  crown  I 

Slow  fades  the  vision  of  the  sky, 

The  golden  water  pales, 
And  over  all  the  valley-land 

A  gray-winged  vapor  sails. 
1  go  the  common  way  of  all ; 


The  sunset  fires  will  bum, 
The  flowers  will  blow,  the  river  flow. 

When  I  no  more  return. 
No  whisper  from  the  mountain  pine 

Nor  lapsing  stream  shall  tell 
The  stranger,  treading  where  I  tread. 

Of  him  who  loved  them  well. 

But  beauty  seen  is  never  lost, 

God's  colors  all  are  fast ; 
The  glory  of  this  sunset  heaven 

Into  my  soul  has  passed, 
A  sense  of  eladness  unconfined 

To  mortal  date  or  clime  ; 
As  the  soul  liveth,  it  shall  live 

Beyond  the  years  of  time. 
Beside  the  mystic  asphodels 

Shall  bloom  the  home-bom  flowers. 
And  new  horizons  flush  and  glow 

With  sunset  hues  of  ours. 

Farewell !  these  smiling  hills  must  wear 

Too  soon  their  wintry  frown, 
And  snow-cold  winds  from  off  them  shake 

The  maple's  red  leaves  down. 
But  I  shall  see  a  summer  sun 

Still  setting  broad  and  low  ; 
The  mountain  slopes  shall  blush  and  bloom, 

The  golden  water  flow. 
A  lovers  claim  is  mine  on  all 

I  see  to  have  and  hold,  — 
The  rose-light  of  perpetual  hills, 

And  sunsets  never  cold  ! 

THE  SEEKING  OF  THE  WATER- 
FALL 

Thet  left  their  home  of  summer  ease 
Beneath  the  lowland's  sheltering  trees, 
To  seek,  by  ways  unknown  to  all. 
The  promise  of  the  waterfall. 

Some  vague,  faint  rumor  to  the  vale 
Had  crept  —  perchance  a  hunter's  tale  — 
Of  its  wild  mirth  of  waters  lost 
On  the  dark  woods  through  which  it  tossed. 

Somewhere  it  laughed  and  sang ;  some- 
where 
Whirled  in  mad  dance  its  misty  hair  ; 
But  who  had  raised  its  veil,  or  seen 
The  rainbow  skirts  of  that  Undine  ? 

They  sought  it  where  the  mountain  brook 
Its  swift  way  to  the  valley  took ; 
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Along  the  ragged  slope  they  domb. 
Their  guide  a  thread  of  sound  and  foam. 

Height  after  height  they  slowly  won  ; 
The  fiery  javelins  of  the  sun 
Smote  the  bare  ledge  ;  the  tangled  shade 
With  rock  and  vine  their  steps  delayed. 

But,  through  leaf-openings,  now  and  then 
They  saw  the  cheerful  homes  of  men, 
And  the  great  mountains  with  their  wall 
Of  misty  purple  g^dling  aU. 

The  leaves  through  which  the  glad  winds 

blew 
Shared  the  wild  dance  the  waters  knew  ; 
And  where  the  shadows  deepest  fell 
The  wood-thrush  rang  his  silver  bell. 

Fringing  the  stream,  at  every  turn 
Swung  low  the  waving  frondfi  of  fern 
From  stony  cleft  and  mossy  sod 
Pale  asters  sprang,  and  golden-rod. 

And  still  the  water  sang  the  sweet. 
Glad  song  that  stirred  its  gliding  feet, 
And  found  in  rock  and  root  the  keys 
Of  its  beguiling  melodies. 

Beyond,  above,  its  signals  flew 
Of  tossing  foam  the  birch-trees  through  ; 
Now  seen,  now  lost,  but  baffling  still 
The  weary  seekers'  slackening  will. 

Each   called   to    each :     **  Lo    here  !     Lo 

there  ! 
Its  white  scarf  flutters  in  the  air  ! " 
They  climbed  anew  ;  the  vision  fled, 
To  beckon  higher  overhead. 

So  toiled  they  up  the  mountain-slope 
With  faint  and  ever  fainter  hope  ; 
With  faint  and  fainter  voice  the  brook 
Still  bade  them  listen,  pause,  and  look. 

Meanwhile  below  the  day  was  done  ; 
Above  the  tall  peaks  saw  the  sun 
Sink,  beam-shoru,  to  its  misty  set 
Behind  the  lulls  of  violet. 

**  Here   ends    our    quest  I ' '     the    seekers 

cried, 
"  The  brook  and  rumor  both  have  lied  I 
The  phantom  of  a  waterfall 
Has  led  us  at  its  beck  and  call." 


But  one,  with  years  grown  wiser,  said  : 
*'  80,  always  baffled,  not  misled. 
We  follow  where  before  us  runs 
The  vision  of  the  shining  ones. 

"  Not  where  they  seem  their  signals  fly. 
Their  voices  while  we  listen  die ; 
We  cannot  keep,  however  fleet. 
The  quick  time  of  their  winged  feet. 

«  From  youth  to  age  unresting  stray 
These  kindly  mockers  in  our  way  ; 
Yet  lead  they  not,  the  baffling  elves. 
To  something  better  than  themselves  ? 

*<Here,  though    unreached    the  goal  we 

sought. 
Its  own  reward  our  toil  has  brought : 
The  winding  water's  sounding  rush. 
The  long  note  of  the  hermit  thrush, 

**  The  turquoise  lakes,  the  glimpse  of  pond 
And  river  track,  and,  vast,  beyond 
Broad  meadows  belted  round  with  pines, 
The  g^rand  uplift  of  mountain  lines  I 

"  What  matter  though  we  seek  with  pain 
The  garden  of  the  gods  in  vain, 
If  lured  thereby  we  climb  to  greet 
Some  wayside  blossom  £den-sweet  ? 

"  To  seek  is  better  than  to  gain. 
The  fond  hope  dies  as  we  attain  ; 
Life's  fairest  things  are  those  which  seem^ 
The  best  is  that  01  which  we  dream. 

"  Then  let  us  trust  our  waterfall 
Still  flashes  down  its  rocky  wall. 
With  rainbow  crescent  curved  across 
Its  sunlit  spray  from  moss  to  moss. 

"  And  we,  forgetful  of  our  pain, 
In  thought  shall  seek  it  oft  again  ; 
Shall  see  this  aster-blossomed  sod, 
This  sunshine  of  the  golden-rod, 

**  And  haply  gain,  through  parting  boughs, 
Grand  glimpses  of  great  mountain  brows 
Clond-turbaned,  and  the  sharp  steel  sheen. 
Of  lakes  deep  set  in  valleys  g^een. 

"  So  failure  wins  ;  the  consequence 
Of  loss  becomes  its  recompense  ; 
And  evermore  the  end  shall  tell 
The  unreached  ideal  guided  welL 
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**  Our  sweet  illusioiis  only  die 
Fulfilling  love's  sure  prophecy  ; 
And  every  wish  for  better  things 
An  undreamed  beauty  nearer  brings. 

"  For  fate  is  servitor  of  love ; 
Desire  and  hope  and  longing  prove 
The  secret  of  immortal  youth, 
And  Nature  cheats  us  into  truth. 

**  O  kind  allurersy  wisely  sent, 
Beguiling  with  benign  intent, 
StiU  move  us,  through  divine  unrest, 
To  seek  the  loveliest  and  the  best  I 

^'Gro  with  us  when  our  souls  go  free, 
And,  in  the  clear,  white  light  to  be. 
Add  unto  Heaven's  beatitude 
The  old  delight  of  seeking  good  I  " 


THE  TRAILING  ARBUTUS 

1  WANDERED  loucly  where  the  pine-trees 

made 
Against  the  bitter  East  their  barricade. 

And,  guided  by  its  sweet 
Perfume,  I  found,  within  a  narrow  dell, 
The  trailing  spring  flower  tinted  like  a 
sheU 
Amid  dry  leaves  and    mosses    at    my 
feet. 

From  under  dead  boughs,  for  whose  loss 

the  pines 
Moaned  ceaseless  overhead,  the  blossoming 

vines 
Lifted  their  glad  surprise, 
While  yet  the  bluebird  smoothed  in  leafless 

trees 
His  feathers  ruffled  b^  the  chill  sea-breeze. 
And  snow-drifts  hngered  under  April 

skies. 

As,  pausing,  o'er  the  lonely  flower  I  bent, 
I  thought  of  lives  thus  lowly,  clogged  and 
pent, 
Which  yet  find  room, 
Through  care  and  cumber,  coldness  and 

decay. 
To  lend  a  sweetness  to  the  ungenial  day. 
And  make  the  sad  earth  happier  for  their 
bloom. 


ST.   MARTIN'S   SUMMER 

This  name  in  some  parts  of  Europe  is  given 
to  the  season  we  call  liidian  Summer,  in  nonot 
of  the  good  St.  Martin.  The  title  of  the  poem 
was  suggested  by  the  fact  that  the  day  it  refers 
to  was  we  exact  dote  of  that  set  apart  to  the 
Saint,  the  11th  of  November. 

Though  flowers  have  perished  at  the  touch 

Of  Frost,  the  early  comer, 
I  hail  the  season  loved  so  much. 

The  good  St.  Martin's  summer. 

O  gracious  mom,  with  rose-red  dawn. 
And  thin  moon  curving  o'er  it  t 

The  old  year's  darline,  latest  bom. 
More  loved  than  all  before  it  I 

How  flamed  the  sunrise  through  the  pines  I 
How  stretched  the  birchen  shadows, 

Braiding  in  Ion?,  wind-wavered  lipes 
The  westward  sloping  meadows  I 

The  sweet  day,  opening  as  a  flower 

Unfolds  its  petab  tender. 
Renews  for  us  at  noontide's  hour 

The  summer's  tempered  splendor. 

The  birds  are  hushed  ;  alone  the  wind, 
That  through  the  woodland  searches, 

The  red-oak's  lingering  leaves  can  find. 
And  yellow  plumes  of  larches. 

But  still  the  balsam-breathing  pine 

Invites  no  thought  of  sorrow. 
No  hint  of  loss  from  air  like  wine 

The  earth's  content  can  borrow. 

The  summer  and  the  winter  here 

Midway  a  truce  are  holding, 
A  soft,  consenting  atmosphere 

Their  tents  of  peace  enfolding. 

The  silent  woods,  the  lonely  hills, 
Rise  solemn  in  their  gladness  ; 

The  quiet  that  the  valley  fills 
Is  scarcely  joy  or  sadness. 

How  strange  !  The  autumn  ye^rterday 
In  winter's  ^prasp  seemed  dying ; 

On  whirling  wmds  from  skies  of  gvay 
The  early  snow  was  flying. 
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And  now,  while  over  Nature's  mood 
There  steals  a  soft  relenting, 

I  will  not  mar  the  present  good, 
Forecasting  or  lamenting. 

My  autumn  time  and  Nature's  hold 

A  dreamy  tryst  together. 
And,  both  grown  old,  about  us  fold 

The  golcfen-tissued  weather. 

I  lean  my  heart  against  the  day 
To  feel  its  bland  caressing ; 

I  will  not  let  it  pass  away 
Before  it  leaves  its  blessing. 

God's  angels  come  not  as  of  old 
The  Syrian  shepherds  knew  them  ; 

In  reddening  dawns,  in  sunset  gold, 
And  warm  noon  lights  I  view  them. 

Nor  need  there  is,  in  times  like  this 
When  heaven  to  earth  draws  nearer, 

Of  wing  or  sonc^  as  witnesses 
To  make  their  presence  clearer. 

O  stream  of  life,  whose  swifter  flow 

Is  of  the  end  forewarning, 
Methinks  thy  sundown  afterglow 

Seems  less  of  night  than  morning ! 

Old  cares  ?row  light ;  aside  I  lay 
The  doubts  and  fears  that  troubled  ; 

The  quiet  of  the  happy  day 
Within  my  soul  is  doubled. 

That  clouds  must  veil  this  fair  sunshine 

Not  less  a  joy  I  find  it ; 
Nor  less  yon  warm  horizon  line 

That  winter  lurks  behind  it. 

The  mystery  of  the  untried  days 
I  close  my  eyes  from  reading  ; 

His  will  be  done  whose  darkest  ways 
To  light  and  life  are  leading ! 

Less  drear  the  winter  night  shall  be. 

If  memory  cheer  and  hearten 
':^ts  heavy  hours  with  thoughts  of  thee, 
I  Sweet  summer  of  St.  Martin  ! 

4torm  on  lake  ASQUAM 

A  CLCi^XTD,  like  that  the  old-time  Hebrew  saw 
On  ^Carmel  prophesying  nun,  began 


To  lift  itself  o'er  wooded  Cardigan, 
Growing  and  blackening.    Suddenly,  a  flaw 

Of  chill  wind  menaced  ;  then  a  strong  blast 
beat 
Down  the  long  valley's  murmuring  pinei^ 

and  woke 
The  noon-dream  of  the  sleeping  lake,  and 
broke 
Its  smooth  steel  mirror  at  the  mountains' 
feet. 

Thunderous  and  vast,  a  fire-veined  darkness 
swept 
Over  the  rough  pine-bearded  Asqnam 

range; 
A  wraith  of   tempest,  wonderful    and 
strange. 
From  peak  to  peak  the  cloudy  giant  stepped. 

One  moment,  as  if  challenging  the  storm, 
Chocorua's  tall,  defiant  sentinel 
Looked  from  his  watch-tower ;  then  the 
shadow  fell. 

And  the  wild  rain-drift  blotted  out  hts  form. 

And  over  all  the  still  unhidden  sun, 
Weaving  its  light  through  slant-blown 

veils  of  rain, 
Smiled  on  the  trouble,  as  hope  smiles  on 
pain; 
And,  when  the  tumult  and  the  strife  were 
done. 

With  one  foot  on  the  lake,  and  one  on  land, 
Framingwithin  histsrescent's  tinted  streak 
A  far-off  picture  of  the  Melvin  peak. 

Spent  broken  clouds  the  rainbow's  angel 
spanned. 


A  SUMMER  PILGRIMAGE 

To  kneel  before  some  saintly  shrine, 
To  breathe  the  health  of  airs  divine. 
Or  bathe  where  sacred  rivers  flow. 
The  cowled  and  turbaned  pilgrims  go. 
I  too,  a  palmer,  take,  as  they 
With  staff  and  scallop-shell,  my  way 
To  feel,  from  burdenmg  cares  and  uIb, 
The  strong  uplifting  of  the  hills. 

The  years  are  many  since,  at  first, 
For  areamed-of  wonders  all  athirst^ 
I  saw  on  Winnipesaukee  fall 
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The  shadow  of  the  mountain  wall. 
Ah  !  where  are  they  who  sailed  with  me 
The  beautiful  island-studded  sea  ? 
And  am  I  he  whose  keen  surprise 
Flashed  out  from  such  unclouded  eyes  ? 

Still,  when  the  sun  of  summer  bums. 
My  longring  for  the  hills  returns ; 
And  northward,  leaving  at  my  back 
The  warm  vale  of  the  Merrimac, 
I  go  to  meet  the  winds  of  mom, 
Blown  down  the  hill-gaps,  mountain-bom, 
Breathe  scent  of  pines,  and  satisfy 
The  hunger  of  a  lowland  eye. 

Again  I  see  the  day  decline 
Along  a  ridged  horizon  line  ; 
Touching  the  hill-tops,  as  a  nun 
Her  beaded  rosary,  sinks  the  sun. 
One  lake  lies  golden,  which  shall  soon 
Be  silver  in  the  rising  moon  ; 
And  one,  the  crimson  of  the  skies 
And  mountain  purple  multiplies. 

With  the  untroubled  quiet  blends 
The  distance-softened  voice  of  friends  ; 
The  girl's  light  laugh  no  discord  brings 
To  the  low  song  the  pine-tree  sings  ; 
And,  not  unwelcome,  comes  the  hail 
Of  boyhood  from  his  nearing  sail. 
The  human  presence  breaks  no  spell, 
And  sunset  still  is  miracle  I 

Calm  as  the  hour,  methiuks  I  feel 
A  sense  of  worship  o'er  me  steal ; 
Not  that  of  satyr-charming  Pan, 
No  cult  of  Nature  shaming  man, 
Not  Beauty's  self,  but  that  which  lives 
And  shines  through  all  the  veils  it  weaves,  — 
Soul  of  the  mountain,  lake,  and  wood. 
Their  witness  to  the  Eternal  Good  ! 

And  if,  by  fond  illusion,  here 

The  earth  to  heaven  seems  drawing  near. 

And  yon  outlying  range  invites 

To  other  and  serener  heights. 

Scarce  hid  behind  its  topmost  swell, 

The  shining  Mounts  Delectable  ! 

A  dream  may  hint  of  truth  no  less 

Than  the  sharp  light  of  wakefulness. 

As  through  her  veil  of  incense  smoke 
Of  old  the  spell-rapt  priestess  spoke, 
More  than  her  heathen  oracle, 
May  not  this  trance  of  sunset  tell 


That  Nature's  forms  of  loveliness 
Their  heavenly  archetypes  confess, 
Fashioned  like  Israel's  ark  alone 
From  patterns  in  the  Mount  made  known  2 

A  holier  beauty  overbroods 
These  fair  and  faint  similitudes  ; 
Yet  not  unblest  is  he  who  sees 
Shadows  of  Grod's  realities, 
And  knows  beyond  this  masquerade 
Of  shape  and  color,  light  and  shade, 
And  dawn  and  set,  and  wax  and  wane. 
Eternal  verities  remain. 

O  gems  of  sapphire,  eranite  set ! 

0  hills  that  charmed  norizons  fret  I 

1  know  how  fair  your  morns  can  break. 
In  rosy  light  on  isle  and  lake  ; 

How  over  wooded  slopes  can  run 
The  noonday  play  of  cloud  and  sun, 
And  evening  aroop  her  oriflamme 
Of  gold  and  red  in  still  Asquam. 

The  summer  moons  may  round  again. 
And  careless  feet  these  hills  profane  ; 
These  sunsets  waste  on  vacant  eyes 
The  lavish  splendor  of  the  skies  ; 
Fashion  and  folly,  misplaced  here, 
Sigh  for  their  natural  atmosphere, 
And  travelled  pride  the  outlook  scorn 
Of  lesser  heights  than  Matterhom  : 

But  let  me  dream  that  hill  and  sky 
Of  imseen  beauty  prophesy  ; 
And  in  these  tinted  lakes  behold 
The  trailing  of  the  raiment  fold 
Of  that  which,  still  eluding  gaze. 
Allures  to  upward-tending  ways, 
Whose  footprints  make,  wherever  found. 
Our  common  earth  a  holy  ground. 

SWEET   FERN 

The  subtle  power  in  perfume  found 
Nor  priest  nor  sibyl  vainly  learned  ; 

On  Grecian  shrine  or  Aztec  mound 
No  censer  idly  burned. 

That  power  the  old-time  worships  kneWj^ 
The  Corybantes'  frenzied  dance,  j 

The  Pythian  priestess  swooning  througlb. 
The  wonderland  of  trance.  / 

And  Nature  holds,  in  wood  and  field,  / 
Her  thousand  sunlit  censers  still  ; 
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To  spells  of  flower  and  shrub  we  yield 
Against  or  with  our  will. 

I  climbed  a  hill  path  strange  and  new 
With  slow  feet,  pausin^^  at  each  turn  ; 

A  sudden  waft  of  west  wind  blew 
The  breath  of  the  sweet  fern. 

That  fragrance  from  my  vision  swept 
The  alien  landscape  ;  in  its  stead, 

Up  fairer  hills  of  youth  I  stepped, 
As  light  of  heart  as  tread. 

I  saw  my  boyhood's  lakelet  shine 

Once   more   through    rifts  of  woodland 
shade  ; 

I  knew  my  river's  winding  line 
By  morning  mist  betrayed. 

With  me  June's  freshness,  lapsing  brook, 
Murmurs  of  leaf  and  bee,  the  call 

Of  birds,  and  one  in  voice  and  look 
In  keeping  with  them  all. 

A  fern  beside  the  way  we  went 

She  plucked,  and,  smiling,  held  it  up, 

While    from    her    hand   Uie   wild,  sweet 
scent 
I  drank  as  from  a  cup. 

O  potent  witchery  of  smell  I 

The  dust-dry  leaves  to  life  retnm. 

And  she  who  plucked  them  owns  the  spell 
And  lifts  her  ghostly  fern. 

Or  sense  or  spirit  ?    Who  shall  say 

What  touch  the  chord  of  memory  thrills  ? 

It  passed,  and  left  the  August  day 
Ablaze  on  lonely  hills. 


THE  WOOD   GIANT 

[Written  at  Stnrtevant's  Farm,  about  a  mile 
from  Centre  Harbor,  N.  H.] 

From  Alton  Bay  to  Sandwich  Dome, 

From  Mad  to  Saco  river, 
Forpatriarchs  of  the  primal  wood 

We  sought  with  vam  endeavor. 

And  then  we  said  :  "  The  giants  old 

Are  lost  beyond  retrieval ; 
This  pygmy  gprowth  the  axe  has  spared 

Is  not  the  wood  primevaL 


**  Look  where  we  will  o'er  vale  and  hill^ 

How  idle  are  our  searches 
For   broad  -  girthed  maples,  wide -limbed 
oaks, 

Centennial  pines  and  birches  I 

*<  Their  tortured  limbs  the  axe  and  saw 
Have  changed  to  beams  and  trestles  ; 

They  rest  in  walls,  they  float  on  seas, 
They  rot  in  sunken  vessels. 

"  This  shorn  and  wasted  mountain  land 
Of  underbrush  and  boulder,  — 

Who  thinks  to  see  its  full-grown  tree 
Must  live  a  century  older.'" 
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At  last  to  us  a  woodland  path. 

To  open  sunset  leading, 
Revealed  the  Anakim  of  pines 

Our  wildest  wish  exceeding. 

Alone,  the  level  sun  before  ; 

Below,  the  lake's  green  islands  ; 
Beyond,  in  misty  distance  dim. 

The  rugged  l^orthem  Highlands. 


Dark  Titan  on  his  Sunset  Hill 
Of  time  and  change  defiant ! 

How    dwarfed    the     common 
seemed, 
Before  the  old-time  giant ! 
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What  marvel  that,  in  simpler  days 
Of  the  world's  early  childhood, 

Men   crowned  with  garlands,   gifts,   and 
praise 
Such  monarchs  of  the  wild-wood  ? 

That  Tyrian  maids  with  flower  and  song 
Danced  through  the  hill  grove's  spaoeSy 

And  hoary-bearded  Druids  found 
In  woods  their  holy  places  ? 

With  somewhat  of  that  Pagan  awe 
With  Christian  reverence  blending, 

We  saw  our  pine-tree's  mighty  arms   . 
Above  our  heads  extending. 

We  heard  his  needles'  mystic  rone. 

Now  rising,  and  now  dying, 
As  erst  Dodona's  priestess  heard 

The  oak  leaves  prophesying. 

Was  it  the  half-unconscious  moan 
Of  one  apart  and  mateless. 
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The  weariness  of  uoshared  power, 
The  loneliness  of  greatness  ? 

O  dawns  and  sunsets,  lend  to  him 
Your  beauty  and  your  wonder ! 

Blithe  sparrow,  sing  thy  summer  song 
His  solemn  shadow  under  I 

Flay  lightly  on  his  slender  keys, 

O  wmd  of  summer,  waking 
For  hills  like  these  the  sound  of  seas 

On  f aiH>ff  beaches  breaking  I 

And  let  the  eagle  and  the  crow 

Find  shelter  in  his  branches, 
When  winds  shake  down  his  winter  snow 

In  silver  avalanches. 

The  brave  are  braver  for  their  cheer. 
The  stroneest  need  assurance, 

The  siffh  of  loneing  makes  not  less 
The  lesson  of  endurance. 


A  DAY 

Talk  not  of  sad  November,  when  a  day 
Of  warm,  glad  sunshine  fills  the  sliy  of 

noon. 
And  a  wind,  borrowed  from  some  mom 
of  June, 
Stirs  the  brown  grasses  and  the  leafless 
spray. 

On  the  unfrosted  pool  the  pillared  pines 
Lay  their  long  shafts  of  shadow :  the 
small  rill. 


Singing  a  pleasant  song  of  summer  still, 
A  line  of  silver,  down  the  hill-slope  shines. 

Hushed  the  bird -voices  and  the  hum  of 
bees. 
In  the  thin  grass  the  crickets  pipe  no 

more  ; 
But  still  the  squirrel  hoards  his  winter 
store. 
And  drops  his  nut-shells  from  the  shag- 
bark  trees. 

Softly  the  dark  green  hemlocks  whisper : 
high 
Above,  the  spires  of  yellowing  larches 

show, 
Where  the  woodpecker  and  home-loving 
crow 
And  jay  and  nut  -  hatch   winter's  threat 

O  nacious  beauty,  ever  new  and  old  ! 
O  siffhts  and  sounds  of  nature,  doubly 

dear 
When  the  low  sunshine  warns  the  closing 
year 
Of  snow-blown  fields  and  waves  of  Arctic 
cold! 

Close    to    my  heart   I    fold  each   lovely 
thing 
The  sweet  day  yields  ;  and,  not  disconso- 
late, 
With  the  calm  patience  of  the  woods  I 
wait 
For  leaf  and  blossom  when  God  gives  us 
Spring! 
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A  LAMENT 

**  The  parted  tplrit, 
Knoweih  it  not  oar  sorrow  ?    Anawereth  not 
Ito  bloMing  to  our  tears  ?  " 

The  circle  is  broken,  one  seat  is  forsaken, 
One  bud  from  the  tree  of  our  friendship  is 

shaken  ; 
One  heart  from  among  us  no  longer  shall 

thriU 
With  joy  in  our  gladness,  or  grief  in  onr 

Weep !  lonely  and  lowly  are  slumbering 

now 
The  light  of  her  glances,  the  pride  of  her 

brow ; 
Weep !  sadly  and  long  shall  we  listen  in 

vain 
To  hear  the  soft  tones  of  her  welcome  again. 

Give  our  tears  to  the  dead  I  For  human- 
ity's claim 

From  its  silence  and  darkness  is  ever  the 
same  ; 

The  hope  of  that  world  whose  existence  is 
bliss 

May  not  stifle  the  tears  of  the  mourners  of 
this. 

For,  oh  !  if  one  glance  the  freed  spirit  can 
throw 

On  the  scene  of  its  troubled  probation  be- 
low, 

Than  the  pride  of  the  marble,  the  pomp  of 
the  dead, 

To  that  glance  will  be  dearer  the  tears  which 
we  shed. 

Oh,  who  can  forget  the  mild  light  of  her 
smile, 

Over  lips  moved  with  music  and  feeling  the 
while. 

The  eye's  deep  enchantment,  dark,  dream- 
like, and  clear, 

In  the  glow  of  its  gladness,  the  shade  of  its 
tear. 


And  the  charm  of  her  features,  while  over 
the  whole 

Flayed  the  hues  of  the  heart  and  the  sun- 
shine of  soul ; 

And  the  tones  of  her  voice,  like  the  music 
which  seems 

Murmured  low  in  our  ears  by  the  Angel  of 
dreams  I 

But  holier  and  dearer  our  memories  hold 
Those  treasures  of  feeling,  more  precious 

than  eold, 
The  love  and  the  kindness  and  pity  which 

gave 
Fresh  flowers  for  the  bridal,  green  wreaths 

for  the  grave  I 

The  heart  ever  open  to  Charity's  claim. 
Unmoved  from  its  purpose  by  censure  and 

blame, 
While  vainly  alike  on  her  eye  and  her  ear 
Fell  the  scorn  of  the  heartless,  the  jesting 

and  jeer. 

How  true  to  our  hearts  was  that  beautiful 

sleeper  I 
With  smiles  for  the  joyful,  with  tears  for 

the  weeper ! 
Yet,  evermore  prompt,  whether  mournful 

or  gay. 
With  warnings  in  love  to  the  passing  astray. 

For,  though  spotless  herself,  she  could  sor- 
row for  them 

Who  sullied  with  evil  the  spirit's  pure  gem ; 

And  a  sigh  or  a  tear  could  the  erring  reprove, 

And  the  sting  of  reproof  was  still  tempered 
by  love. 

As  a  cloud  of  the  sunset,  slow  melting  in 

heaven, 
As  a  star  that  is  lost  when  the  daylight  is 

given, 
As  a  glad  dream  of  slumber,  which  wakens 

in  bliss. 
She  hath  passed  to  the  world  of  the  holy 

from  this. 
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TO  THE   MEMORY   OF  CHARLES 
B.   STORRS 

Lftte  President  of  Western  Reserve  Gollefife, 
who  died  at  his  post  of  duty,  overworn  by  nis 
strenuous  labors  with  tongue  and  pen  in  the 
cause  of  Human  Freedom. 

Thou  hast  fallen  in  thine  armor, 

Thou  martyr  of  the  Lord  I 
With  thy  last  breath  crying  "  Onward ! " 

And  thy  hand  upon  the  sword. 
The  haughty  heart  derideth, 

And  the  sinful  lip  reviles, 
But  the  blessing  of  the  perishing 

Around  thy  pillow  smiles  ! 

When  to  our  cup  of  trembling 

The  added  drop  is  given, 
And  the  long-suspended  thunder 

Falls  terribly  from  Heaven,  — 
When  a  new  and  fearful  freedom 

Is  proffered  of  the  Lord 
To  the  slow-consuming  Famine, 

The  Pestilence  and  Sword  ! 

When  the  refuges  of  Falsehood 

Shall  be  swept  away  in  wrath, 
And  the  temple  shall  oe  shaken, 

With  its  idol,  to  the  earth. 
Shall  not  thy  words  of  warning 

Be  all  remembered  then  ? 
And  thy  now  unheeded  message 

Burn  in  the  hearts  of  men  ? 

Oppression's  hand  may  scatter 

Its  nettles  on  thy  tomb, 
And  even  Christian  bosoms 

Deny  thy  memory  room  ; 
For  lymg  lips  shall  torture 

Thy  mercy  into  crime. 
And  the  slanderer  shall  flourish 

As  the  bay-tree  for  a  time. 

But  where  the  south-wind  lingers 

On  Carolina's  pines. 
Or  falls  the  careless  sunbeam 

Down  Georgia's  golden  mines  ; 
Where  now  beneath  his  burthen 

The  toiling  slave  is  driven  ; 
Where  now  a  tyrant's  mockery 

Is  offered  unto  Heaven  ; 

Where  Mammon  hath  its  altars 
Wet  o'er  with  human  blood. 


And  pride  and  lust  debases 
The  workmanship  of  God,  — 

There  shall  thy  praise  be  spoken, 
Redeemed  from  Falsehood's  ban« 

When  the  fetters  shall  be  broken. 
And  the  slave  shall  be  a  man  I 

Joy  to  thy  spirit,  brother  I 

A  thousand  hearts  are  warm, 
A  thousand  kindred  bosoms 

Are  baring  to  the  storm. 
What  though  red-handed  Violence 

With  secret  Fraud  combine  ? 
The  wall  of  fire  is  round  us, 

Our  Present  Help  was  thine. 

Lo,  the  waking  up  of  nations, 

From  Slavery's  fatal  sleep  ; 
The  murmur  of  a  Universe, 

Deep  calling  unto  Deep  ! 
Joy  to  thy  spirit,  brother  I 

On  every  wind  of  heaven 
The  onward  cheer  and  summons 

Of  Freedom's  voice  is  given  I 

Glory  to  God  forever  I 

Beyond  the  despot's  will 
The  soul  of  Freedom  liveth 

Imperishable  still. 
The  words  which  thou  hast  uttered 

Are  of  that  soul  a  part, 
And  the  good  seed  thou  hast  scattered 

Is  springing  from  the  heart. 

In  the  evil  days  before  us, 

And  the  trials  yet  to  come. 
In  the  shadow  of  the  prison, 

Or  the  cruel  martyrdom,  — 
We  will  think  of  thee,  O  brother  I 

And  thy  sainted  name  shall  be 
In  the  blessing  of  the  captive, 

And  the  anthem  of  the  free. 
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Gone  before  us,  O  our  brother. 

To  the  spirit-land  I 
Vainly  look  we  for  another 

In  thy  place  to  stand. 
Who  shall  offer  youth  and  beauty 


TO 

« 

On  the  wasting  shrine 
Of  a  stem  and  lofty  duty, 
With  a  faith  like  thine  ? 

Oh,  thy  gentle  smile  of  greeting 

Who  again  shall  see  ? 
Who  amidst  the  solemn  meeting 

Gaze  ag^ain  on  thee  ? 
Who,  when  peril  gathers  o'er  us, 

Wear  so  calm  a  brow  ? 
Who,  with  evil  men  before  us, 

So  serene  as  thou  ? 

Early  hath  the  spoiler  found  thee, 

Brother  of  our  love  I 
Autumn's  faded  earth  around  thee, 

And  its  storms  above  ! 
Evermore  that  turf  lie  lightly, 

And,  with  future  showers, 
O'er  thy  slumbers  fresh  and  brightly 

Blow  the  summer  flowers  ! 

In  the  locks  thy  forehead  g^racing, 

Not  a  silvery  streak  ; 
Nor  a  line  of  sorrow's  tracing 

On  thy  fair  young  cheek  ; 
Eyes  of  light  and  lips  of  roses. 

Such  as  Hylas  wore,  — 
Over  all  that  curtain  closes, 

Which  shall  rise  no  more  I 

Will  the  vigil  Love  is  keeping 

Round  that  grave  of  thine, 
Mournfully,  like  Jazer  weeping 

Over  Sibmah's  vine  ; 
Will  the  pleasant  memories,  swelling 

Grentle  hearts,  of  thee, 
In  the  spirit's  distant  dwelling 

All  unheeded  be  ? 

If  the  spirit  ever  gazes, 

From  its  joumeyings,  back  ; 
If  the  immortal  ever  traces 

O'er  its  mortal  track  ; 
Wilt  thou  not,  O  brother,  meet  us 

Sometimes  on  our  way, 
And,  in  hours  of  sadness,  g^eet  us 

As  a  spirit  may  ? 

Peace  be  with  thee,  O  our  brother. 

In  the  spirit-land  I 
Vainly  look  we  for  another 

In  thy  place  to  stand. 
Unto  Truth  and  Freedom  giving 

All  thy  early  powers, 
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Be  thy  virtues  with  the  living, 
And  thy  spirit  ours  I 


TO 


WITH    A    COPY  OF  WOOLMAN'S   JOURNAL 

'*Qet  the   writings  of    John  Woolman  bj 
heart.*'  —  Essays  ofElia, 

Maiden  !  with  the  fair  brown  tresses 
Shading  o'er  thy  dreamy  eye, 

Floating  on  thy  thoughtful  forehead 
Cloud  wreaths  of  its  sky. 

Youthful  vears  and  maiden  beauty, 
Joy  with  them  should  still  abide,  -^ 

Instinct  take  the  place  of  Duty, 
Love,  not  Reason,  g^de. 

Ever  in  the  New  rejoicing. 

Kindly  beckoning  back  the  Old, 

Turning,  with  the  gift  of  Midas, 
All  things  into  gold. 

And  the  passing  shades  of  sadness 
Wearing  even  a  welcome  g^ise. 

As,  when  some  bright  lake  lies  open 
To  the  sunny  skies. 

Every  wing  of  bird  above  it, 
Every  light  cloud  floating  on. 

Glitters  like  that  flashing  mirror 
In  the  self^same  sun. 

But  upon  thy  youthful  forehead 
Something  like  a  shadow  lies  ; 

And  a  serious  soul  is  looking 
From  thy  earnest  eyes. 

With  an  early  introversion. 

Through  the  forms  of  outward  thingSi 
Seeking  for  the  subtle  essence. 

And  the  hidden  springs. 

Deeper  than  the  gilded  surface 
Hath  thy  wakeful  vision  seen. 

Farther  than  the  narrow  present 
Have  thy  journeyings  been. 

Thou  hast  midst  Life's  empty  nobes 
Heard  the  solenm  steps  of  Time, 

And  the  low  mysterious  voices 
Of  another  clime. 
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All  the  mystery  of  Being 

Hath  upon  thy  spirit  pressed,  — 

Thoughts  which,  like  the  Deluge  wanderer. 
Find  no  place  of  rest : 

That  which  mystic  Plato  pondered, 
That  which  Zeno  heara  with  awe* 

And  the  star-rapt  Zoroaster 
In  his  night  watch  saw. 

From  the  doubt  and  darkness  springing 

Of  the  dim,  uncertain  Past, 
Moving  to  the  dark  still  shadows 

O'er  the  Future  cast, 

Early  hath  Life's  mighty  question 
Thrilled  within  thy  heart  of  youth, 

With  a  deep  and  strong  beseecning  : 
What  and  where  is  Truth  ? 

Hollow  creed  and  ceremonial. 
Whence  the  ancient  life  hath  fled. 

Idle  faith  unknown  to  action, 
Dull  and  cold  and  dead. 

Oracles,  whose  wire-worked  meanings 

Only  wake  a  quiet  scorn,  — 
Not  from  these  thy  seeking  spirit 

Hath  its  answer  drawn. 

But,  like  some  tired  child  at  even, 
On  thy  mother  Nature's  breast, 

Thou,  methinks,  art  vainly  seeking 
Truth,  and  peace,  and  rest. 

O'er  that  mother's  rugged  features 
Thou  art  throwing  Fancy's  veil, 

Light  and  soft  as  woven  moonbeams. 
Beautiful  and  frail ! 

O'er  the  rough  chart  of  Existence, 
Rocks  of  sin  and  wastes  of  woe. 

Soft  airs  breathe,  and  green  leaves  tremble. 
And  cool  fountains  flow. 

And  to  thee  an  answer  cometh 
From  the  earth  and  from  the  sky, 

And  to  thee  the  hills  and  waters 
And  the  stars  reply. 

But  a  soul-sufiBcing  answer 

Hath  no  outward  origin  ; 
More  than  Nature's  many  voices 

May  be  heard  within. 


Even  as  the  great  Augustine 
Questioned  earth  and  sea  and  sky, 

And  the  dusty  tomes  of  learning 
And  old  poesy. 

But  his  earnest  spirit  needed 

More  than  outward  Nature  taught ;. 

More  than  blest  the  poet's  vision 
Or  the  sage's  thought. 

Only  in  the  gathered  silence 
Of  a  calm  and  waiting  frame. 

Light  and  wisdom  as  from  Heaven 
To  the  seeker  came. 

Not  to  ease  and  aimless  quiet 
Doth  that  inward  answer  tend. 

But  to  works  of  love  and  duty 
As  our  being's  end  ; 

Not  to  idle  dreams  and  trances. 
Length  of  face,  and  solemn  toney. 

But  to  Faith,  in  daily  striving 
And  performance  shown. 

Earnest  toil  and  strong  endeavor 

Of  a  spirit  which  within 
Wrestles  with  familiar  evil 

And  besetting  sin ; 

And  without,  with  tireless  vigor, 
Steady  heart,  and  weapon  strongs 

In  the  power  of  truth  assailing 
Every  form  of  wrong. 

Guided  thus,  how  passing  lovely 
Is  the  track  of  Woolman's  feet ! 

And  his  brief  and  simple  record 
How  serenely  sweet  I 

O'er  life's  humblest  duties  throwing 
Light  the  earthling  never  knew, 

Freshening  all  its  dark  waste  places 
As  with  Hermon's  dew. 

All  which  glows  in  Pascal's  pages, 
All  which  sainted  Guion  sought. 

Or  the  blue-eyed  German  Rahel 
Half-unconscious  taught : 

Beauty,  such  as  Goethe  pictured. 
Such  as  Shelley  dreamed  of,  shod 

Living  warmth  and  starry  brightness 
Round  that  poor  man's  head. 


TO  A  FRIEND 


Kot  a  viun  and  cold  ideal, 

Not  a  poet's  dream  alone, 
Bnt  a  presence  warm  and  real, 

Seen  and  felt  and  known. 

When  the  red  light-band  of  slaoghter 
Moulders  with  the  steel  it  swung. 

When  the  name  of  seer  and  poet 
Dies  on  Memory's  tongue. 

All  bright  thoughts  and  pure  shall  gather 
Round  that  meek  and  suffering  one,  — 

Glorious,  tike  the  seer-seen  angel 
Standing  in  the  sun  I 

Tftke  the  good  man's  book  and  ponder 

What  its  pages  say  to  thee  ; 
Blessed  as  the  hand  of  healing 

Uaj  its  lesson  be. 

If  it  only  serves  to  strengthen 
Yearnings  for  a  higher  good. 

For  the  fount  of  living  waters 
And  diviner  food  ; 

If  the  pride  of  human  reason 
Feels  its  meek  and  still  rebuke, 

Qnailing  like  the  eye  of  Peter 
From  the  Just  One's  look  I 

If  with  readier  ear  tboa  heedest 
What  the  Inward  Teacher  saith, 

Listening  with  a  willing  spirit 
And  a  childlike  faith, — 

Thou  mayst  live  to  bless  the  giver. 
Who,  himself  but  frail  and  weak, 

Would  at  least  the  highest  welfare 
Of  another  seek  ; 

And  his  gift,  though  poor  and  lowly 
It  may  seem  to  other  eyes. 


LECGETT'S   MONUMENT 

William  Legj^ett,  who  died  in  1839  at  the 
tign  of  thirtv-BSTen,  was  the  intrepid  editor  of 
the  Nan  York  Evening  Poal  and  afterwacda 
of  The  Plain  Dealer.  His  vigOToos  assault 
upon  the  system  of  slarnry  hronght  down  npnn 
him  the  enmity  of  political  defenden  of  the 


Yes,  pile  the  marble  o'er  him  1     It  is  well 
That  ye  who  mocked   him  in   his  long 

stern  strife. 
And  planted  in  the  pathway  of  his  life 
Ilie  ploughshares  of  your  hatred  hot  from 

hell. 
Who  clamored  down  the  bold  reformer 

He  pleaded  for  his  captive  fellow-men. 
Who  spumed  him  in  the  market-place,  and 
sought 

Within  th^  walls,  St.  Tammany,  to  bind 
In^irty  chains  the  free  and  honest  thought. 

The  angel  utterance  of  an  upright  mind. 
Well  is  it  now  that  o'er  bis  grave  ye  raise 
The  stony  tribute  of  vour  tardy  praise, 
For  not  alone  that  pile  shall  tell  to  Fame 
Of  the   brave  heart   beneath,  but   of  ths 
builders'  shame  ! 


TO  A  FRIEND 

ON  HER  RETURN  FROM  EUROPE 

How  smiled  the  land  of  France 
Under  tby  blue  eye's  glance. 

Light-hearted  rover  I 
Old  walls  of  chateaux  gray. 
Towers  of  an  early  day. 
Which  the  Three  Colon  play 

Flauntingly  over. 

Now  midst  the  brilliant  tnun 
Thronging  the  banks  of  Seine  : 

Now  midst  the  splendor 
Of  the  wild  Alpine  range. 
Waking  with  change  on  change 
Thoughts  in  thy  young  heart  strange. 

Lovely,  and  tender. 

Tales,  soft  Eljsian, 
Like  those  in  the  vision 

Of  Mirza,  when,  dreaming. 
He  saw  the  long  bollow  dell. 
Touched  by  the  prophet's  spell, 
Into  an  ocean  swell 

With  its  isles  teeming. 

CliSs  wrapped  in  snows  of  yeaiB, 
Splintering  with  icy  spears 

Autumn's  blue  heaven  ; 
Ijoose  rock  and  frozen  slide, 
H^^ng  on  the  mountain-sidoj 
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Waiting  their  hour  to  glide 
Downward,  storm-driven  ! 

Rhine-fitream,  by  castle  old, 
Baron's  and  robber's  hold. 

Peacefully  flowing ; 
Sweeping  through  vineyards  green, 
Or  where  the  cliffs  are  seen 
O'er  the  broad  wave  between 

Grim  shadows  throwing. 

Or,  where  St.  Peter's  dome 
Swells  o'er  eternal  Rome, 

Vast,  dim,  and  solemn ; 
Hymns  ever  chanting  low, 
Censers  swimg  to  and  fro. 
Sable  stoles  sweeping  slow. 

Cornice  and  column  ! 

Oh,  as  from  each  and  all 
Will  there  not  voices  call 

Evermore  back  again  ? 
In  the  mind's  gallery 
Wilt  thou  not  always  see 
Dim  nhantoms  beckon  thee 

O'er  that  old  track  again  ? 

New  forms  thy  presence  haunt, 
New  voices  softly  chant. 

New  faces  g^eet  thee  I 
Pilgrims  from  many  a  shrine 
Hallowed  bv  poet's  line. 
At  memory  s  magic  sign. 

Rising  to  meet  thee. 

And  when  such  visions  come 
Unto  thy  olden  home, 

Will  they  not  waken 
Deep  thoughts  of  Him  whose  hand 
Led  thee  o  er  sea  and  land 
Back  to  the  household  band 

Whence  thou  wast  taken  ? 

While,  at  the  sunset  time. 
Swells  the  cathedral's  chime, 

Yet,  in  thy  dreaming. 
While  to  thy  spirit's  eye 
Yet  the  vast  mountains  lie 
Piled  in  the  Switzer's  sky. 

Icy  and  gleaming : 

Prompter  of  silent  prayer. 
Be  the  wild  picture  there 

In  the  mind's  chamber. 
And,  through  each  coming  day 


Him  who,  as  staff  and  stay. 
Watched  o'er  thy  waudering  way, 
Freshly  remember. 

So,  when  the  call  shall  be 
Soon  or  late  unto  thee. 

As  to  all  given, 
Still  may  that  picture  live. 
All  its  fair  forms  survive. 
And  to  thy  spirit  give 

Gladness  in  Heaven  ! 


LUCY   HOOPER 

Lncy  Hooper  died  at  Brooklyn,  L.L,  on  the 
Ist  of  8th  mo.,  1841,  aged  twenty-four  yeaxs. 

Thet  tell  me,  Lucy,  thou  art  dead. 

That  all  of  thee  we  loved  and  cherished 
Has  with  thy  summer  roses  perished  ; 

And  left,  as  its  young  beauty  fled. 

An  ashen  memory  in  its  stead. 
The  twilight  of  a  parted  day 

Whose  fading  light  is  cold  and  vain. 
The  heart's  faint  echo  of  a  strain 

Of  low,  sweet  music  passed  away. 
That  true  and  loving  heart,  that  gift 

Of  a  mind,  earnest,  clear,  profound. 
Bestowing,  with  a  glad  unthrif t. 

Its  sunny  light  on  all  around. 
Affinities  which  only  could 
Cleave  to  the  pure,  the  true,  and  good  ; 

And  sympathies  which  found  no  rest. 

Save  with  the  loveliest  and  best. 
Of  them  —  of  thee  —  remains  there  naught 

But  sorrow  in  the  mourner's  breast  ? 
A  shadow  in  the  land  of  thought  ? 
No  I     Even  my  weak  and  trembling  faith 

Can  lift  for  thee  the  veil  which  doubt 

And  human  fear  have  drawn  about 
The  all-awaiting  scene  of  death. 

Even  as  thou  wast  I  see  thee  still ; 
And,  save  the  absence  of  all  ill 
And  pain  and  weariness,  which  here 
Summoned  the  sigh  or  wrung  the  tear, 
The  same  as  when,  two  summers  back. 
Beside  onr  childhood's  Merrimac, 
I  saw  thy  dark  eye  wander  o'er 
Stream,  sunny  upland,  rocky  shore, 
And  heard  thy  low,  soft  voice  alone 
Midst  lapse  of  waters,  and  the  tone 
Of  pine-leaves  by  the  west- wind  blown. 
There 's  not  a  charm  of  soul  or  brow. 
Of  all  we  knew  and  loved  in  thee. 


LUCY  HOOPER 
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But  lives  in  holier  beauty  now, 

Baptized  in  immortality  ! 
Not  mine  the  sad  and  freezing  dream 

Of  souls  that,  with  their  earthly  mould, 

Cast  off  the  loves  and  joys  of  old, 
Unbodied,  like  a  pale  moonbeam, 

As  pure,  as  passionless,  and  cold; 
Nor  mine  the  hope  of  Indra's  son, 

Of  slumbering  in  oblivion's  rest, 
Life's  myriads  blending  into  one. 

In  blank  annihilation  blest ; 
Dust-atoms  of  the  infinite, 
Sparks  scattered  from  the  central  light, 
Ajid  winning  'back  through  mortal  pain 
Their  old  unconsciousness  again. 
No  !     I  have  friends  in  Spirit  Land, 
Not  shadows  in  a  shadowy  band, 

Not  others,  but  themselves  are  they. 
And  still  I  think  of  them  the  same 
As  when  the  Master's  summons  came  ; 
Their  change,  —  the  holy  mom-light  break- 
ing 
Upon  the  dream-worn  sleeper,  waking,  — 

A  change  from  twilight  into  day. 

They've  laid  thee   midst  the    household 
graves. 

Where  father,  brother,  sister  lie  ; 
Below  thee  sweep  the  dark  blue  waves, 

Above  thee  bends  the  summer  sky. 
Thy  own  loved  church  in  sadness  read 
Her  solemn  ritual  o'er  thy  head, 
And  blessed  and  hallowed  with  her  prayer 
The  turf  laid  lightly  o'er  thee  there. 
That  church,  whose  rites  and  liturgy. 
Sublime  and  old,  were  truth  to  thee, 
Undoubted  to  thy  bosom  taken, 
As  symbols  of  a  faith  unshaken. 
Even  I,  of  simpler  views,  could  feel 
The  beauty  of  thy  trust  and  zeal  ; 
And,  owning  not  thy  creed,  could  see 
How  deep  a  truth  it  seemed  to  thee, 
And  how  thy  fervent  heart  had  thrown 
O'er  all,  a  coloring  of  its  own. 
And  kindled  up,  intense  and  warm, 
A  life  in  every  rite  and  form, 
As,  when  on  Chebar's  banks  of  old. 
The  Hebrew's  gorgeous  vision  rolled, 
A  spirit  filled  the  vast  machine, 
A  life  "  within  the  wheels  "  was  seen. 

Farewell  I     A  little  time,  and  we 

Who  knew  thee  well,  and  loved  thee  here, 

One  after  one  shall  follow  thee 

As  pUgrims  through  the  gate  of  fear, 


Which  opens  on  eternity. 

Yet  shall  we  cherish  not  the  less 

All  that  is  left  our  hearts  meanwhile  ; 
The  memory  of  thy  loveliness 

Shall  round  our  weary  pathway  smile, 
Like  moonlight  when  the  sun  has  set, 
A  sweet  and  tender  radiance  yet. 
Thoughts  of  thy  clear-eyed  sense  of  duty, 

Thy  generous  scorn  of  all  things  wrong. 
The  truth,  the  strength,  the  graceful  beauty 

Which  blended  in  thy  son?. 
All  lovely  things,  by  thee  beloved. 

Shall  whisper  to  our  hearts  of  thee  ; 
These    g^een  hills,   where   thy  childhood 
roved. 

Yon  river  winding  to  the  sea, 
The  sunset  light  of  autunm  eves 

Reflecting  on  the  deep,  still  floods. 
Cloud,  crimson  sky,  and  trembling  leaves 

Of  rainbow-tinted  woods. 
These,  in  our  view,  shall  henceforth  take 
A  tenderer  meaning  for  thy  sake  ; 
And  all  thou  lovedst  of  earth  and  sky 
Seem  sacred  to  thy  memory. 


FOLLEN 

ON  READING  HIS  ESSAY  ON  THE  "FUTURE 


STATE 


» 


Charles  Follen,  one  of  the  noblest  contribu- 
tions of  Germany  to  American  citizenship,  was 
at  an  early  age  driven  from  his  professorship 
in  the  Uniyersity  of  Jena,  and  compelled  to  seek 
shelter  from  official  prosecution  in  Switzerland, 
on  account  of  his  liberal  political  opinions.  He 
became  Professor  of  Civil  Law  in  the  Univer- 
sity of  Basle.  The  governments  of  Prussia, 
Austria,  and  Russia  united  in  demanding  his 
delivery  as  a  political  offender ;  and,  in  conse- 
quence, he  left  Switzerland,  and  came  to  the 
United  States.  At  the  time  of  the  formation 
of  the  American  Anti-Slavery  Society  he  was 
a  Professor  in  Harvard  University,  honored  for 
his  genius,  learning,  and  estimable  character. 
His  love  of  liberty  and  hatred  of  oppression  led 
him  to  seek  an  interview  with  Garrison  and  ex- 
press his  sympathy  with  him.  Soon  after,  he 
attended  a  meetings  of  the  New  England  Anti- 
Slavery  Society.  An  able  speech  was  made  by 
Rev.  A.  A.  Phelps,  and  a  letter  of  mine  ad- 
dreased  to  tlie  Secretary  of  the  Society  was 
read.  Whereupon  he  rose  and  stated  that  his 
views  were  in  unison  with  those  of  the  Society, 
and  that  after  hearing  the  speech  and  the  let- 
ter, he  was  ready  to  join  it,  and  abide  the 
probable  consequences  of  such  an  unpopular 
act.    He  lost  by  so  doing  his  professorship. 
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He  was  an  able  member  of  the  Executive 
Committee  of  the  American  Anti-l^very  Soci- 
ety. He  perished  in  the  ill-fated  steamer  Lex- 
ington, 'which  was  burned  on  its  passage  from 
New  York,  January  13, 1840.  The  few  writings 
left  behind  him  show  him  to  have  been  a 
profound  thinker  of  rare  spiritual  insight. 

Friend  of  my  soul  I  as  with  moist  eye 
I  look  up  &om  this  page  of  thine. 

Is  it  a  dream  that  thou  art  nigh, 
Thy  mild  face  gazing  into  mine  ? 

That  presence  seems  before  me  now, 
A  placid  heaven  of  sweet  moonrise. 

When,  dew-like,  on  the  earth  below 
Descends  the  quiet  of  the  skies. 

The  calm  brow  through  the  parted  hair. 
The  gentle  lips  which  knew  no  guile, 

Softening  the  blue  eye's  thoughtful  care 
With  the  bland  beauty  of  tneir  smile. 

Ah  me  I  at  times  that  last  dread  scene 
'    Of  Frost  and  Fire  and  moaning  Sea 
Will  cast  its  shade  of  doubt  between 
The  failing  eyes  of  Faith  and  thee. 

Yet,  lingering  o'er  thy  charmed  pag^e. 
Where  through  the  twilight  air  of  earth. 

Alike  enthusiast  and  sage. 

Prophet  and  bard,  thou  gazest  forth. 

Lifting  the  Future's  solemn  veil  ; 

The  reaching  of  a  mortal  hand 
To  put  aside  the  cold  and  pale 

Cloud-curtains  of  the  Unseen  Land  ; 

Li  thoughts  which  answer  to  my  own. 
In  words  which  reach  my  inward  ear. 

Like  whispers  from  the  void  Unknown, 
I  feel  thy  living  presence  here. 

The  waves  which  lull  thy  body's  rest. 
The  dust  thy  pilgrim  footsteps  trod, 

Unwasted,  through  each  change,  attest 
The  fixed  economy  of  God. 

Shall  these  poor  elements  outlive 

The     mind     whose    kingly    will    they 
wrought  ? 

Their  gross  unconsciousness  survive 
Thy  godlike  energy  of  thought  ? 

Thou  livest,  FoUen  I  not  in  vain 
Hath  thy  fine  spirit  meekly  borne 


The  burthen  of  Life's  cross  of  pain, 

And  the  thorned  crown  of  suffering  worn. 

Oh,  while  Life's  solemn  mystery  glooms 
Around  us  like  a  dungeon's  wall. 

Silent  earth's  pale  and  crowded  tombs, 
Silent    the    heaven    which    bends    o'er 
aU! 

While  day  bv  day  our  loved  ones  glide 
In  spectral  silence,  hushed  and  lone. 

To  the  cold  shadows  which  divide 

The  living  from  the  dread  Unknown  ; 

While  even  on  the  closing  eye. 

And  on  the  lip  which  moves  in  vain. 

The  seals  of  that  stem  mystery 
Their  undiscovered  trust  retain  ; 

And  only  midst  the  gloom  of  death. 

Its  mournful  doubts  and  haunting  f ears. 

Two  pale,  sweet  angels,  Hope  and  Faith, 
Smile  dimly  on  us  through  their  tears  ; 

'T  is  something  to  a  heart  like  mine 
To  think  of  thee  as  living  yet ; 

To  feel  that  such  a  light  as  thine 
Could  not  in  utter  darkness  set. 

Less  dreary  seems  the  untried  way 
Since  thou  hast  left  thy  footprints  there, 

And  beams  of  mournful  beauty  play 
Round  the  sad  Angel's  sable  hair. 

Oh  !  at  this  hour  when  half  the  sky 
Is  glorious  with  its  evening  light. 

And  fair  broad  fields  of  summer  lie 
Hung  o'er  with  gfreenness  in  my  sight ; 

While  through  these  elm-boughs  wet  with 
rain 
The  sunset's  golden  walls  are  seen. 
With  clover-bloom  and  yellow  grain 
And  wood- draped  hill  and  stream   be- 
tween ; 

I  long  to  know  if  scenes  like  this 
Are  hidden  from  an  angel's  eyes  ; 

If  earth's  familiar  loveliness 

Haunts  not  thy  heaven's  serener  skies. 

For  sweetly  here  upon  thee  grew 
The  lesson  which  that  beauty  gave, 

The  ideal  of  the  pure  and  true 

In  earth  and  sky  and  gliding  wave. 
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And  it  may  be  that  all  which  lends 
The  soul  an  upward  impulse  here, 

With  a  diviner  beauty  blends, 
And  greets  us  in  a  holier  sphere. 

Through  groves  where  blighting  never  fell 
The  humbler  flowers  of  earth  may  twine  ; 

And  simple  draughts  from  childhood's  well 
Blend  with  the  angel-tasted  wine. 

But  be  the  prying  vision  veiled, 
And  let  the  seeking  lips  be  dumb, 

Where  even  seraph  eyes  have  failed 
Shall  mortal  blindness  seek  to  come  ? 

We  only  know  that  thou  hast  gone. 
And  that  the  same  returnless  tide 

Which  bore  thee  from  us  still  glides  on. 
And  we  who  mourn  thee  with  it  glide. 

On  all  thou  lookest  we  shall  look. 
And  to  our  gaze  erelong  shall  turn 

That  page  of  God's  mysterious  book 
We  so  much  wish  yet  dread  to  learn. 

With  Him,  before  whose  awful  power 
Thy  spirit  bent  its  trembling  knee  ; 

Who,  in  the  silent  greeting  flower. 
And  forest  leaf,  looked  out  on  thee, 

We  leave  thee,  with  a  trust  serene. 

Which  Time,  nor  Change,  nor  Death  can 
move. 

While  with  thy  childlike  faith  we  lean 
On  Him  whose  dearest  name  is  Love  I 


TO   J.   P. 

John  Pierpont,   the  eloquent  preacher  and 
poet  of  BoBton. 

Not  as  a  poor  requital  of  the  joy 

With  which  my  childhood  heard  that  lay 

of  thine. 
Which,  like  an  echo  of  the  song  divine 
At  Bethlehem  breathed   above   the  Holy 
Boy, 
Bore  to  my  ear  the  Airs  of  Palestine,  — 
Not  to  the  poet,  but  the  man  I  bring 
In  friendship's  fearless  trust  my  offering  : 
How  much  it  lacks  I  feel,  and  thou  wilt  see. 
Yet  well  I  know  that  thou  hast  deemed  with 

me 
Life  aU  too  earnest,  and  its  time  too  short 


For  dreamy    ease   and  Fancy's   graceftd 
sport ; 
And  girded  for  thy  constant  strife  with 
wrong. 
Like  Nehemiah  fighting^ while  he  wrought 
The  broken  walls  of  Zion,  even  thy  song 
Hath  a  rude  martial  tone,  a  blow  in  every 
thought ! 


CHALKLEY   HALL 

Chalkley  Hall,  near  Frankford,  Pa.,  was  the 
residence  of  Thomas  Chalkley,  an  eminent  min- 
ister of  the  Friends*  denomination.  He  was  one 
of  the  early  settlers  of  the  Colony,  and  his  c7otir- 
Ro/f  which  was  published  in  1749,  presents  a 
quaint  but  beautiful  picture  of  a  life  of  unosten- 
tatious and  simple  goodness.  He  was  the  mas- 
ter of  a  merchant  vessel,  and,  in  his  visits  to 
the  West  Indies  and  Great  Britain,  omitted  no 
opportunity  to  labor  for  the  highest  interests  of 
his  fellow-men.  During  a  temporary  residence 
in  Philadelphia,  in  the  summer  of  1838,  the 
quiet  and  beautiful  scenery  around  the  ancient 
village  of  Frankford  frequently  attracted  me 
from  the  heat  and  bustle  of  the  city.  I  have 
referred  to  my  youthful  acquaintance  with  his 
writings  in  Snow-Bound. 

How  bland  and  sweet  the  greeting  of  this 
breeze 
To  him  who  flies 
From  crowded  street  and  red  wall's  weary 

gleam, 
Till  far  behind  him  like  a  hideous  dream 
The  close  dark  city  lies  I 

Here,  while  the  market  murmurs,  while  men 
throng 

The  marble  floor 
Of  Mammon's  altar,  from  the  crush  and  din 
Of  the  world's  madness  let  me  gather  in 

My  better  thoughts  once  more. 

Oh,  once  again  revive,  while  on  my  ear 

The  cry  of  Gain 
And  low  hoarse  hum  of  Trafiic  die  away, 
Ye  blessed  memories  of  my  early  day 

Like  sere  grass  wet  with  rain  ! 

Once  more  let  God's  green  earth  and  sunset 

air 
Old  feelings  waken  ; 
Through  weary  years  of  toil  and  strife  and 

ilL 
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Oh»  let  me  feel  that  my  good  angel  still 
Hath  not  his  trust  forsaken. 

And  well  do  time  and  place  befit  my  mood  : 

Beneath  the  arms 
Of  this  embracing  wood,  a  good  man  made 
His  home,  like  Abraham  resting  in  the  shade 

Of  Mamre's  lonely  palms. 

Here,  rich  with  autumn  gifts  of  countless 
years, 
The  virgin  soil 
Turned  from  the  share  he  guided,  and  in 

rain 
And  summer  sunshine  throve  the  fruits  and 
erain 
Which  blessed  his  honest  toil. 

Here,  from  his  voyages  on  the  stormy  seas. 

Weary  and  worn, 
He  came  to  meet  his  children  and  to  bless 
The  Giver  of  all  good  in  thankfulness 

And  praise  for  his  return. 

And  here  his  neighbors  gathered  in  to  greet 

Their  friend  again, 
Safe  from  the  wave  and  the  destroying  gales, 
Which  reap    untimely    green    Bermuda's 
vales, 

And  vex  the  Carib  main. 

To  hear  the  good  man  tell  of  simple  truth, 

Sown  in  an  hour 
Of  weakness  in  some  far-off  Indian  isle. 
From  the  parched  bosom  of  a  barren  soil. 

Raised  up  in  life  and  power  : 

How  at  those  gatherings  in  Barbadian  vales, 

A  tendering  love 
Came  o*er  him,  like  the  gentle  rain  from 

heaven, 
And  words  of  fitness  to  his  lips  were  given. 

And  strength  as  from  above  : 

How  the  sad  captive  listened  to  the  Word, 

Until  liis  chain 
Grew  lighter,  and  his  wounded  spirit  felt 
The  healiiif^  balm  of  consolation  melt 

Upon  its  life-long  pain  : 

How  the  armed  warrior  sat  him  down  to  hear 

Of  Peace  and  Truth, 
And  the  proud  ruler  and  his  Creole  dame. 
Jewelled  and  gorgeous  in  her  beauty  came, 

And  fair  and  bright-eyed  youth. 


Oh,  far  away  beneath  New  England's  sky. 

Even  when  a  boy. 
Following  my  plough  by  Merrimac's  green 

shore, 
His  simple  record  I  have  pondered  o'er 

With  deep  and  quiet  joy. 

And   hence    this    scene,   in  sunset    glory 
warm, — 
Its  woods  around. 
Its  still  stream  winding  on  in  light  and 

shade, 
Its  soft,  green  meadows  and  its  upland 
glade,  — 
To  me  is  holy  ground. 

And  dearer  far  than  haunts  where  Grenius 
keeps 
His  vigils  still  ; 
Than  that  where  Avon's  son  of  song  is  laid. 
Or  Vaucluse   hallowed  by  its   Petrarch's 
shade. 
Or  Virgil's  laurelled  hill. 

To  the  gr&y  walls  of  fallen  Paraclete, 

To  Juliet's  urn. 
Fair  Arno  and  Sorrento's  orange-g^ove. 
Where  Tasso  sang,  let  young  Romance  and 
Love 

Like  brother  pilgrims  turn. 

But  here  a  deeper  and  serener  charm 

To  all  is  given  ; 
And  blessed  memories  of  the  faithful  dead 
O'er  wood  and  vale  and  meadow-stream 
have  shed 

The  holy  hues  of  Heaven  I 


GONE 

Another  hand  is  beckoning  us. 

Another  call  is  given  ; 
And  glows  once  more  with  Angel-steps 

The  path  which  reaches  Heaven. 

Our  young  and  gentle  friend,  whose  smile 
Made  brigliter  summer  hours, 

Amid  the  frosts  of  autumn  time 
Has  left  us  with  the  fiowers. 

No  paling  of  the  cheek  of  bloom 

Forewarned  us  of  decay  ; 
No  shadow  from  the  Silent  Land 

Fell  round  our  sister's  way. 


TO   RONGE 


179 


The  ligbt  of  her  young  life  went  down, 

As  sinks  behind-the  hill 
The  glory  of  a  setting  star, 

Clear,  suddenly,  and  still. 

As  pure  and  sweet,  her  fair  brow  seemed 

Eternal  as  the  sky  ; 
And  like  the  brook's  low  song,  her  voice,  — 

A  sound  which  could  not  die. 

Ajid  half  we  deemed  she  needed  not 

The  changing  of  her  sphere, 
Togive  to  Heaven  a  Shining  One, 

Who  walked  an  Angel  here. 

The  blessing  of  her  quiet  life 

Fell  on  us  like  the  dew  ; 
And  good  thoughts  where   her  footsteps 
pressed 

Like  fairy  blossoms  g^w. 

Sweet  promptings  unto  kindest  deeds 

Were  in  her  very  look  ; 
We  read  her  face,  as  one  who  reads 

A  true  and  holy  book  : 

The  measure  of  a  blessed  hymn, 
To  which  our  hearts  could  move  ; 

The  breathing  of  an  inward  psalm, 
A  canticle  of  love. 

We  miss  her  in  the  place  of  prayer. 
And  by  the  hearth-fire's  light ; 

We  pause  beside  her  door  to  hear 

Once  more  her  sweet  "  Good-night  I  " 

There  seems  a  shadow  on  the  day. 

Her  smile  no  longer  cheers  ; 
A  dimness  on  the  stars  of  night, 

Like  eyes  that  look  through  tears. 

Alone  unto  our  Father's  will 
One  thought  hath  reconciled  ; 

That  He  whose  love  exceedeth  ours 
Hath  taken  home  His  child. 

Fold  her,  O  Father  !  in  Thine  arms. 

And  let  her  henceforth  be 
A  messenger  of  love  between 

Our  human  hearts  and  Thee. 

'   Still  let  her  mild  rebuking  stand 

Between  us  and  the  wrong, 
\  And  her  dear  memory  serve  to  make 

Onr  faith  in  Goodness  strong. 


And  g^rant  that  she  who,  trembling,  here 

Distrusted  all  her  powers, 
May  welcome  to  her  holier  home 

The  well-beloved  of  ours. 


TO   RONGE 

This  was  written  after  reading  the  powerful 
and  manly  protest  of  Johannes  Ronge  against 
the  *^  pious  fraud"  of  the  Bishop  of  Treves. 
The  bold  movement  of  the  young  Catholic  priest 
of  Prussian  Silesia  seemed  to  roe  full  of  promise 
to  the  cause  of  political  as  well  as  religious  lib- 
erty in  Europe.  That  it  failed  was  due  partly 
to  the  faults  of  the  reformer,  but  mainly  to  the 
disagreement  of  the  Liberals  of  Germany  upon 
a  matter  of  d<^pxia,  which  prevented  them  from 
runty  of  action.  Ronge  was  bom  in  Silesia  in 
1813  and  died  in  October,  1887.  His  autobiog- 
raphy  was  translated  into  English  and  pnbhshed 
in  London  in  1846. 

Strike  home,  strong-hearted  man !    Down 

to  the  root 
Of  old  oppression  sink  the  Saxon  steel. 
Thy  work  is  to  hew  down.     In  God's  name 

then 
Put  nerve  into  thy  task.     Let  other  men 
Plant,  as  they  may,  that  better  tree  whose 

fruit 
The  wounded  bosom  of  the  Church  shall 

heal. 
Be  thou  the  imag^-breaker.     Let  thy  blows 
Fall  heavy  as  the  Suabian's  iron  hand. 
On  crown  or  crosier,  which  shall  interpose 
Between  thee  and  the  weal  of  Fatherland. 
Leave  creeds  to  closet  idlers.    First  of  all. 
Shake  thou  all  Crerman   dream-land  with 

the  fall 
Of  that  accursed  tree,  whose  e\nl  trunk 
Was  spared  of  old   by  Erfurt's  stalwart 

monk. 
Fight  not  with  ghosts  and  shadows.     Let 

us  hear 
The  snap  of  chain-links.     Let  our  gladdened 

ear 
Catch  the  pale  prisoner's  welcome,  as  the 

light 
Follows  thy  axe-stroke,  through  his  cell  of 

night. 
Be  faithful  to  both  worlds  ;    nor  think  to 

feed 
Earth's  starving  millions  with  the  husks  of 

creed. 
Servant  of  Him  whose  mission  high  and  holy 
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Was  to  the  wronged,  the  sorrowing,  and  the 
lowly. 

Thrust  not  his  Eden  promise  from  our 
sphere. 

Distant  and  dim  beyond  the  blue  sky*s 
span  ; 

Like  him  of  Patmos,  see  it,  now  and  here, 

The  New  Jerusalem  comes  down  to  man  ! 

Be  warned  by  Luther's  error.  Nor  like 
him. 

When  the  roused  Teuton  dashes  from  his 
limb 

The  msted  chain  of  ages,  help  to  bind 

His  hands  for  whom  thou  claim'st  the  free- 
dom of  the  mind ! 


CHANNING 

The  last  time  I  saw  Dr.  Channing  was  in  the 
summer  of  1841,  when,  in  company  with  my 
English  friend,  Joseph  Sturg^,  so  well  known 
for  his  philanthropic  labors  and  liberal  political 
opinions,  I  visited  him  in  his  sammer  residence 
in  Rhode  Island.  In  recalling  the  impressions 
of  that  visit,  it  can  scarcely  be  necessary  to  say, 
that  I  have  no  reference  to  the  peculiar  reli- 
gious opinions  of  a  man  whose  life,  beautifully 
and  truly  manifested  above  the  atmosphere  of 
sect,  is  now  the  world^s  conunon  legacy. 

Not  vainly  did  old  poets  tell. 
Nor  vainly  did  old  genius  paint 

€rod*s  great  and  crowning  miracle, 
The  hero  and  the  saint ! 

For  even  in  a  faithless  day 

Can  we  our  sainted  ones  discern  ; 

And  feel,  while  with  them  on  the  way. 
Our  hearts  within  us  burn. 

And  thus  the  common  tongue  and  pen 
Which,    world-wide,    echo    Channing* s 
fame. 

As  one  of  Heaven's  anointed  men. 
Have  sanctified  his  name. 

In  vain  shall  Rome  her  portals  bar. 
And  shut  from  him  her  saintly  prize. 

Whom,  in  the  world's  great  calendar, 
All  men  shall  canonize. 

By  Narragansett's  sunny  bay. 

Beneath  his  green  embowering  wood, 

To  me  it  seems  but  yesterday 
Since  at  his  side  I  stood. 


The  slopes  lay  green  with  summer  rains. 
The  western  wind  blew  fresh  and  freOy 

And  glimmered  down  the  orchard  lanes 
The  white  surf  of  the  sea. 

With  us  was  one^  who,  calm  and  true, 
Life's  highest  purpose  understood, 

And,  like  his  blessed  Master,  knew 
The  joy  of  doing  good. 

Unlearned,  unknown  to  lettered  fome, 
Yet  on  the  lips  of  England's  poor 

And  toiling  millions  dwelt  his  name. 
With  blessings  evermore. 

Unknown  to  power  or  place,  yet  where 
The  sun  looks  o'er  the  Carib  sea, 

It  blended  with  the  freeman's  prayer 
And  song  of  jubilee. 

He  told  of  England's  sin  and  wrong. 
The  ills  her  suffering  children  know. 

The  squalor  of  the  city's  throng. 
The  g^en  field's  want  and  woe. 

O'er  Channing's  face  the  tenderness 

Of  sympathetic  sorrow  stole. 
Like  a  still  shadow,  passionless, 

The  sorrow  of  the  soul. 

But  when  the  generous  Briton  told 

How  hearts  were  answering  to  his  own. 

And  Freedom's  rising  murmur  rolled 
Up  to  the  dull-eared  throne, 

I  saw,  methought,  a  glad  surprise 

Thrill  through  that  frail  and  pain-worn 
frame. 

And,  kindling  in  those  deep,  calm  eyes, 
A  still  and  earnest  flame. 

His  few,  brief  words  were  such  as  move 
The  human  heart,  —  the  Faith-sown  seeds 

Which  ripen  in  the  soil  of  love 
To  high  heroic  deeds. 

No  bars  of  sect  or  clime  were  felt, 

The  Babel  strife  of  tongues  had  ceased. 

And  at  one  common  altar  knelt 
The  Quaker  and  the  priest. 

And  not  in  vain  :  with  strength  renewed, 
And  zeal  refreshed,  and  hope  less  dim, 

For  that  brief  meeting,  each  pursued 
The  path  allotted  him. 


TO  MY  FRIEND  ON  THE    DEATH   OF  HIS   SISTER 
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loes  yet  each  Western  hill 
'ale  with  Channing's  dying  word  ! 
)  the  hearts  of  freemen  stdi 
at  gfreat  warning  stirred  ! 

Jiger  treads  his  native  soil, 
>leadS|  with  zeal  unfelt  before, 
est  right  of  British  toil, 
[aim  of  England's  poor. 

dm  time-wrought  barriers  fall, 
iars  subside,  old  hatreds  melt, 
etching  o'er  the  sea's  blue  wall, 
axon  greets  the  Celt. 

man  on  the  Scottish  lines, 
heffield  gnnder,  worn  and  grim, 
rer  in  the  Cornwall  mines, 
up  with  hope  to  him. 

niters  of  the  glowing  steel, 
feeders  of  the  f orge  s  flame, 
/chers  at  the  loom  and  wheel, 
t  his  honored  name. 

3  the  influence  of  that  hour 
iverse  on  Rhode  Island's  strand 
the  calm,  resistless  power 
i  moves  our  fatherland. 

{868  still  the  generous  thought, 
till  the  fitting  word  He  speeds, 
ith,  at  His  requiring  taught, 
ickens  into  deeds. 

s  the  victory  of  the  grave  7 
dust  upon  the  spirit  lies  ? 
ps  the  sacred  life  he  gave,  — 
rophet  never  dies ! 


FRIEND  ON  THE  DEATH 
OF  HIS  SISTER 

Sturge,  sister  of  Joseph  Sturge,  of 
lam,  the  President  of  the  British  Com- 
ffrage  Association,  died  in  the  6tli 
345.  She  was  the  colles^ue,  coonsel- 
ever^ready  helpmate  of  her  brother 
I  vast  designs  of  beneficence.  The 
am  Pilot  says  of  her:  "Never,  per- 
re  the  active  and  passive  virtues  of 
m  character  more  harmoniously  and 
ly  blended  than  in  this  excellent  wo- 


TuiNE  is  a  grief,  the  depth  of  which  an- 
other 

May  never  know  ; 
Yet,  o'er  the  waters,  O  my  stricken  brother ! 

To  thee  I  go. 

Ilean  my  heart  unto  thee,  sadly  folding 

Thy  hand  in  mine  ; 
With  even  the  weakness  of  my  soul  uphold- 
ing 

The  strength  of  thine. 

I  never  knew,  like  thee,  the  dear  departed; 

I  stood  not  by 
When,  in  calm  trust,  the  pure  and  tranquil- 
hearted 

Lay  down  to  die. 

And  on  thy  ears  my  words  of  weak  condol- 
ing 
Must  vainly  fall : 
The  funeral  bell  which  in  thy  heart  is  toll- 
ing, 
Sounds  over  all ! 

I  will  not  mock  thee  with  the  poor  world's 
common 

And  heartless  phrase. 
Nor  wrong  the  memory  of  a  sainted  woman 

With  idle  praise. 

With  silence  only  as  their  benediction, 

Grod's  angels  come 
Where,  in  the  shadow  of  a  g^at  afiOiction, 

The  soul  sits  dumb  I 

Yet,  would  I  say  what  thy  own  heart  ap- 
proveth : 
Our  Father's  will, 
Calling  to  Him  the  dear  one  whom  He  lov- 
eth, 
Is  mercy  still. 

Not  upon  thee  or  thine  the  solenm  angel 

Hath  evil  wrought : 
Her  funeral  anthem  is  a  glad  evangel,  — 

The  good  die  not  I 

God  calls  our  loved  ones,  but  we  lose  not 
wholly 
What  He  hath  given  ; 
They  live  on  earth,  in  thought  and  deed,  as 
truly 
As  in  His  heaven. 
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And  she  is  with  thee  ;  in  thy  path  of  trial 

She  walketh  yet ; 
Still  with  the  haptism  of  thy  self-denial 

Her  locks  are  wet. 

Up,  then,  my  hrother  I     Lo,  the  fields  of 
harvest 
Lie  white  in  view  ! 
She  lives  and  loves  thee,  and  the  God  thou 
servest 
To  both  is  true. 

Thrust  in  thy  sickle  1  England's  toilwom 
peasants 
Thy  call  abide ; 
And  she  thou  mourn'st,  a  pure  and  holy 
presence, 
Shall  glean  beside  ! 


DANIEL  WHEELER 

Daniel  Wheeler,  a  minister  of  the  Society  of 
Friends,  who  had  labored  in  the  cause  of  his 
Divine  Master  in  Gh«at  Britain,  Russia,  and 
the  islands  of  the  Pacific,  died  in  New  York  in 
the  spring  of  1840,  while  on  a  religious  visit  to 
this  country. 

O  DEARLY  loved ! 
And  worthy  of  our  love  !     No  more 
Thy  aged  form  shall  rise  before 
The  hushed  and  waiting  worshipper, 
Li  meek  obedience  utterance  givin? 
To  words  of  truth,  so  fresh  and  livmg. 
That,  even  to  the  inward  sense, 
They  bore  unquestioned  evidence 
Of  an  anointed  Messenger  1 
Or,  bowing  down  thy  silver  hair 
In  reverent  awfulness  of  prayer. 

The  world,  its  time  and  sense,  shut  out. 
The  brightness  of  Faith's  holy  trance 
Gathered  upon  thy  countenance, 

As  if  each  lingering  cloud  of  doubt, 
The  cold,  dark  shadows  resting  here 
Li  Time's  unluminous  atmosphere, 

Were  lifted  by  an  angel's  hand. 
And  through  them  on  thy  spiritual  eye 
Shone  down  the  blessedness  on  high. 

The  glory  of  the  Better  Land  1 

Tlie  oak  has  fallen  I 
While,  meet  for  no  good  work,  the  vine 
May  yet  its  worthless  branches  twine. 
Who  knoweth  not  that  with  thee  fell 
A  great  man  in  our  Israel  ? 


Fallen,  while  thy  loins  were  girded  still, 
Thy  feet  with  Zion's  dews  still  wet, 
And  in  tby  hand  retaining  yet 
The  pilgrini  s  staff  and  scallop-shell  I 
Unharmed  and  safe,  where,  wild  and  free. 

Across  the  Neva's  cold  morass 
The  breezes  from  the  Frozen  Sea 

With  winter's  arrowy  keenness  pass  ; 
Or  where  the  unwaming  tropic  gale 
Smote  to  the  waves  thy  tattered  sail, 
Or  where  the  noon-hour's  fervid  heat 
Against  Tahiti's  mountains  beat ; 

The  same  mysterious  Hand  which  gaye 
Deliverance  upon  land  and  wave, 
Tempered  for  thee  the  blasts  which  blew 

Ladaga's  frozen  surface  o'er. 
And  blessed  for  thee  the  baleful  dew 

Of  evening  upon  Eimeo's  shore. 
Beneath  this  sunny  heaven  of  ours. 
Midst  our  soft  airs  and  opening  flowers 
Hath  given  thee  a  grave  ! 

His  will  be  done. 
Who  seeth  not  as  man,  whose  way 

Is  not  as  ours  I     'T  is  well  with  thee  1 
Nor  anxious  doubt  nor  dark  dismay 
Disquieted  thy  closing  day. 
But,  evermore,  thy  soul  could  say, 

"  My  Father  careth  still  for  me  ! " 
Called  from  thy  hearth  and  home,  —  from 
her. 

The  last  bud  on  thy  household  tree. 
The  last  dear  one  to  minister 

In  duty  and  in  love  to  thee, 
From  all  which  nature  holdeth  dear. 

Feeble  with  years  and  worn  with  pain. 

To  seek  our  distant  land  again, 
Bound  in  the  spirit,  yet  unknowing 

The  tilings  which  should  befall  thee  here^ 

Whether  for  labor  or  for  death. 
In  childlike  trust  serenely  going 

To  that  last  trial  of  thy  faith  ! 

Oh,  far  away. 
Where  never  shines  our  Northern  star 

On  that  dark  waste  which  Balboa  saw 
From  Darien's  mountains  stretching  far. 
So   strange,   heaven-broad,  and  lone,  that 

there, 
With  forehead  to  its  damp  wind  bare, 

He  bent  his  mailed  knee  in  awe  ; 
In  many  an  isle  whose  coral  feet 
The  surges  of  that  ocean  beat. 
In  thy  palm  shadows,  Oahu, 

And  Honolulu's  silver  bay, 
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;  Owyhee's  bills  of  blue, 
taro-plains  of  Tooboonai, 
Qtle  hearts,  which  long  shall  be 
our  own  at  thought  of  thee, 
iowers  of  Truth's  holy  seed, 
souls  in  weariness  and  need 
e    strengthened    and    refreshed  by 
thine. 

tssed  by  our  Father's  hand 
thy  deep  love  and  tender  care, 
ministry  and  fervent  prayer,  — 
il  as  Eshcol's  clustered  vine 
iel  in  a  weary  land  I 

And  they  who  drew 
usands  round  thee,  in  the  hour 
rayerful  waiting,  hushed  and  deep, 

He  who  bade  the  islands  keep 

before  Him,  might  renew 
r  strength  with  His  unslumbenng 
power, 

00  shall  mourn  that  thou  art  gone, 
,  nevermore  thy  aged  lip 

9othe  the  weak,  the  erring  warn, 

)e  who  first,  rejoicing,  heard 

fh  thee  the  Gospel's  glorious  word,  — 

3  of  thy  true  apostleship. 

'  the  brightest  diadem, 

se  gems  of  glory  purely  bum 

ind  the  ransomed  ones  m  bliss, 

rmore  reserved  for  them 

•   here,  through    toil    and    sorrow, 

turn 

y  to  righteousness, 

e  not  think  of  thee  as  wearing 

tar-like  crown  of  light,  and  bear- 

i  Heaven's  white  and  blissful  band, 
fading  palm-branch  in  thy  hand  ; 
ining  with  a  seraph's  tongue 
new  song  the  elders  sung, 
ng  to  its  blessed  Giver 
igiving,  love,  and  praise  forever  I 

Farewell ! 
ough  the  ways  of  Zion  mourn 
ler  strong  ones  are  called  away, 
ke  thyself  have  calmly  borne 
%t  and  burden  of  the  day, 

1  who  slumbereth  not  nor  sleepeth 
;ient  watch  around  us  keepeth  ; 
int  from  His  creating  hand, 
itnesses  for  Truth  shall  stand, 
struments  to  sound  abroad 

6pel  of  a  risen  Lord  ; 


To  gather  to  the  fold  once  more 
The  desolate  and  gone  astray, 
The  scattered  of  a  cloudy  day. 

And  Zion's  broken  walls  restore  ; 
And,  through  the  travail  and  the  toil 

Of  true  obedience,  minister 
Beauty  for  ashes,  and  the  oil 

Of  joy  for  mourning,  unto  her  ! 
So  shall  her  holy  bounds  increase 
With  walls  of  praise  and  gates  of  peace  : 
So  shall  the  Vme,  which  martyr  tears 
And  blood  sustained  in  other  years. 

With  fresher  life  be  clothea  upon  ; 
And  to  the  world  in  beauty  show 
Like  the  rose-plant  of  Jericho, 

And  glorious  as  Lebanon ! 


TO   FREDRIKA  BREMER 

It  is  proper  to  say  that  these  lines  are  the 
joint  impromptus  of  my  sister  and  myself.  They 
are  inserted  here  af  an  expression  of  our  admira- 
tion of  the  gifted  stranger  whom  we  have  dnoe 
learned  to  love  as  a  friend. 

Seeress  of  the  misty  Norland, 
Daughter  of  the  V  ikings  bold. 

Welcome  to  the  sunny  Vmeland, 
Which  thy  fathers  sought  of  old ! 

Soft  as  flow  of  Silja's  waters. 

When  the  moon  of  summer  shines. 

Strong  as  Winter  from  his  mountains 
Roaring  through  the  sleeted  pines. 

Heart  and  ear,  we  long  have  listened 

To  thy  saga,  rune,  and  song ; 
As  a  household  joy  and  presence 

We  have  known  and  loved  thee  long. 

By  the  mansion's  marble  mantel, 
Round  the  log-walled  cabin's  hearth. 

Thy  sweet  thoughts  and  northern  fancies 
Meet  and  mingle  with  our  mirth. 

And  o'er  weary  spirits  keeping 

Sorrow's  night-watch,  long  and  chill, 

Shine  they  like  thy  sun  of  summer 
Over  midnight  vale  and  hill. 

We  alone  to  thee  are  strangers. 
Thou  our  friend  and  teacher  art ; 

Come,  and  know  us  as  we  know  thee  ; 
Let  us  meet  thee  heart  to  heart  I 
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To  our  homes  and  household  altars 
We,  in  turn,  thy  steps  would  lead, 

As  thy  loving  hand  has  led  us 
O'er  the  threshold  of  the  Swede. 


TO  AVIS   KEENE 

ON  RECEIVING  A  BASKET  OF  SEA-MOSSES 

Thanks  for  thy  gift 

Of  ocean  flowers. 
Born  where  the  golden  drift 
Of  the  slant  sunshine  falls 
Down  the  g^en,  tremulous  walls 
Of  water,  to  the  cool,  still  coral  howers. 
Where,   under    rainbows    of    perpetual 
showers, 
God's  gardens  of  the  deep 
His  patient  angels  keep  ; 
Gladdening  the  dim,  strange  solitude 
With  fairest  forms  and  hues,  and  thus 
Forever  teaching  us 
The  lesson  which  the  many-colored  skies. 
The  flowers,  and  leaves,  and  painted  butter- 
flies, 
The  deer's  branched  antlers,  the  gay  bird 

that  flings 
The  tropic  sunshine  from  its  golden  wings. 
The  brightness  of  the  human  countenance, 
Its  play  of  smiles,  the  magic  of  a  glance, 
Forevermore  repeat, 
In  varied  tones  and  sweet, 
That  beauty,  in  and  of  itself,  is  good. 

O  kind  and  generous  friend,  o'er  whom 
The  sunset  hues  of  Time  are  cast, 
Fainting,  upon  the  overpast 
And  scattered  clouds  of  noonday  sorrow 
The  promise  of  a  fairer  morrow, 
An  earnest  of  the  better  life  to  come  ; 
The  binding  of  the  spirit  broken. 
The  warning  to  the  erring  spoken, 

The  comfort  of  the  sad. 
The  eye  to  see,  the  hand  to  cull 
Of  common  things  the  beautiful, 

The  absent  heart  made  glad 
By  simple  gift  or  g^raceful  token 
Of  love  it  needs  as  daily  food. 
All  own  one  Source,  and  all  are  gfood  I 
Hence,  tracking  sunny  cove  and  reach. 
Where    spent   waves    glimmer  up    the 

beach. 
And  toss  their  gifts  of  weed  and  shell 
From  foamy  curve  and  combing  swell, 


No  unbefitting  task  was  thine 
To  weave  these  flowers  so  soft  and 
fair 

In  unison  with  His  design 

Who  loveth  beauty  everywhere  ; 

And  makes  in  every  zone  and  dime, 
In  ocean  and  in  upper  air, 

**  All  things  beautiful  in  their  time.^ 

For  not  alone  in  tones  of  awe  and  power 

He  speaks  to  man  ; 
The  cloudy  horror  of  the  thunder-shower 
His  rainbows  span ; 
And  where  the  caravan 
Winds  o'er  the  desert,  leaving,  as  in  air  j 

The  crane-flock  leaves,  no  trace  of  passage 

there,  J 

He  gives  the  weary  eye  1 

The  palm-leaf  shadow  for  the  hot  noon 
hours. 
And  on  its  branches  dry 
Calls  out  the  acacia's  flowers  ; 
And  where  the  dark  shaft  pierces  down 

Beneath  the  mountain  roots, 
Seen  by  the  miner's  lamp  alone, 
The  star-like  crystal  shoots  ; 
So,  where,  the  winds  and  waves  below, 
The  coral-branched  gardens  g^w. 
His  climbing  weeds  and  mosses  show, 
Like  foliage,  on  each  stony  bough. 
Of  varied  hues  more  strangely  gay 
Than  forest  leaves  in  autumn's  £iy  ;  — 
Thus  evermore. 
On  sky,  and  wave,  and  shore. 
An  all-pervading  beauty  seems  to  say : 
God's  love  and  power  are  one  ;   and 

they. 
Who,  like  the  thunder  of  a  sultry  day, 
Smite  to  restore, 
And  they,  who,  like  the  gentle  wind,  uplift 
The  petals  of  the  dew-wet  flowers,  and  drift 

Their  perfume  on  the  air, 
Alike  may  serve  Him,  each,  with  their  own 
gift, 
Making  their  lives  a  prayer ! 


THE   HILL-TOP 

The  burly  driver  at  my  side. 
We  slowly  climbed  the  hill, 

Whose  summit,  in  the  hot  noontide, 
Seemed  rising,  rising  still. 

At  last,  our  short  noon-shadows  hid 
The  top-stone,  bare  and  brown, 


ELLIOTT 


a  whence,  like  Gizeh's  pyramid, 
le  rough  mass  slanted  down. 

t  the  cool  breath  of  the  North  ; 
itween  me  and  the  sun, 
deep,  still  lake,  and  ridgy  earth, 
taw  the  cloud-shades  run. 
re  me,  stretcbea  for  glistening  miles, 
ly  mountain-girdled  Squam  ; 
green-winged  birds,  the  leafy  isles 
>on  its  bosom  swam. 

,   glimmering    through    the    sun-haze 

warm, 
X  as  the  eye  could  roam, 
I  billows  of  an  earthquake  storm 
(flecked  with  clouds  like  foam, 
r  vales  in  misty  shadow  deep, 
leir  rugged  peaks  in  shine, 
r  the  mountain  ranges  sweep 
le  horizon's  northern  line. 

'e  towered  Chocorua's  peak  ;  and  west, 

oosehillock's  woods  were  seen, 

1  many  a  nameless  slide-scarred  crest 

id  pine-dark  gorge  between. 

md  them,  like  a  sun-rimmed  cloud, 

le  g^at  Notch  mountains  shone, 

ched  over  by  the  solemn-browed 

id  awful  face  of  stone  ! 

^ood  look-off  ! "  the  driver  spake  : 
^bout  this  time  last  year, 
)ve  a  party  to  the  Lake, 
id  stopped,  at  evening,  here, 
as  duskish  down  below  ;  but  all 
lese  hills  stood  in  the  sun, 
dipped  behind  yon  purple  wall, 
3  left  them,  one  by  one. 

ady,  who,  from  Thornton  hill, 
id  held  her  place  outside, 
,  as  a  pleasant  woman  will, 
id  cheered  the  long,  dull  ride, 
ught  me,  with  so  sweet  a  smile, 
lat  —  though  I  hate  delays  — 
dd  not  choose  but  rest  awhile,  — 
liese  women  have  such  ways  !) 

yonder  mossy  ledge  she  sat, 
sr  sketch  upon  her  knees, 
ray  brown  lock  beneath  her  hat 
orolling  in  the  breeze  ; 
sweet  face,  in  the  sunset  light 
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Upraised  and  glorZ~  ] 

I  never  saw  a  prettieraSftft*^  underlaid 
Li  all  my  moimtain  ride. 

**  As  good  as  fair  ;  it  seemed  her  joy 

To  comfort  and  to  give  ; 
My  poor,  sick  wife,  and  cripple  boy, 

Will  bless  her  while  they  five  I  *' 
The  tremor  in  the  driver's  tone 

His  manhood  did  not  shame  : 
"  I  dare  say,  sir,  you  may  have  known"— 

He  named  a  well-known  name. 

Then  sank  the  pyramidal  mounds. 

The  blue  lake  fled  away  ; 
For  mountain-scope  a  parlor's  bounds, 

A  lighted  hearth  for  day  ! 
From  lonely  years  and  weary  miles 

The  shadows  fell  apart ; 
Kind  voices  cheered,  sweet  human  smilea 

Shone  warm  into  my  heart. 

We  journeyed  on  ;  but  earth  and  sky 

Had  power  to  charm  no  more  ; 
Still  dreamed  my  inward-turning  eye 

The  dream  of  memory  o'er. 
Ah  I  human  kindness,  human  love,  — 

To  few  who  seek  denied  ; 
Too  late  we  learn  to  prize  above 

The  whole  round  world  beside  I 


ELLIOTT 

Ebenezer  Elliott  was  to  the  artisans  of  Eng*- 
land  what  Bums  was  to  the  peasantry  of  Scot- 
land. His  ComUaw  Rhymes  contributed  not  a 
little  to  that  overwhelming  tide  of  popular 
opinion  and  feeling  which  resulted  in  the  repeal 
01  the  tax  on  br^ul.  Well  has  the  eloquent 
author  of  TTie  Reforms  and  Reformers  of  Great 
Britain  said  of  him,  **  Not  corn-law  repealers 
alone,  bnt  all  Britons  who  moisten  their  scanty 
bread  with  the  sweat  of  the  brow,  are  hugely 
indebted  to  his  inspiring  lay,  for  the  mie-hty 
bound  which  the  laboring  mind  of  Enghuia 
has  taken  in  our  day." 

Hands  oft !  thou  tithe-fat  plunderer  I  play 

No  trick  of  priestcraft  here  ! 
Back,  puny  lordling  !  darest  thou  lay 

A  hand  on  Elliott's  bier  ? 
Alive,  your  rank  and  pomp,  as  dust. 

Beneath  his  feet  he  trod  : 
He  knew  the  locust  swarm  that  cursed 

The  harvest-fields  of  God. 
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To  our  homes  andji  smothered  thought 

""smillions  feel, 
lerce  and  fearful  splendor  caught, 
As  from  his  forge  tne  steel. 
Strong-armed  as  Thor,  a  shower  of  fire  . 

His  smitten  anvil  flung  ; 
God's  curse,  Earth's  wrong,  dumb  Hunger's 
ire. 
He  gave  them  all  a  tongue  I 

Then  let  the  poor  roan's  homy  hands 

Bear  up  the  mighty  dead, 
And  labor's  swart  and  stalwart  bands 

Behind  as  mourners  tread. 
Leave  cant  and  craft  their  baptized  bounds, 

Leave  rank  its  minster  floor  ; 
Give  England's  green  and  daisied  grounds 

The  poet  of  the  poor  I 

Lay  down  upon  his  Sheaf's  green  verge 

That  brave  old  heart  of  oak, 
With  fitting  dirge  from  sounding  forge. 

And  pall  of  furnace  smoke  I 
Where  whirls  the  stone  its  dizzy  rounds. 

And  axe  and  sledge  are  swung, 
And,  timing  to  their  stormy  sounds. 

His  stormy  lays  are  sung. 

There  let  the  peasant's  step  be  heard. 

The  grinder  chant  his  rhyme  ; 
Nor  patron's  praise  nor  dainty  word 

Befits  the  man  or  time. 
No  soft  lament  nor  dreamer's  sigh 

For  him  whose  words  were  bread  ; 
The  Runic  rhyme  and  spell  whereby 

The  foodless  poor  were  fed  I 

Pile  up  the  tombs  of  rank  and  pride, 

O  England,  as  thou  wilt  I 
With  pomp  to  nameless  worth  denied, 

Emblazon  titled  guilt  I 
No  part  or  lot  in  these  we  claim  ; 

But,  o'er  the  sounding  wave, 
A  common  nght  to  Elliott's  name, 

A  freehold  in  his  grave  I 

ICHABOD 

This  poem  was  the  outcome  of  the  surprise 
and  grief  and  forecast  of  evil  consequences 
which  I  felt  on  reading  the  seventh  of  March 
speech  of  Daniel   Webster  in  support  of  the 

compromise,"  and  the  Fugitive  81ave  Law. 
No  partisan  or  personal  enmity  dictated  it 
On  the  contrary  my  admiration  of  the  splendid 
X^ersonality  and  intellectual  power  of  the  great  i 


Senator  was  never  stronger  than  when  I  laid 
down  his  speech,  and,  in  one  of  the  saddest 
moments  of  my  life,  penned  my  protest.  I 
saw,  as  I  wrote,  with  painful  clearness  its  sure 
results,  —  the  Slave  Power  arrc^^ant  and  defi- 
ant, strengthened  and  encouraged  to  carry  out 
its  scheme  for  the  extension  of  its  baleful  sys- 
tem, or  the  dissolution  of  the  Union,  the  guar- 
anties of  personal  liberty  in  the  free  States 
broken  down,  and  the  whole  country  made  die 
hunting-g^und  of  slave-catchers.  In  the  hor- 
ror of  such  a  vision,  so  soon  fearfully  fulfilled, 
if  one  spoke  at  all,  he  could  only  speak  in  tones 
of  stem  and  sorrowful  rebuke. 

But  death  softens  all  resentments,  and  the 
consciousness  of  a  common  inheritance  of  frail- 
ty and  weakness  modifies  the  severity  of 
J'udg^ent.  Years  after,  in  The  Lost  Occasum^ 
gave  utterance  to  an  almost  universal  regret  j 
that  the  great  statesman  did  not  live  to  see  the 
flag  which  he  loved  trampled  under  the  feet  of 
Slavery,  and,  in  view  of  this  desecration,  nuik» 
his  last  days  glorious  in  defence  of  "  Liberty 
and  Union,  one  and  inseparable." 

So  fallen  I  so  lost  I  the  light  withdrawn    ' 

Which  once  he  wore  I 
The  glory  from  his  gray  hairs  gone 

F orevermore  I 

Revile  him  not,  the  Tempter  hath 

A  snare  for  all ; 
And  pitying  tears,  not  scorn  and  wrath, 

Befit  his  fall  I 

Oh,  dumb  be  passion's  stormy  rage. 

When  he  who  might 
Have  lighted  up  and  led  his  age, 

Falls  back  in  night. 

Scorn  !  would  the  angels  laugh,  to  mark 

A  bright  soul  driven. 
Fiend-goaded,  down  the  endless  dark. 

From  hope  and  heaven  ! 

Let  not  the  land  once  proud  of  him 

Insult  him  now, 
Nor  brand  with  deeper  shame  his  dina, 

Dishonored  brow. 

But  let  its  humbled  sons,  instead. 

From  sea  to  lake, 
A  long  lament,  as  for  the  dead. 

In  sadness  make. 

Of  all  we  loved  and  honored,  naught 
Save  power  remains ; 
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A  fallen  angel's  pride  of  thought, 
Still  strong  in  chains. 

U  else  is  gone  ;  from  those  g^at  eyes 
y  The  soul  has  fled : 
^^  faith  is  lost,  when  honor  dies, 
*he  man  is  dead  I 

pay  the  reverence  of  old  days 

)  his  dead  fame  ; 
^       >ackward,  with  averted  gaze, 
at        id  hide  the  shame  ! 


THE   LOST   OCCASION 

Some  die  too  late  and  some  too  soon, 
At  early  morning,  heat  of  noon, 
Or  the  chill  evening  twilight.     Thou, 
Whom  the  rich  heavens  did  so  endow 
With    eyes    of    power    and    Jove's    own 

brow. 
With  all  the  massive  strength  that  fills 
Thy  home-horizon's  granite  hills. 
With  rarest  gifts  of  heart  and  head 
From  manliest  stock  inherited. 
New  England's  stateliest  type  of  man, 
In  port  and  speech  Olympian  ; 
Whom  no  one  met,  at  first,  but  took 
A  second  awed  and  wondering  look 
(As  turned,  perchance,  the  eyes  of  Greece 
On  Phidias'  unveiled  masterpiece)  ; 
Whose  words  in  simplest  homespun  clad, 
The  Saxon  strength  of  Csedmon  s  had, 
With  power  reserved  at  need  to  reach 
The  Roman  forum's  loftiest  speech. 
Sweet  with  persuasion,  eloquent 
In  passion,  cool  in  arg^iment, 
Or,  ponderous,  falling  on  thy  foes 
As  fell  the  Norse  god's  hammer  blows. 
Crushing  as  if  with  Talus'  flail 
Through  Error's  logic- woven  mail. 
And  failing  only  when  they  tried 
The  adamant  of  the  righteous  side,  — 
Thou,  foiled  in  aim  and  hope,  bereaved 
Of  old  friends,  by  the  new  deceived. 
Too  soon  for  us,  too  soon  for  thee. 
Beside  thy  lonely  Northern  sea. 
Where  long  and  low  the  marsh-lands  spread. 
Laid  wearily  down  thy  august  head. 

Thou  shouldst  have  lived  to  feel  below 
Thy  feet  Disunion's  flerce  upthrow  ; 


The  late-sprung  mine  that  underlaid 

Thy  sad  concessions  vainly  made. 

Thou  shouldst  have  seen  from   Sumter's 

wall 
The  star-flag  of  the  Union  fall. 
And  armed  rebellion  pressing  on 
The  broken  lines  of  Washington  I 
No  stronger  voice  than  thine  had  then 
Called  out  the  utmost  might  of  men, 
To  make  the  Union's  charter  free 
And  strengthen  law  by  liberty. 
How  had  that  stem  arbitrament 
To  thy  g^y  age  youth's  vigor  lent, 
Shaming  ambition's  paltry  prize 
Before  thy  disillusioned  eyes  ; 
Breaking  the  spell  about  thee  wound 
Like    the    green    withes    that     Samson 

bound ;  * 

Redeeming  in  one  effort  grand. 
Thyself  and  thy  imperilled  laud  I 
Ah,  cruel  fate,  that  closed  to  thee, 
O  sleeper  by  the  Northern  sea. 
The  gates  of  opportunity  I 
God  fills  the  gaps  of  human  need. 
Each  crisis  brings  its  word  and  deed. 
Wise  men  and  strong  we  did  not  lack ; 
But  still,  with  memory  turning  back. 
In  the  dark  hours  we  thought  of  thee, 
And  thy  lone  grave  beside  the  sea. 

Above  that  grave  the  east  winds  blow, 

And  from  the  marsh-lands  drifting  slow 

The  sea-fog  comes,  with  evermore 

The  wave-wash  of  a  lonely  shore. 

And  sea-bird's  melancholy  cry. 

As  Nature  fain  would  typify 

The  sadness  of  a  closing  scene. 

The  loss  of  that  which  should  have  been. 

But,  where  thy  native  mountains  bare 

Their  foreheads  to  diviner  air. 

Fit  emblem  of  enduring  fame. 

One  lofty  summit  keeps  thy  name. 

For  thee  the  cosmic  forces  did 

The  rearing  of  that  pyramid. 

The  prescient  ages  shaping  with 

Fire,  flood,  and  frost  thy  monolith. 

Sunrise  and  sunset  lay  thereon 

With  hands  of  light  their  benison, 

The  stars  of  midnight  pause  to  set 

Their  jewels  in  its  coronet. 

And  evermore  that  mountain  mass 

Seems  climbing  from  the  shadowy  pass 

To  light,  as  if  to  manifest 

Thy  nobler  self,  thy  life  at  best  I 
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WORDSWORTH 

WRITTEN  ON  A  BLANK  LEAF  OF  HIS 

MEMOIRS 

Dear  friends,  who  read  the  world  aright, 
And  in  its  common  forms  discern 

A  beauty  and  a  harmony 
The  many  never  learn  ! 

Elindred  in  soul  of  him  who  found 
In  simple  flower  and  leaf  and  stone 

The  impulse  of  the  sweetest  lays 
Our  oazon  tongue  has  known,  — 

Accept  this  record  of  a  life 

As  sweet  and  pure,  as  calm  and  good. 
As  a  longf  day  of  blandest  June 

In  g^en  field  and  in  wood. 

How  welcome  to  our  ears,  long  pained 
By  strife  of  sect  and  party  noise, 

The  brook-like  murmur  of  his  song 
Of  nature's  simple  joys  I    / 

The  violet  by  its  mossy  stone, 
The  primrose  by  the  river's  brim. 

And  chance-sown  daffodil,  have  found 
Immortal  life  through  him. 

The  sunrise  on  his  breezy  lake. 
The  rosy  tints  his  sunset  brought. 

World-seen,  are  gladdening  all  th&  vales 
And  mountain-peaks  of  thought. 

Art  builds  on  sand  ;  the  works  of  pride 
And  human  passion  change  and  fall ; 

But  that  which  shares  the  life  of  God 
With  Him  surviveth  all. 


TO 


LINES  WRITTEN  AFTER  A  SUMMER  DAY'S 

EXCURSION 

Fair  Nature's  priestesses  I  to  whom. 
In  hieroglyph  of  bud  and  bloom. 

Her  mysteries  are  told  ; 
Who,  wise  in  lore  of  wood  and  mead. 
The  seasons'  pictured  scrolls  can  read. 

In  lessons  manifold  I 

Thanks  for  the  courtesy,  and  gay 
Good-humor,  which  on  Washing  Day 
Our  ill-timed  visit  bore  ; 


Thanks  for  your  graceful  oars,  which  broke 
The  morning  dreams  of  Artichoke, 
Along  his  wooded  shore  ! 

Varied  as  varying  Nature's  ways, 
Sprites  of  the  river,  woodland  lays, 

Or  mountain  nymphs,  ye  seem ; 
Free-limbed  Dianas  on  the  green. 
Loch  Katrine's  Ellen,  or  Undine, 

Upon  your  favorite  stream. 

The  forms  of  which  the  poets  told, 
The  fair  benignities  of  old, 

Were  doubtless  such  as  you  ; 
What  more  than  Artichoke  the  rill 
Of  Helicon  ?     Than  Pipe-stave  hill 

Arcadia's  mountain-view  ? 

No  sweeter  bowers  the  bee  delayed^ 
In  wild  Hymettus'  scented  shade. 

Than  those  you  dwell  among  ; 
Snow-flowered  azaleas,  intertwined 
With  roses,  over  banks  inclined 

With  trembling  harebells  hung  I 

A  charmed  life  unknown  to  death. 
Immortal  freshness  Nature  hath  ; 

Her  fabled  fount  and  glen 
Are  now  and  here  :  Dodona's  shrine 
Still  murmurs  in  the  wind-swept  pine,  — 

All  is  that  e'er  hath  been. 

The  Beauty  which  old  Greece  or  Rome 
Sung,  painted,  wrought,  lies  close  at  home  ; 

We  need  but  eye  and  ear 
In  all  our  daily  walks  to  trace 
The  outlines  of  incarnate  grace. 

The  hymns  of  gods  to  hear  I 


IN    PEACE 

A  TRACK  of  moonlight  on  a  quiet  lake. 
Whose  small  waves   on  a  silver-sanded 

shore 
Whisper  of  peace,  and  with  the  low  winds 

make 
Such  harmonies  as  keep  the  woods  awake, 
And  listening  all  night  long  for  their  sweet 

sake  ; 
A  green-waved  slope  of  meadow,  hovered 

o'er 
By  angel-troops  of  lilies,  swaying  light 
On  viewless  stems,  with  folded  wings  of 

white ; 
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A  slumberous  stretch  of  mountain-land,  far 

seen 
Where  the  low  westering  day,  with  gold 

and  green, 
Purple  and  amber,  softly  blended,  fills 
The  wooded  vales,  and  melts  among  the 

hills ; 
A  vine-fringed  river,  winding  to  its  rest 
On  the  calm  bosom  of  a  stormless  sea, 
Bearing  alike  upon  its  placid  breast. 
With  earthly  flowers  and  heavenly  stars  im- 
pressed. 
The  hues  of  time  and  of  eternity : 
Such  are  the  pictures  which  the  thought  of 

thee, 
O  friend,  awakeneth,  —  charming  the  keen 
pain 
Of  thy  departure,  and  our  sense  of  loss 
Requiting  with  the  fullness  of  thy  gain. 
Lol   on  the  quiet  grave  thy  liie-bome 
cross, 
Dropped  only  at  its  side,  methinks  doth 

shine, 
Of  thy  beatitude  the  radiant  sign  ! 

No  sob  of  grief,  no  wild  lament  be  there. 
To  break  the  Sabbath  of  the  holy  air  ; 
Bat,  in  their  stead,  the  silent-breathing 

prayer 
Of  hearts  still  waiting  for  a  rest  like  thine. 
O  spirit  redeemed  I     Forgive  us,  if  hence- 
forth, 
With  sweet  and  pure  similitudes  of  earth, 
We  keep  thy  pleasant  memory  freshly 
green, 
Of  lovers  inheritance  a  priceless  part. 
Which  Fancy's  self,  in  reverent  awe,  is 
seen 
To  paint,  forgetful  of  the  tricks  of  art, 
With  pencu  dipped  alone  in  colors  of  the 
heart. 


BENEDICITE 

God's  love  and  peace  be  with  thee,  where 
Soe'er  this  soft  autumnal  air 
Lifts  the  dark  tresses  of  thy  hair  I 

Whether  through  city  casements  comes 
Its  kiss  to  thee,  in  crowded  rooms, 
Or,  out  among  the  woodland  blooms, 

It  freshens  o'er  thy  thoughtful  face, 
Imparting,  in  its  glad  embrace, 
Beauty  to  beauty,  grace  to  grace  I 


Fair  Nature's  book  together  read, 

The  old  wood-paths  t^t  knew  our  tread. 

The  maple  shadows  overhead,  — 

The  hills  we  climbed,  the  river  seen 
By  gleams  along  its  deep  ravine, — 
Ail  keep  thy  memory  fresh  and  green. 

Where'er  I  look,  where'er  I  stray, 
Thy  thought  goes  with  me  on  my  way, 
And  hence  the  prayer  I  breathe  to-day  ; 

O'er  lapse  of  time  and  chan^  of  scene, 
The  weary  waste  which  liesl)etween 
Thyself  and  me,  my  heart  I  lean. 

Thou  lack'st  not  Friendship's  spell-word, 

nor 
The  half-unconscious  power  to  draw 
All  hearts  to  thine  by  Love's  sweet  law. 

With  these  good  gifts  of  God  is  cast 
Thy  lot,  and  many  a  charm  thou  hast 
To  hold  the  blessed  angels  fast. 

If,  then,  a  fervent  wish  for  thee 

The  gracious  heavens  will  heed  from  me. 

What  should,  dear  heart,  its  burden  be  ? 

The  sighing  of  a  shaken  reed,  — 
What  can  1  more  than  meekly  plead 
The  greatness  of  our  common  need  ? 

God's  love,  —  unchanging,  pure,  and  true,— 
The  Paraclete  white-shining  through 
His  peace,  —  the  fall  of  Hermon's  dew  I 

With  such  a  prayer,  on  this  sweet  day, 
As  thou  mayst  hear  and  I  may  say, 
I  greet  thee,  dearest,  far  away  ! 

KOSSUTH 

It  can  scarcely  be  necessary  to  say  that  there 
are  elements  in  the  character  and  passages  in 
the  history  of  the  great  Hungarian  statesman 
and  orator,  which  necessarily  command  the  ad- 
miration of  those,  even,  who  believe  that  no 
political  revolution  was  ever  worth  the  price  of 
numan  blood. 

Type   of  two  mighty  continents  !  —  com- 
bining 
The  strength  of  Europe  with  the  warmth 
and  glow 
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Of  Asian  song  and  prophecy,  —  the  shining 
Of  Orient  splendors  oyer  Northern  snow  ! 

Who  shall  receiye  him?     Who,  unblush- 
ing, speak 

Welcome  to  him,  who,  while  he  stroye  to 
break 

The  Austrian  yoke  from  Magyar  necks, 
smote  off 

At  the  same  blow  the  fetters  of  the  serf, 

Rearing  the  altar  of  his  Fatherland 

On  the  firm  base  of  freedom,  and  thereby 

Lifting  to  Heaven  a  patriot's  stainless  hand, 
Mocked  not  the  God  of  Justice  with  a 
lie  I 

Who  shall  be  Freedom's  mouthpiece  ?  Who 
shall  give 

Her  welcoming  cheer  to  the  great  fugitive  ? 

Not  he  who,  ^  her  sacred  trusts  oetray- 

Is  scourging  back  to  slavery's  hell  of  pain 
The  swarthy  Kossutbs  of  our  land  again  I 
Not  he  whose  utterance  now  from  lips  de- 
signed 
The  bugle-march  of  Liberty  to  wind. 
And  csul  her  hosts  beneath  the  breaking 

Hght, 
The  keen  reveille  of  her  mom  of  fight. 
Is  but  the  hoarse  note  of  the  blood- 
hound's baying. 
The  wolf's  long  howl  behind  the  bondman's 

flight  f 
Oh  for  the  tongue  of  him  who  lies  at  rest 
In  Quincy's  shade  of  patrimonial  trees, 
Last  of  the  Puritan  tribunes  and  the  best. 
To  lend  a  voice  to  Freedom's  sympa- 
thies. 
And  hail  the  coming  of  the  noblest  guest 
The  Old  World's  wrong  has  given  the  New 
World  of  the  West ! 


TO   MY   OLD   SCHOOLMASTER 

AN  EPISTLE  NOT  AFTER  THE  MANNER 
OF   HORACE 

These  lines  were  addressed  to  my  worthy 
friend  Joshua  Coffin,  teacher,  historian,  and  an- 
tiquarian. He  was  one  of  the  twelve  persons 
who  with  William  Lloyd  Ghurison  formed  the 
first  anti-filaYery  society  in  New  England. 

Old  friend,  kind  friend  I  lightly  down 
Drop  time's  snow-flakes  on  thy  crown  I 
Never  be  thy  shadow  less, 


Never  fail  thy  cheerfulness  ; 
Care,  that  kilb  the  cat,  may  plough 
Wrinkles  in  the  miser's  brow. 
Deepen  envy's  spiteful  frown. 
Draw  the  mouths  of  bigots  down. 
Plague  ambition's  dream,  and  sit 
Heavy  on  the  hypocrite. 
Haunt  the  rich  man's  door,  and  ride 
In  the  gilded  coach  of  pride  ;  — 
Let  the  fiend  pass  I  —  what  can  he 
Find  to  do  with  such  as  thee  ? 
Seldom  comes  that  evil  guest 
Where  the  conscience  lies  at  rest, 
And  brown  health  and  quiet  wit 
Smiling  on  the  threshola  sit. 

I,  the  urchin  unto  whom. 
In  that  smoked  and  dingy  room. 
Where  the  district  gave  thee  rule 
O'er  its  ragged  winter  school. 
Thou  didst  teach  the  mysteries 
Of  those  weary  A  B  C's,  — 
Where,  to  fill  the  every  pause 
Of  thy  wise  and  learned  saws. 
Through  the  cracked  and  crazy  wall 
Came  the  cradle-rock  and  squall. 
And  the  goodman's  voice,  at  str^e 
With  his  shrill  and  tipsy  wife,  — 
Luring  us  by  stories  old. 
With  a  comic  unction  told. 
More  than  by  the  eloquence 
Of  terse  birchen  arguments 
(Doubtful  gain,  I  fear),  to  look 
With  complacence  on  a  book  I  — 
Where  the  genial  pedagogue 
Half  forgot  his  rogues  to  flog, 
Citing  tale  or  apolo^e. 
Wise  and  merry  in  its  drift 
As  was  Phaedrus'  twofold  gift. 
Had  the  little  rebels  known  it, 
Risum  et  prudentiam  monet ! 
I,  —  the  man  of  middle  years. 
In  whose  sable  locks  appears 
Many  a  warning  fleck  of  g^y,  — 
Looking  back  to  that  far  day. 
And  thy  primal  lessons,  feel 
Grateful  smiles  my  lips  unseal. 
As,  remembering  thee,  I  blend 
Olden  teacher,  present  friend. 
Wise  with  antiquarian  search, 
In  the  scrolls  of  State  and  Church  : 
Named  on  history's  title-page. 
Parish-clerk  and  justice  sage  ; 
For  the  ferule's  wholesome  awe 
Wielding  now  the  sword  of  law. 
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Threshing  Time's  neglected  sheaves, 
Gathering  up  the  scattered  leaves 
Which  the  wrinkled  sibyl  cast 
Careless  from  her  as  she  passed,  •— 
Twofold  citizen  art  thou, 
Freeman  of  the  past  and  now. 
He  who  bore  thy  name  of  old 
Midway  in  the  heavens  did  hold 
Over  Gibeon  moon  and  sun  ; 
Thou  hast  bidden  them  backward  ran  ; 
Of  to-day  the  present  ray 
Flinging  over  yesterday ! 

Let  the  busy  ones  deride 
What  I  deem  of  right  thy  pride  : 
Let  the  fools  their  treadmills  grind, 
Look  not  forward  nor  behind. 
Shuffle  in  and  wriggle  out, 
Veer  with  every  breeze  about, 
Taming  like  a  windmill  sail. 
Or  a  dog  that  seeks  his  tail ; 
Let  them  laugh  to  see  thee  fast 
Tabernacled  iu  the  Past, 
Working  out  with  eye  and  lip 
Riddles  of  old  penmanship. 
Patient  as  Belzoni  there 
Sorting  out,  with  loving  care. 
Mammies  of  dead  questions  stripped 
From  their  sevenfold  manuscript  f 

Dabbling,  in  their  noisy  way. 

In  the  puddles  of  to-day. 

Little  know  they  of  that  vast 

Solemn  ocean  of  the  past, 

On  whose  margin,  wreck-bespread, 

Thoa  art  walking  with  the  dead, 

Questioning  the  stranded  years, 

Waking  smiles  by  turns,  and  tears. 

As  thou  callest  up  again 

Shapes  the  dust  has  long  o'erlain,  — 

Fair-haired  woman,  bearded  man, 

Cavalier  and  Puritan  ; 

In  an  age  whose  eager  view 

Seeks  but  present  things,  and  new, 

Mad  for  party,  sect  and  gold, 

Teaching  reverence  for  the  old. 

On  that  shore,  with  fowler's  tact. 
Coolly  bagging  fact  on  fact, 
Naught  amiss  to  thee  can  float. 
Tale,  or  song,  or  anecdote  ; 
Village  gossip,  centuries  old. 
Scandals  by  our  grandams  told. 
What  the  pilgrim's  table  spread. 
Where  he  lived,  and  whom  he  wed, 


Lonff-drawn  bUl  of  wine  and  beer 
For  his  ordination  cheer. 
Or  the  flip  that  wellnigh  made 
Glad  his  funeral  cavalcade  ; 
Weary  prose,  and  poet's  Unes, 
Flavored  by  their  age,  like  wines. 
Eulogistic  of  some  quaint, 
Doubtful,  Puritanic  saint ; 
Lays  that  quickened  husking  jigs. 
Jests  that  shook  g^rave  periwigs. 
When  the  parson  had  his  jokes 
And  his  glass,  like  other  folks  ; 
Sermons  that,  for  mortal  hours. 
Taxed  our  fathers'  vital  powers. 
As  the  long  nineteenthlies  poured 
Downward  from  the  sounding-board. 
And,  for  fire  of  Pentecost, 
Touched  their  beards  December's  fiosL 

Time  is  hastening  on,  and  we 
What  our  fathers  are  shall  be,  — 
Shadow-shapes  of  memory  f 
Joined  to  that  vast  multitude 
Where  the  great  are  but  the  good, 
And  the  mind  of  strength  shall  prove 
Weaker  than  the  heart  of  love  ; 
Pride  of  graybeard  wisdom  less 
Than  the  infant's  g^ilelessness. 
And  his  song  of  sorrow  more 
Than  the  crown  the  Psalmist  wore  ! 
Who  shall  then,  with  pious  zeal, 
At  our  moss-grown  thresholds  kneel, 
From  a  stained  and  stony  page 
Reading  to  a  careless  age, 
With  a  patient  eye  like  thine. 
Prosing  tale  and  limping  line. 
Names  and  words  the  hoary  rime 
Of  the  Past  has  made  sublime  ? 
Who  shall  work  for  us  as  well 
The  antiquarian's  miracle  ? 
Who  to  seeming  life  recall 
Teacher  grave  and  pupil  small  ? 
Who  shall  give  to  thee  and  me 
Freeholds  in  futurity  ? 

Well,  whatever  lot  be  mine. 
Long  and  happy  days  be  thine, 
Ere  thy  full  and  honored  age 
Dates  of  time  its  latest  page  I 
Sauire  for  master.  State  for  school, 
Wisely  lenient,  live  and  rule  ; 
Over  grown-up  knave  and  rogue 
Play  the  watchful  pedagogue  ; 
Or,  while  pleasure  smiles  on  duty. 
At  the  call  of  youth  and  beauty^ 
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Speak  for  them  the  spell  of  law 
Which  shall  bar  and  bolt  withdraw, 
And  the  flamine  sword  remove 
From  the  Paradise  of  Love. 
Still,  with  ondimmed  eyesight,  pore 
Ancient  tome  and  record  o^r  ; 
Still  thy  week-day  lyrics  croon. 
Pitch  in  church  the  Sunday  tune, 
Showing  something,  in  thy  part. 
Of  the  old  Puritanic  art. 
Singer  after  Sternhold's  heart  I 
In  thy  pew,  for  many  a  year, 
Homilies  from  Oldbug  hear. 
Who  to  wit  like  that  of  South, 
And  the  Syrian's  golden  mouth, 
Doth  the  homely  pathos  add 
Which  the  pilgrim  preachers  had  ; 
Breaking,  like  a  chUd  at  play. 
Gilded  idob  of  the  day. 
Cant  of  knave  and  pomp  of  fool 
Tossing  with  his  ridicule, 
Tet,  in  earnest  or  in  jest. 
Ever  keeping  truth  abreast. 
And,  when  thou  art  called,  at  last. 
To  thy  townsmen  of  the  past. 
Not  as  stranger  shalt  thou  come ; 
Thou  shalt  find  thyself  at  home 
With  the  little  and  the  big. 
Woollen  cap  and  periwig, 
Madam  in  her  high-laced  ruff. 
Goody  in  her  home-made  stuff,  — 
Wise  and  simple,  rich  and  poor. 
Thou  hast  known  them  all  before  ! 


THE   CROSS 

Richard  Dillingham,  a  young  member  of  the 
Society  of  Friends,  died  in  the  Nashville  peni- 
tentiary,  where  he  was  confined  for  the  act  of 
aiding  the  escape  of  fugitive  slaves. 

**  The  cross,  if  rightly  borne,  shall  be 
No  burden,  but  support  to  thee  ; " 
So,  moved  of  old  tmie  for  our  sake. 
The  holy  monk  of  Kempen  spake. 

Thou  brave  and  true  one  !  upon  whom 
Was  laid  the  cross  of  martyrdom, 
How  didst  thou,  in  thy  generous  youth. 
Bear  witness  to  this  blessed  truth  I 

Thy  cross  of  suffering  and  of  shame 
A  staff  within  thy  hands  became, 


In  paths  where  faith  alone  could  see 
The  Master's  steps  supporting  thee. 

Thine  was  the  seed-time  ;  God  alone 
Beholds  the  end  of  what  is  sown  ; 
Beyond  our  vision,  weak  and  dim, 
The  harvest-time  is  hid  with  Him. 

Yet,  unf orgotten  where  it  lies. 
That  seed  of  generous  sacrifice, 
Though  seemin?  on  the  desert  cast. 
Shall  rise  with  bloom  and  fruit  at  last 


THE   HERO 

The  hero  of  the  incident  related  in  this  pc 
was  Dr.  Samnel  Grridley  Howe,  the  well-kiu 
philanthropist,  who  when  a  young  man  vol 
teered  his  aid  in  the  Greek  straggle  for  iu 
pendence. 

**  Oh  for  a  knight  like  Bayard, 
Without  reproach  or  fear  ; 
My  light  glove  on  his  casque  of  steel. 
My  love-knot  on  his  spear  ! 

"  Oh  for  the  white  plume  floating 
Sad  Zutphen's  field  above,  — 
The  lion  heart  in  battle. 
The  woman's  heart  in  love  ! 

**  Oh  that  man  once  more  were  manly. 
Woman's  pride,  and  not  her  scorn  : 
That  once  more  the  pale  young  mothc 
Dared  to  boast  *  a  man  is  bom '  I 

**  But  now  life's  slumberous  current 
No  son-bowed  cascade  wakes  ; 
No  tall,  heroic  manhood 
The  level  dulness  breaks. 

"  Oh  for  a  knight  like  Bayard, 
Without  reproach  or  fear  I 
My  light  glove  on  his  casque  of  steel. 
My  love-knot  on  his  spear  I " 

Then  I  said,  my  own  heart  throbbing 
To  the  time  her  proud  pulse  beat, 
"  Life  hath  its  regal  natures  yet, 
True,  tender,  brave,  and  sweet  1 

"  Smile  not,  fair  unbeliever  ! 
One  man,  at  least,  I  know, 
Who  mic^ht  wear  the  crest  of  Bayard 
Or  Sidney's  plume  of  snow. 
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'*  Once,  when  over  purple  mountains 

Died  away  the  Grecian  sun, 
And  the  far  Cyllenian  ranges 

Paled  and  darkened,  one  by  one,  — 

^  Fell  the  Turk,  a  bolt  of  thunder, 

Cleaving  all  the  quiet  sky, 
And  against  his  sharp  steel  lightnings 

Sto<^  the  Suliote  but  to  die. 

«  Woe  for  the  weak  and  halting  ! 

The  crescent  blazed  behind 
A  curving  line  of  sabres. 

Like  fire  before  the  wind  I 

**  Last  to  fly,  and  first  to  rally, 

Rode  he  of  whom  I  speak. 
When,  groaning  in  his  bridle-path, 

Sank  down  a  wounded  Greek. 

**  With  the  rich  Albanian  costume 
Wet  with  many  a  ghastly  stain, 

Gazing  on  earth  and  sky  as  one 
Who  might  not  gaze  again  I 

**  He  looked  forward  to  the  mountains, 
Back  on  foes  that  never  spare. 

Then  flung  him  from  his  saddle. 
And  placed  the  stranger  there. 

**  *  Allah  I  hu  f '    Through  flashing  sabres, 
Through  a  stormy  hau  of  lead. 

The  good  Thessalian  charger 
Up  the  slopes  of  olives  sped. 

**  Hot  spurred  the  turbaned  riders  ; 

He  almost  felt  their  breath, 
Where  a  mountain  stream  rolled  darkly 
down 

Between  the  hills  and  death. 

**  One  brave  and  manful  struggle,  — 

He  gained  the  solid  land, 
And  the  cover  of  the  mountains, 

And  the  carbines  of  his  band  I  " 

**  It  was  very  great  and  noble," 
Said  the  moist-eyed  listener  then, 

**  But  one  brave  deed  makes  no  hero  ; 
Tell  me  what  he  since  hath  been  I " 

''Still  a  brave  and  generous  manhood. 

Still  an  honor  without  stain, 
In  the  prison  of  the  Kaiser, 

By  the  barricades  of  Seine. 


'*  But  dream  not  helm  and  harness 

The  sign  of  valor  true  ; 
Peace  hath  higher  tests  of  manhood 

Than  battle  ever  knew. 

**  Wouldst  know  him  now  ?    Behold  him. 

The  Cadmus  of  the  blind. 
Giving  the  dumb  L'p  language, 

The  idiot-day  a  mind. 

"  Walking  his  round  of  duty 

Serenely  day  by  day, 
With  the  strong  man's  hand  of  labor 

And  childho<Ml's  heart  of  play. 

'*  True  as  the  knights  of  story, 

Sir  Lancelot  and  his  peers. 
Brave  in  his  calm  endurance 

As  they  in  tilt  of  spears. 

**  As  waves  in  stillest  waters. 

As  stars  in  noonday  skies. 
All  that  wakes  to  noble  action 

In  his  noon  of  calmness  lies. 

"  Wherever  outraged  Nature 

Asks  word  or  action  brave, 
Wherever  struggles  labor, 

Wherever  groans  a  slave,  — 

"  Wherever  rise  the  peoples. 

Wherever  sinks  a  throne. 
The  throbbing  heart  of  Freedom  finds 

An  answer  in  his  own. 

<*  Knight  of  a  better  era, 

Without  reproach  or  fear  ! 
Said  I  not  well  that  Bayards 

And  Sidneys  still  are  here  ?  " 


RANTOUL 

No  more  fitting  inscription  could  be  placed 
on  the  tombstone  of  Robert  Rantoul  than  this : 
*'  He  died  at  his  post  in  Congress,  and  his  last 
words  were  a  protest  in  the  name  of  Democracy 
against  the  Fugitive-Slave  Law." 

One  day,  along  the  electric  wire 
His  manly  word  for  Freedom  sped  ; 

We  came  next  mom  :  that  tongue  of  fire 
Said  only,  "  He  who  spake  is  dead  ! " 

Dead  !  while  his  voice  was  living  yet, 
In  echoes  round  the  pillared  dome  I 
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Dead  I  while  his  blotted  page  lay  wet 
With  themes  of  state  and  loves  of  home  I 

Dead  I  in  that  crowning  grace^  of  time, 
That  triumph  of  life^  zenith  hour  f 

Dead !   while  we  watched  his  manhood's 
prime 
Break  from  the  slow  bud  into  flower  f 

Dead  I  he  so  great,  and  strong,  and  wise, 
While    the    mean  thousands  yet  drew 
breath  ; 

How  deepened,  through  that  dread  surprise, 
The  mystery  and  the  awe  of  death  f 

From  the  high  place  whereon  our  votes 
Had  borne  bim,  clear,  calm,  earnest,  fell 

His  first  words,  like  the  prelude  notes 
Of  some  great  anthem  yet  to  sweU. 

We  seemed  to  see  our  fbis  unfurled. 
Our  champion  waiting  m  his  place 

For  the  last  battle  of  the  world. 
The  Armageddon  of  the  race. 

Through  him  we  hoped  to  speak  the  word 
Which  wins  the  freedom  of  a  land  ; 

And  lift,  for  human  right,  the  sword 
Which  dropped  from  Hampden's  dying 
hand. 

For  he  had  sat  at  Sidney's  feet, 

An%l  walked  with  Pym  and  Vane  apart ; 
And,  through  the  centuries,  felt  the  beat 

Of  Freedom's  march  in  Cromwell's 
heart. 

He  knew  the  paths  the  worthies  held. 
Where  England's  best  and  wisest  trod  ; 

And,   lingering,   drank    the    springs   that 
welled 
Beneath  the  touch  of  Milton's  rod. 

No  wild  enthusiast  of  the  right. 

Self-poised  and  clear,  he  showed  alway 

The  coolness  of  his  northern  night, 
The  ripe  repose  of  autumn's  day. 

His  steps  were  slow,  yet  forward  still 
He  pressed  where  others  paused  or  failed  ; 

The  calm  star  olomb  with  constant  will, 
The  restless  meteor  flashed  and  paled ! 

Skilled  in  its  subtlest  wile,  he  knew 
And  owned  the  higher  ends  of  Law  ; 


Still  rose  majestic  on  his  view 
The  awful  Shape  the  schoolman  saw. 

Her  home  the  heart  of  God  ;  her  voice 
The  choral  harmonies  whereby 

The  stars,  through  all  their  spheres,  rejoice^ 
The  rhythmic  rule  of  earth  and  sky  1 

We  saw  his  great  powers  misapplied 
To  poor  ambitions  ;  yet,  through  all, 

We  saw  him  take  the  weaker  side. 

And  right  the  wronged,  and  free   the 
thrall. 

Now,  looking  o'er  the  frozen  North, 
For  one  like  him  in  word  and  act, 

To  call  her  old,  free  spirit  forth, 

And  give  her  faith  the  life  of  fact, — 

To  break  her  party  bonds  of  shame. 
And  labor  with  the  zeal  of  him 

To  make  the  Democratic  name 
Of  Liberty  the  synonyme,  — 

We  sweep  the  land  from  hill  to  strand. 
We  seek  the  strong,  the  wise,  the  brave. 

And,  sad  of  heart,  return  to  stand 
Li  silence  by  a  new-made  grave  I 

There,  where  his  breezy  hills  of  home 
Look  out  upon  his  ssul-white  seas, 

The  sounds  of  winds  and  waters  come, 
And    shape   themselves  to  words    like 
these: 

«  Why,  murmuring,  mourn  that  he,  whose 
power 

Was  lent  to  Party  over-long, 
Heard  the  still  whisper  at  the  hour 

He  set  his  foot  on  Party  wrong  ? 

**  The  human  life  that  closed  so  well 
No  lapse  of  foUy  now  can  stain  : 

The  lips  whence  Freedom's  protest  fell 
No  meaner  thought  can  now  profane. 

"  Mightier  than  living  voice  his  grave 

That  lofty  protest  utters  o'er  ; 
Through  roaring  wind  and  smiting  wave 

It  speaks  his  hate  of  wrong  once  more. 

"  Men  of  the  North  I  your  weak  regret 

Is  wasted  here  ;  arise  and  pay 
To  freedom  and  to  him  your  debt,  .  j^ 

By  following  where  he  led  the  way  ! 
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WILLIAM   FORSTER 

William  FonteTf  of  Norwich,  England,  died 
in  East  Tenneasee,  in  the  Ist  month,  1854,  while 
engaged  in  presenting  to  the  governors  of  the 
States  of  thu  Union  the  address  of  his  religious 
society  on 'the  evils  of  slavery.  He  was  the 
relative  and  coadjutor  of  the  Buxtons,  Ghimeys, 
and  Frys ;  and  his  whole  life,  extending  almost 
to  threescore  and  ten  years,  was  a  pure  and 
beautiful  example  of  Chrisidan  benevolence. 
He  had  travelled  over  Europe,  and  visited  most 
of  its  sovereigns,  to  plead  against  the  slave- 
trade  and  slavery ;  and  had  twice  before  made 
▼isits  to  this  country,  under  impressions  of  re- 
ligious duty.  He  was  the  father  of  the  Right 
Hon.  William  Edward  Forster.  He  visited  my 
father's  house  in  Haverhill  during  his  first  tour 
in  the  United  States. 

The  years  are  many  since  his  hand 

Was  laid  upon  my  head, 
Too  weak  ana  young  to  understand 

The  serious  words  he  said. 

Tet  often  now  the  g^ood  man's  look 

Before  me  seems  to  swim, 
As  if  some  inward  feeling  took 

The  outward  guise  of  him. 

As  if,  in  passion's  heated  war, 
Or  near  temptation's  charm, 

Through  him  the  low-voiced  monitor 
Forewarned  me  of  the  harm. 

Stranger  and  pilgrim  I  from  that  day 

Of  meeting,  first  and  last. 
Wherever  Duty's  pathway  lay. 

His  reverent  steps  have  passed. 

The  poor  to  feed,  the  lost  to  seek, 

To  profifer  life  to  death, 
Hope  to  the  erring,  —  to  the  weak 

The  strength  of  his  own  faith. 

Toplead  the  captive's  right ;  remove 

The  sting  of  hate  from  Law  ; 
And  soften  in  the  fire  of  love 
^^^       The  hardened  steel  of  War. 

He  .walked  the  dark  world,  in  the  mild, 
tf    Still  guidance  of  the  Li?ht ; 

^  tearful  tenderness  a  child, 
IgV  A  strong  man  in  the  right 

t\ 


From  what  great  perils,  on  his  way, 
He  found,  in  prayer,  release  ; 

Through  what  abysmal  shadows  lay 
His  pathway  unto  peace, 

Grod  knoweth  :  we  could  only  see 
The  tranquil  strength  he  gained  ; 

The  bondage  lost  in  liberty, 
The  fear  in  love  unfeigned. 

And  I,  —  my  youthful  fancies  grown 

The  habit  of  the  man. 
Whose  field  of  life  by  angels  sown 

The  wilding  vines  o'erran,  — 

Low  bowed  in  silent  gratitude, 

My  manhood's  heart  enjoys 
That  reverence  for  the  pure  and  g^ood 

Which  blessed  the  dreaming  boy's. 

Still  shines  the  light  of  holy  lives 

Like  star-beams  over  doubt ; 
Each  sainted  memory.  Christlike,  drives 

Some  dark  possession  out. 

O  friend  I  O  brother  I  not  in  vain 

Thy  life  so  calm  and  true, 
The  silver  dropping  of  the  rain, 

The  fall  of  summer  dew  f 

How  many  burdened  hearts  have  prayed 
Their  lives  like  thine  might  be  f 

But  more  shall  pray  henceforth  for  aid 
To  lay  them  down  like  thee. 

With  weary  hand,  yet  steadfast  will. 

In  old  age  as  in  youth, 
Thy  Master  found  thee  sowing  still 

The  good  seed  of  His  truth. 

As  on  thy  task-field  closed  the  day 

In  golden-skied  decline, 
His  angel  met  thee  on  the  way. 

And  lent  his  arm  to  thine. 

Thy  latest  care  for  man,  —  thy  last 
Of  earthly  thought  a  prayer,  — 

Oh,  who  thy  mantle,  backward  cast, 
Is  worthy  now  to  wear  ? 

Methinks  the  mound  which  marks  thy  bed 
Might  bless  our  land  and  save. 

As  rose,  of  old,  to  life  the  dead 
Who  touched  the  prophet's  grave  ! 
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TO   CHARLES   SUMNER 

If  I  have  seemed  more  prompt  to  oensnre 

wrong 
Than  praise  the  right ;  jf  seldom  to  thine 

ear 
My  voice  hath  mingled  with  the  exultant 

cheer 
Borne  upon  all  our  Northern  winds  along  ; 
If  I  have  failed  to  join  the  fickle  throne 
In  wide-eyed  wonder,  that  thou  standest 

strong 
In  victory,  surprised  in  thee  to  find 
Brougham's  scathing  power  with  Canning's 

grace  combinea  ; 
That  he,  for  whom    the  ninefold   Muses 

sang, 
From  their  twined  arms  a  g^ant  athlete 

sprang, 
Barbing  the  arrows  of  his  native  tongue 
With   the    spent    shafts   Latona's    archer 

flung. 
To  smite   the   Python  of    our  land    and 

time. 
Fell  as  the  monster  bom  of  Crissa's  slime. 
Like  the  blind    bard    who    in    Castalian 

springs 
Tempered  the  steel  that  clove  the  crest  of 

kings. 
And  on  the  shrine  of  England's  freedom 

laid 
The  gifts  of  Cnms  and  of  Delphi's  shade,  — 
Small  need  hast  thou  of  words  of  praise 

from  me. 
Thou  knowest  my  heart,  dear  friend,  and 

well  canst  guess 
That,  even  though  silent,  I  have  not  the 

less 
Rejoiced  to  see  thy  actual  life  agree 
With  the  large  future  which  I  shaped  for 

thee, 
When,  years  ago,  beside  the  summer  sea, . 
White  in  the  moon,  we  saw  the  long  waves 

fall 
Baffled  and  broken  from  the  rocky  wall. 
That,  to  the  menace  of  the  brawling  flood. 
Opposed  alone  its  massive  quietude, 
Calm  as  a  fate  ;  with  not  a  leaf  nor  vine 
Nor    birch-spray    trembling   in    the    still 

moonshine, 
Crowning  it  like  God's  peace.     I  sometimes 

tmnk 
That  night -scene  by  the  sea  prophet- 
ical 


(For  Nature  speaks  in  symbols  and  in  signs, 
And    through    her    pictures    human    Sate 

divines). 
That  rock,  wherefrom  we  saw  the  hillowB 

sink 
In  murmuring  rout,  uprising  clear  and  < 

taU 
In  the  white  light  of  heaven,  the  tjrpe  of 

one 
Who,  momently  by  Error's  host  assailed. 
Stands   strong  as    Truth,    in   greaves  of   I 

granite  mailed  ;  «! 

And,  tranquil-fronted,  listening  over  all 
The  tumult,  hears  the  angels  say,  Well 

done  I 

BURNS 

ON  RECEIVING  A  SPRIG  OF  HEATHER  IN 

BLOSSOM 

No  more  these  simple  flowers  belong 

To  Scottish  maid  and  lover  ; 
Sown  in  the  common  soil  of  song. 

They  bloom  the  wide  world  over. 

In  smiles  and  tears,  in  sun  and  showers^ 

The  minstrel  and  the.  heather, 
The  deathless  singer  and  the  flowers 

He  sang  of  live  together. 

Wild  heather-bells  and  Robert  Bums  ! 

The  moorland  flower  and  peasant ! 
How,  at  their  mention,  memory  turns 

Her  pages  old  and  pleasant  I 

The  gray  sky  wears  again  its  gold 

And  purple  of  adorning, 
And  manhood's  noonday  shadows  hold 

The  dews  of  boyhood's  morning. 

The  dews  that  washed  the  dust  and  soil 

From  oflf  the  wings  of  pleasure, 
The  sky,  that  flecked  the  ground  of  toil 

With  golden  threads  of  leisure. 

I  call  to  mind  the  summer  day. 

The  early  harvest  mowing, 
The  sky  with  sun  and  clouds  at  play. 

And  flowers  with  breezes  blowing. 

I  hear  the  blackbird  in  the  com. 

The  locust  in  the  haying  ; 
And,  like  the  fabled  hunter's  hom^ 

Old  times  my  heart  is  playing. 
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How  oft  that  day,  with  fond  delay, 

I  sought  the  maple's  shadow, 
And  sang  with  Bums  the  hours  away, 

Forgeuul  of  the  meadow  1 

Bees  hummed,  birds  twittered,  overhead 

I  heard  the  squirrels  leaping. 
The  good  dog  listened  while  Iread, 

And  wagged  his  tail  in  keeping. 

I  watched  him  while  in  sportive  mood 
I  read  «  The  Twa  Dogs' "  story. 

And  half  believed  he  understood 
The  poet's  allegory. 

Sweet  day,  sweet  songs !    The  golden  hours 
Grew  brighter  for  that  singing. 

From  brook  and  bird  and  meadow  flowers 
A  dearer  welcome  bringing. 

New  light  on  home-seen  Nature  beamed, 

New  glory  over  Woman  ; 
And  dauy  life  and  duty  seemed 

No  longer  poor  and  common. 

1  woke  to  find  the  simple  truth 

Of  fact  and  feeling  better 
Than  all  the  dreams  that  held  my  youth 

A  still  repining  debtor  : 

That  Nature  gives  her  handmaid,  Art, 
The  themes  of  sweet  discoursing  ; 

The  tender  idyls  of  the  heart 
In  every  tongue  rehearsing. 

Why  dream  of  lands  of  gold  and  pearl. 

Of  loving  knight  and  lady. 
When  farmer  boy  and  barefoot  g^rl 

Were  wandering  there  already  ? 

1  saw  through  all  familiar  things 

The  romance  underlying ; 
The  joys  and  griefs  that  plume  the  wings 

Of  Fancy  skyward  flying. 

I  saw  the  same  blithe  day  return, 

The  same  sweet  fall  of  even. 
That  rose  on  wooded  Craigie-bum, 

And  sank  on  crystal  Devon. 

I  matched  with  Scotland's  heathery  hills 
The  sweetbrier  and  the  clover  ; 

With  Ayr  and  Doon,  my  nativ^^f^L^ \<^  P\f 
Their  wood  hynms  chan  ' 

J^     CHATHAM' 


O'er  rank  and  pomp,  as  he  had  seen, 

I  saw  the  Man  uprising  ; 
No  longer  common  or  unclean, 

The  child  of  Ood's  baptizing  I 

With  dearer  eyes  I  saw  the  worth 

Of  life  among  the  lowly  ; 
The  Bible  at  his  Cotter's  hearth 

Had  made  my  own  more  holy. 

And  if  at  times  an  evil  strain. 

To  lawless  love  appealinc^, 
Broke  in  upon  the  sweet  remiin 

Of  pure  and  healthful  feeling, 

It  died  upon  the  eye  and  ear. 

No  inward  answer  gaining  ; 
No  heart  had  I  to  see  or  hear 

The  discord  and  the  staining. 

Let  those  who  never  erred  forget 
His  worth,  in  vain  bewailings  ; 

Sweet  Soul  of  Sone^ !    I  own  my  debt 
Uncancelled  by  his  failings  I 

Lament  who  will  the  ribald  line 
Which  tells  his  lapse  from  duty. 

How  kissed  the  maadening  lips  of  wine 
Or  wanton  ones  of  beauty  ; 

But  think,  while  falls  that  shade  between 

The  erring  one  and  Heaven, 
That  he  who  loved  like  Magdalen, 

Like  her  may  be  forgiven. 

Not  his  the  song  whose  thunderous  chime 

Eternal  echoes  render ; 
The  mournful  Tuscan's  haunted  rhyme^ 

And  Milton's  starry  splendor  ! 

But  who  his  human  heart  has  laid 

To  Nature's  bAom  nearer  ? 
Who  sweetened  toil  like  him,  or  paid 

To  love  a  tribute  dearer  ? 

Through  all  his  tuneful  art,  how  strong 

The  human  feeling  gushes  ! 
The  very  moonlight  of  his  song 

Is  warm  with  smiles  and  blushes  I 

Give  lettered  pomp  to  teeth  of  Time, 
-JSo  "  Bonnie  Doon  "  but  tarry  ; 

Bk^^o0t^<4;he  Epic's  stately  rhyme, 
^utf 4|>u^Jiis  Highland  Mary  f 
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TO  GEORGE  B.  CHEEVER 

So  spake  Esaias  :  so,  in  words  of  flame, 
Tekoa's    prophet  -  herdsman    smote    with 

blame 
The  traffickers  in  men,  and  pat  to  shame. 

All  earth  and  heaven  before, 
The  sacerdotal  robbers  of  the  poor. 

All  the  dread  Scripture  lives  for  thee  again. 
To  smite  like  lightning  on  the  hands  profane 
Lifted  to  bless  the  slave- whip  and  the  chain. 

Once  more  the  old  Hebrew  tongue 
Bends  with  the  shafts  of  God  a  bow  new- 
strung! 

Take  up   the  mantle  which  the   prophets 

wore ; 
Warn  with  their  warnings,  show  the  Christ 

once  more 
Bound,  scourged,    and    crucified    in    His 

blameless  poor ; 
And  shake  above  our  land 
The  unquenched  bolts  that  blazed  in  Hosea's 

hand! 

Not  vainly  shalt  thou  cast  upon  our  years 
The  solemn  burdens  of  the  Orient  seers. 
And  smite  with  truth  a  guilty  nation's  ears. 

Mightier  was  Luther's  word 
Than  S^kingen's  mailed  arm  or  Hutton's 
sword  I 


TO  JAMES   T.   FIELDS 
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Well  thought  f  who  would  not  rather  hear 
The  songs  to  Love  andlFriendship  sung 
Than  those  which  move  the  stranger's 
tongue, 

And  feed  his  unselected  ear  ? 

Our  social  joys  are  more  than  fame  ; 

Life  withers  in  the  public  look. 

Why  mount  the  pillory  of  a  book, 
Or  barter  comfort  for  a  name  ? 

Who  in  a  house  of  glass  would  dwell, 
With  curious  eyes  at  every  pane  ? 
To  ring  him  in  and  out  as^in, 

Who  wants  the  public  crier  s  bell  ? 


To  see  the  angel  in  one's  way, 

Who  wants  to  play  the  ass's  part,  — 
Bear  on  his  back  the  wizard  Art, 

And  in  his  service  speak  or  bray  ? 

And  who  his  manly  locks  would  shave. 
And  quench  the  eyes  of  common  sense. 
To  share  the  noisy  recompense 

That  mocked  the  shorn  and  blinded  slave? 

The  heart  has  needs  beyond  the  head. 

And,  starving  in  the  plenitude 

Of    strange    gifts,   craves    its  common 
food, — 
Our  human  nature's  daily  bread. 

We  are  but  men  :  no  gods  are  we, 
To  sit  in  mid-heaven,  cold  and  bleak, 
Each  separate,  on  his  paiuful  peak, 

Thin-cloaked  in  self-complacency  I 

Better  his  lot  whose  axe  is  swung 
In  Wartburg*s  woods,  or  that  poor  girl's 
Who  by  the  Ilm  her  spindle  whirls 

And  sings  the  songs  that  Luther  sung, 

Than  his  who,  old,  and  cold,  and  vain. 
At  Weimar  sat,  a  demigod, 
And  bowed  with  Jove's  imperial  nod 

His  votaries  in  and  out  again  ! 

Ply,  Vanity,  thy  winggd  feet ! 
Ambition,  hew  thy  rocky  stair  I 
Who  envies  him  who  feeds  on  air 

The  icy  splendor  of  his  seat  ? 

I  see  your  Alps,  above  me,  cut 

The  dark,  cold  sky  ;  and  dim  and  lone 
I  see  ye  sitting,  —  stone  on  stone,  — 

With  human  senses  dulled  and  shut. 

I  could  not  reach  you,  if  I  would. 
Nor  sit  among  your  cloudy  shapes  ; 
And  (spare  the  fable  of  the  grapes 

And  fox)  I  would  not  if  I  could. 

Keep  to  your  lofty  pedestals  ! 
The  safer  plain  below  I  choose  : 
Who  never  wins  can  rarely  lose. 

Who  never  climbs  as  rarely  falls. 

Let  such  as  love  the  eagle's  scream 
Divide  with  him  his  home  of  ice  : 
For  me  shall  gentler  notes  sufBce,  — 

The  valley-song  of  bird  and  stream  ; 
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.  bleat,  the  drone  of  bees, 
..-beat  chiaiing  far  away, 
^  cattle-loW|  at  shut  of  day, 
voloe  of  God  in  leaf  and  breeze  t 


Then  lend  thy  hand,  my  wiser  friend, 
And  help  me  to  the  vales  below, 
(In  truth,  I  have  not  far  to  go,) 

Where  sweet  with  flowers  the  fields  extend. 

THE   MEMORY  OF   BURNS 

Read  at  the  Boston  celebration  of  the  hon- 
dredth  anniversary  of  the  birth  of  Robert 
Bums,  2oth  1st  mo.,  1859.  In  my  absence 
these  lines  were  read  by  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson. 

How  sweetly  come  the  holy  psalms 

From  saints  and  martyrs  down. 
The  waving  of  triumphal  palms 

Above  the  thorny  crown  ! 
The  choral  praise,  the  chanted  prayers 

From  harps  by  angels  strung. 
The  hunted  Cameron's  mountain  airs, 

The  hymns  that  Luther  sung  ! 

Yet,  jarring  not  the  heavenly  notes. 

The  sounds  of  earth  are  heard, 
As  through  the  open  minster  floats 

The  song  of  breeze  and  bird  I 
Not  less  the  wonder  of  the  sky 

That  daisies  bloom  below  ; 
The  brook  sings  on,  though  loud  and  high 

The  cloudy  organs  blow  I 

And,  if  the  tender  ear  be  jarred 

That,  haply,  hears  by  turns 
The  saintly  harp  of  Olney's  bard. 

The  pastoral  pipe  of  Burns, 
No  discord  mars  His  perfect  plan 

Who  g^ve  them  both  a  tongue  ; 
For  he  who  sings  the  love  of  man 

The  love  of  God  hath  sung  ! 

To-day  be  every  fault  forgiven 

Of  him  in  whom  we  joy  ! 
We  take,  with  thanks,  the  gold  of  Heaven 

And  leave  the  earth's  alloy. 
Be  ours  his  music  as  of  spring. 

His  sweetness  as  of  flowers. 
The  songs  the  bard  himself  might  sing 

In  hofier  ears  than  ours. 

Sweet  airs  of  love  and  home,  the  hum 

Of  household  melodies, 
Come  singing,  as  the  robins  come 


To  sing  in  door-yard  trees, 
^nd,  heart  to  heart,  two  nations  lean. 

No  rival  wreaths  to  twine, 
But  blending  in  eternal  green 

The  holly  and  the  pine  I 
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In  the  fair  land  o'erwatched  by  Ischia's 
mountains. 
Across  the  charmed  bay 
Whose  blue  waves  keep  with  Capri's  sUver 
fountains 
Perpetual  holiday, 

A  king  lies  dead,  his  wafer  duly  eaten, 
His  gold-bought  masses  given  ; 

And  Rome's  great  altar  smokes  with  gums 
to  sweeten 
Her  foulest  gift  to  Heaven. 

And  while  all  Naples  thrills  with  mute 
thanksgiving. 
The  court  of  England's  queen 
For  the  dead  monster  so  abhorred  while 
living 
In  mourning  garb  is  seen. 

With  a  true  sorrow  God  rebukes  that  feign- 
ing ; 

By  lone  Edgbaston's  side 
Stands  a  g^at  city  in  the  sky's  sad  raining. 

Bareheaded  and  wet-eyed  ! 

Silent  for  once  the  restless  hive  of  labor. 
Save  the  low  funeral  tread, 

Or  voice  of  craftsman  whispering  to  his 
neighbor 
The  good  deeds  of  the  dead. 

For  him  no  minster's  chant  of  the  immor- 
tals 
Rose  from  the  lips  of  sin  ; 
No  mitred  priest  swimg  back  the  heavenly 
portals 
To  let  the  white  soul  in. 

But  Age  and  Sickness  framed  their  tearful 
faces 
In  the  low  hovel's  door. 
And  prayers  went  up  from  all  the  dark  by* 
places 
And  Ghettos  of  the  poor. 
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le  pallid  toiler  and  the  negro  chattel, 
The  vagrant  of  the  street, 
The  haman  dice  wherewith  in  games  of 
battle 
The  lords  of  earth  compete. 

Touched  with  a  grief  that  needs  no  outward 
draping. 
All  swelled  the  long  lament, 
Of    grateful    hearts,  instead    of    marble, 
shaping 
His  Yiewless  monument  t 

For  never  yet,  with  ritual  pomp  and  splen- 
dor, 
In  the  long  heretofore, 
A  heart  more  loyal,  warm,  and  true,  and 
tender, 
Has  England's  turf  closed  o'er. 

And  if  there  fell  from  out  her  grand  old 
steeples 
No  crash  of  brazen  wail, 
The  murmurous  woe  of  kindreds,  tongues, 
and  peoples 
Swept  in  on  every  g^e. 

It  came  from    Holstein's    birchen-belted 
meadows. 

And  from  the  tropic  calms 
Of  Indian  islands  in  the  sun-smit  shadows 

Of  Occidental  palms ; 

From  the  locked  roadsteads  of  the  Bothnian 
peasants, 
And  harbors  of  the  Finn, 
Where  war's  worn  victims  saw  his  gentle 
presence 
Come  sailing,  Christ-like,  in, 

To  seek  the  lost,  to  build  the  old  waste 
places, 
To  link  the  hostile  shores 
Of  severing  seas,  and  sow  with  England's 
daisies 
The  moss  of  Finland's  moors. 

Thanks  for  the  good  man's  beautiful  ex- 
ample, 

Who  m  the  vilest  saw 
Some  sacred  cr3rpt  or  altar  of  a  temple 

Still  vocal  with  God's  law  ; 

And  heard  with  tender  ear  the  spirit  sighing 
As  from  its  prison  cell. 


Fraying  for  pity,  like  the  mournful  cry* 
ine 
Of  Jonah  out  of  hell. 

Not  his  the  golden  pen's  or  lip's  persua- 
sion. 
But  a  fine  sense  of  right. 
And  Truth's  directness,  meeting  each  occar 
sion 
Straight  as  a  line  of  light. 

His  faith  and  works,  like  streams  that  in- 
termingle. 
In  the  same  channel  ran  : 
The  crystal  clearness  of  an  eye  kept  sin- 
gle 
Shamed  all  the  frauds  of  man. 

The  very  gentlest  of  all  human  natures 
He  joined  to  courage  strong, 

And  love  outreaching  unto  all  God's  crea- 
tures 
With  sturdy  hate  of  wrong. 

Tender  as  woman,  manliness  and  meek- 
ness 
In  him  were  so  allied 
That  they  who  judged  him  by  his  strength 
or  weakness 
Saw  but  a  single  side. 

Men  failed,  betrayed  him,  but   his  zeal 
seemed  nourished 
By  failure  and  by  fall ; 
Still  a  large  faith  in  human-kind  he  cher- 
ished, 
And  in  God's  love  for  all. 

And  now  he  rests  :  his  greatness  and  his 
sweetness 
No  more  shall  seem  at  strife, 
And  death  has  moulded  into  calm  complete- 
ness 
The  statue  of  his  life. 

Where  the  dews  glisten  and  the  songbirds 
warble. 
His  dust  to  dust  is  laid, 
In  Nature's    keeping,   with  no  pomp   of 
marble 
To  shame  his  modest  shade. 

The  forges  glow,  the  hammers  all  are  ring- 
ing ; 
Beneath  its  smoky  veil. 
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Hard  bvy  the  city  of  his  love  is  swinging 
Its  clamorous  iron  flail. 

But  round  his  grave  are  quietude  and  beauty, 
And  the  sweet  heaven  above,  — 

The  fitting  symbols  of  a  life  of  duty 
Transfigured  into  love  t 


BROWN   OF   OSSAWATOMIE 

John  Brown  of  Ossawatomie  spake  on  his 

dying  day  : 
**  I  will  not  nave  to  shrive  my  soul  a  priest 

in  Slavery's  pay. 
But  let  some  poor  slave-mother  whom  I 

have  striven  to  free. 
With  her  children,  from  the  cfallows-stair 

put  up  a  prayer  for  me  T" 

John  Brown  of  Ossawatomie,  they  led  him 

out  to  die  ; 
And  lo  !  a  poor  slave-mother  with  her  little 

chila  pressed  nigh, 
^rhen  the  bold,  blue  eye  grew  tender,  and 

the  old  harsh  face  grew  mild, 
As  he  stooped  between  the  jeering  ranks  and 

kissed  the  negro's  child  I 

The  shadows  of  his  stormy  life  that  moment 
fell  apart ; 

And  they  who  blamed  the  bloody  hand  for- 
^ve  the  loving  heart. 

That  kiss  from  all  its  guilty  means  re- 
deemed the  good  intent. 

And  round  the  grisly  fighter's  hair  the  mar- 
tyr's aureole  b^nt  I 

Perish  with  him  the  folly  that  seeks  through 

evil  good ! 
Ijong  live  the  generous  purpose  unstained 

with  human  blood  ! 
l^ot  the  raid  of  midnight  terror,  but  the 

thought  which  underlies  ; 
Not  the  borderer's  pride  of  daring,  but  the 

Christian's  sacrifice. 

Nevermore  may  yon  Blue  Ridges  the  North- 
em  rifle  hear, 

Nor  see  the  light  of  blazing  homes  flash  on 
the  negro's  spear. 

Bat  let  the  &ee-winged  angel  Truth  their 
guarded  passes  scale, 

To  teach  that  right  is  more  than  might,  and 
justice  more  than  mail ! 


So  vainly  shall  Virginia  set  her  battle  in 

array  ; 
In  vain  her  trampling  squadrons  knead  the 

winter  snow  with  clay. 
She  may  strike  the  pouncing  eagle,  but  she 

dares  not  harm  the  dove  ; 
And  every  gate  she  bars  to  Hate  shall  open 

wide  to  Love  I 


NAPLES 

INSCRIBED    TO    ROBERT    C.    WATERSTON, 

OF  BOSTON 

Helen  Waterston  died  at  Naples  in  her 
eighteenth  year,  and  lies  buried  in  the  Prot- 
estant cemetery  there.  The  stone  over  her 
grave  bean  the  lines, 

Fold  her,  O  Father,  in  Thine  arms, 

And  let  her  henceforth  be 
A  messenger  of  lore  between 

Our  homan  hearts  and  Thee. 

I  GIVE  thee  joy  I  —  I  know  to  thee 
The  dearest  spot  on  earth  must  be 
Where  sleeps  thy  loved  one  by  the  summer 
sea ; 

Where,  near  her  sweetest  poet's  tomb, 
The  land  of  Virgil  gave  thee  room 
To  lay  thy  flower  with  her  perpetual  bloom. 

I  know  that  when  the  sky  shut  down 
Behind  thee  on  the  gleaming  town. 
On  Baiae's  baths  and  Posiiippo's  crown  ; 

And,  through  thy  tears,  the  mocking 

day 
Burned  Ischia's  mountain  lines  away, 
And  Capri  melted  in  its  sunny  bay  ; 

Through  thy  great  farewell  sorrow  shot 
The  sharp  pang  of  a  bitter  thought 
That  slaves  must  tread  around  that  holy 
spot. 

Thou  knewest  not  the  land  was  blest 
In  giving  thy  beloved  rest, 
Holding  the  fond  hope  closer  to  her  breast 

That  every  sweet  and  saintly  grave 
Was  freedom's  prophecy,  and  gave 
The   pledge  of  Heaven  to    sanctify  and 
save. 
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That  pledge  is  answered.    To  thy  ear 
The  unchained  city  sends  its  cheer, 
And,  tuned  to  joy,  the  muffled  bells  of  fear 

Ring  Victor  in.    The  land  sits  free 
And  happy  by  the  summer  sea, 
And  Bourbon  Naples  now  is  Italy  ! 

She  smiles  above  her  broken  chain 
The  languid  smile  that  follows  pain, 
Stretching  her  cramped  limbs  to  the  sun 
again. 

Oh,  joy  for  all,  who  hear  her  call 
From  gray  Camaldoli's  convent-wall 
And  £lmo*s  towers  to  freedom's  carnival ! 

A  new  life  breathes  among  her  vines 
And  olives,  like  the  breath  of  pines 
Blown  downward  from  the   breezy  Apen- 
nines. 

Lean,  O  my  friend,  to  meet  that  breath, 
Rejoice  as  one  who  witnesseth 
Beauty  from  ashes  rise,  and  life  from  death  I 

Thy  sorrow  shall  no  more  be  pain, 
Its  tears  shall  fall  in  sunlit  rain. 
Writing  the  grave  with  flowers  :  **  Arisen 
again  I " 


A   MEMORIAL 

Moses  Austin  Cartland,  a  dear  friend  and  re- 
lation, who  led  a  faithful  life  as  a  teacher,  and 
died  in  the  summer  of  1863. 

Oh,  thicker,  deeper,  darker  growing. 

The  solemn  vista  to  the  tomb 
Must  know  henceforth  another  shadow, 

And  give  another  cypress  room. 

In  love  surpassing  that  of  brothers. 

We  walked,  O  friend,  from  childhood's 
day; 

And,  looking  back  o'er  fifty  summers. 
Our  footprints  track  a  common  way. 

One  in  our  faith,  and  one  our  longing 
To  make  the  world  within  our  reach 

Somewhat  the  better  for  our  living, 
And  gladder  for  our  human  speech. 

Thou  heard'st  with  me  the  far-off  voices, 
The  old  beguiling  song  of  fame. 


But  life  to  thee  was  warm  and  present. 
And  love  was  better  than  a  name. 

To  homely  joys  and  loves  and  friendships 
Thy  genial  nature  fondly  clung  ; 

And  so  the  shadow  on  the  dial 
Ran  back  and  left  thee  always  young. 

And  who  could  blame  the  generous  weak- 
ness 

Which,  only  to  thyself  unjust. 
So  overprized  the  worth  of  others, 

And  awarf  ed  thy  own  with  self -distrust  ? 

All  hearts  grew  warmei  in  the  presence 
Of  one  who,  seeking  not  his  own, 

Gave  freely  for  the  love  of  giving, 
Nor  reaped  for  self  the  harvest  sown. 

Thy  g^eting  smile  was  pledge  and  prelude 
Of  generous  deeds  and  kindly  words  ; 

In  thy  large  heart  were  fair  guest-chamben, 
Open  to  sunrise  and  the  birds  ! 

The  task  was  thine  to  mould  and  fashion 
Life's  plastic  newness  into  grace  : 

To  make  the  boyish  heart  heroic. 
And  light  with   thought   the   maiden's 
face. 

O'er  all  the  land,  in  town  and  prairie. 
With  bended  heads  of  mourning,  stand 

The  living  forms  that  owe  their  beauty 
And  fitness  to  thy  shaping  hand. 

Tl^call  has  come  in  ripened  manhood, 
The  noonday  calm  of  heart  and  mind. 

While  I,  who  dreamed  of  thy  remaining 
To  mourn  me,  linger  still  behind  : 

Live  on,  to  own,  with  self-upbraiding, 
A  debt  of  love  still  due  from  me,  — 

The  vain  remembrance  of  occasions, 
Forever  lost,  of  serving  thee. 

It  was  not  mine  among  thy  kindred 
To  join  the  silent  funeral  prayers, 

But  all  that  long  sad  day  of  summer 

My   tears    of    mourning   dropped    with 
theirs. 

All  day  the  sea-waves  sobbed  with  sorrow, 
The  birds  forgot  their  merry  trills  : 

All  day  I  heard  the  pines  lamenting 
With  thine  upon  thy  homestead  hills. 
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Green  be  those  hillside  pines  forever, 
And  g^reeu  the  meadowy  lowlands  be, 

And  green  the  old  memonal  beeches, 
Name-caryen  in  the  woods  of  Lee  t 

Still  let  them  greet  thy  life  companions 
Who  thither  turn  their  pilgrim  feet, 

In  every  mossy  line  recalUng 
A  tender  memoiy  sadly  sweet. 

O  friend  !  if  thought  and  sense  avail  not 
To  know  thee  henceforth  as  thou  art. 

That  all  is  well  with  thee  forever 
I  trust  the  instincts  of  my  heart. 

Thine  be  the  quiet  habitations, 

Thine  the  g^eu  pastures,  blossom-sown, 
And  smiles  of  saintly  recognition. 

As  sweet  and  tender  as  thy  own. 

Thou  com'st  not  from  the  hush  and  shadow 
To  meet  us,  but  to  thee  we  come. 

With  thee  we  never  can  be  strangers. 
And  where  thou  art  must  still  be  home. 


BRYANT  ON  HIS  BIRTHDAY 

Mr.  Bryant^s  seventieth  birthday,  November 
8«  1864,  was  celebrated  by  a  festival  to  which 
iheae  verses  were  sent. 

We  praise  not  now  the  poet's  art. 
The  rounded  beauty  of  his  song  ; 

Who  weighs  him  from  his  life  apart 
Most  do  his  nobler  nature  wrong. 

ISfot  for  the  eye,  familiar  grown 

With  charms  to  common  sight  denied,  — 
Xhe  marvellous  gift  he  shares  alone 

With  him  who  walked  on  Rydal-side  ; 

^ot  for  rapt  hymn  nor  woodland  lay. 
Too   grave   for   smiles,   too  sweet   for 
tears ; 

We  speak  his  praise  who  wears  to-day 
The  gloiy  of  his  seventy  years. 

When  Peace  brings  Freedom  in  her  train. 
Let  happy  lips  his  song^  rehearse  ; 

Hia  life  is  now  his  noblest  strain. 
His  manhood  better  than  his  verse  I 

Uank  God  I  his  hand  on  Nature's  keys 
liB  eunning  keeps  at  life's  full  span  ; 


But,  dimmed  and  dwarfed,  in  times  like 
these. 
The  poet  seems  beside  the  man  t 

So  be  it  t  let  the  garlands  die, 

The  singer's  wreath,  the  painter's  meed, 
Let  our  names  perish,  if  thereby 

Our  country  may  be  saved  and  freed  ! 


THOMAS  STARR  KING 

Published  originally  as  a  prelude  to  the  posfc- 
homoos  volume  of  selections  edited  by  Rionard 
Frothingham. 

The  great  work  laid  upon  his  twosoore  years 
Is  done,  and  well  done.     If  we  drop  our 

tears, 
Who  loved  him  as  few  men  were  ever  loved. 
We  mourn  no  blighted  hope  nor  broken  plan 
With  him  whose  life  stands  rounded  and 

approved 
In  the  f  uU  growth  and  stature  of  a  man. 
Mingle,  O  bells,  along  the  Western  slope. 
With  your  deep  toll  a  sound  of  faith  and 

hope  I 
Wave   cheerily  still,   O  banner,  half-way 

down. 
From   thousand-masted  bay  and  steepled 

town  I 
Let  the  strong  organ  with  its  loftiest  swell 
Lift  the  proud  sorrow  of  the  land,  and  tell 
That  the  brave  sower  saw  his  ripened  grain. 
O  East  and  West  I    O  mom  and  sunset 

twain 
No  more  forever !  —  has  he  lived  in  vain 
Who,  priest  of  Freedom,  made  ye  one,  and 

told 
Your  bridal  service  from  his  lips  of  gold  ? 


LINES  ON  A  FLY-LEAF 

[Suggested  by  the  book  A  New  Atmomherej 
by  Gki^  Hamilton.  The  other  friends  reterred 
to  in  the  lines  are  Lydia  Maria  Child,  Grace 
Greenwood,  Anna  £.  Dickinson  and  Mm. 
Stowe.] 

I  NEED  not  ask  thee,  for  my  sake. 
To  read  a  book  which  well  may  make 
Its  way  by  native  force  of  wit 
Without  my  manual  sign  to  it. 
Its  piquant  writer  needs  from  me 
No  gravely  masculine  guaranty, 
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And  well  might  laugh  her  merriest  laugh 

At  broken  spears  iu  her  behalf  ; 

Yet,  spite  oi  all  the  critics  tell, 

I  frankly  own  I  like  her  well. 

It  may  be  that  she  wields  a  pen 

Too  sharply  nibbed  for  thin-skinned  men. 

That  her  keen  arrows  search  and  try 

The  armor  joints  of  dignity, 

And,  though  alone  for  error  meant, 

Sins  through  the  air  irreverent. 

I  blame  her  not,  the  young  athlete 

Who  plants  her  woman's  tinv  feet, 

And  dares  the  chances  of  debate 

Where  bearded  men  might  hesitate, 

Who,  deeply  earnest,  seeing  well 

The  ludicrous  and  laughable. 

Mingling  in  eloquent  excess 

Her  anger  and  her  tenderness. 

And,  chiding  with  a  half-caress. 

Strives,  less  for  her  own  sex  than  ours, 

With  principalities  and  powers, 

And  points  us  upward  to  the  clear 

Sunned  heights  of  her  new  atmosphere. 

Heaven  mend  her  faults  !  —  I  will  not  pause 
To  weigh  and  doubt  and  peck  at  flaws. 
Or  waste  my  pity  when  some  fool 
Provokes  her  measureless  ridicule. 
Strong-minded  is  she  ?     Better  so 
Than  dulness  set  for  sale  or  show, 
A  household  folly,  capped  and  belled 
In  fashion's  dance  of  puppets  held. 
Or  poor  pretence  of  womanhood. 
Whose  formal,  flavorless  platitude 
Is  warranted  from  all  offence 
Of  robust  meaning's  violence. 
Give  me  the  wine  of  thought  whose  bead 
Sparkles  along  the  page  I  read,  — 
Electric  words  in  which  I  find 
Tho  tonic  of  the  northwest  vrind  ; 
The  wisdom  which  itself  allies 
To  sweet  and  pure  humanities, 
Where  scorn  of  meanness,  hate  of  wrong. 
Are  underlaid  by  love  as  strong  ; 
The  genial  play  of  mirth  that  Hghts 
Grave  themes  of  thought,  as  when,  on  nights 
Of  summer-time,  the  harmless  blaze 
Of  thunderless  heat-lightning  plays, 
And  tree  and  hill-top  resting  dim 
And  doubtful  on  the  sky's  vague  rim, 
Touched  by  that  soft  and  lambent  gleam, 
Start  sharply  outlined  from  their  dream. 

Talk  not  to  me  of  woman's  sphere, 
Nor  point  with  Scripture  texts  a  sneer. 


Nor  wrong  the  manliest  saint  of  all 

By  doubt,  if  he  were  here,  that  Paul 

Would  own  the  heroines  who  have  lent 

Grace  to  truth's  stem  arbitrament. 

Foregone  the  praise  to  woman  sweet. 

And  cast  their  crowns  at  Duty's  feet  ; 

Like  her,  who  by  her  strong  Appeal 

Made  Fashion  weep  and  Mammon  feel, 

Who,  earliest  summoned  to  withstand 

The  color-madness  of  the  land. 

Counted  her  life-long  losses  gain. 

And  made  her  own  her  sisters'  pain  ; 

Or  her  who,  in  her  greenwood  shade. 

Heard  the  sharp  caU  that  Freedom  made,      ^ 

And,  answering,  struck  from  Sappho's  lyze     | 

Of  love  the  Tyrtsean  carmen's  tire  : 

Or  that  young  girl,  —  Domr^my's  maid 

Revived  a  nobler  cause  to  aid,  — 

Shaking  from  warning  finger-tips 

The  doom  of  her  apocalypse  ; 

Or  her,  who  world-wide  entrance  gave 

To  the  log-cabin  of  the  slave. 

Made  all  his  want  and  sorrow  known, 

And  all  earth's  languages  his  own. 


GEORGE   L.   STEARNS 

No  man  rendered  greater  service  to  the 
cause  of  Freedom  than  Major  Steams  in  the 
great  struggle  between  invading  slave-holdeis 
and  the  free  settlers  of  Kansas. 

He  has  done  the  work  of  a  true  man,  — 
Crown  him,  honor  him,  love  him. 

Weep  over  him,  tears  of  woman, 
Stoop  manliest  brows  above  him  ! 

O  dusky  mothers  and  daughters, 
Vigils  of  mourning  keep  for  him  ! 

Up  in  the   mountains,  and  down  by  the 
waters, 
Lift  up  your  voices  and  weep  for  him  I 

For  the  warmest  of  hearts  is  frozen. 

The  freest  of  hands  is  still ; 
And  the  gap  in  our  picked  and  chosen 

The  long  years  may  not  fill. 

No  duty  could  overtask  him. 

No  need  his  will  outrun  ; 
Or  ever  our  lips  could  ask  him. 

His  hands  the  work  had  done. 

He  forgot  his  own  soul  for  others. 
Himself  to  his  neighbor  lending ; 
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He  found  the  Lord  in  his  suffering  brothers, 
And  not  in  the  clouds  descending. 

So  the  bed  was  sweet  to  die  on, 

Whence  he  saw  the  doors  wide  swung 

AgaiDst  whose  bolted  iron 

The  strength  of  his  life  was  flung. 

And  he  saw  ere  his  eye  was  darkened 
The  sheaves  of  the  harvest-bringing, 

And  knew  while  his  ear  yet  hearkened 
The  voice  of  the  reapers  singing. 

Ah,  well  t    The  world  is  discreet ; 

There  are  plenty  to  pause  and  wait ; 
But  here  was  a  man  who  set  his  feet 

Sometimes  in  advance  of  fate  ; 

Plucked  off  the  old  bark  when  the  inner 

Was  slow  to  renew  it, 
And  put  to  the  Lord's  work  the  sinner 

When  saints  failed  to  do  it. 

Never  rode  to  the  wrong's  redressing 

A  worthier  paladin. 
Shall  he  not  hear  the  blessing, 

**  Good  and  faithful,  enter  in  ! 
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GARIBALDI 

Im  trance  and  dream  of  old,  God's  prophet 
saw 

The  casting  down  of    thrones.    Thou, 
watohine  lone 

The  hot  Sardinian  coast-line,  hazv-hilled. 

Where,  fringing  round  Caprera  s  rocky 
zone 
l^ith  foam,  the  slow  waves  gather  and 
withdraw, 

Behold'st  the  vision  of  the  seer  fulfilled, 

And  hear'st  the  sea-winds  burdened  with 
a  sound 

Of  falling  chains,  as,  one  by  one,  un- 
bound, 
'Fbe  nations  lift  their  right  hands  up  and 
swear  ^ 

Their  oath  of  freedom.    From  the  chalk- 
white  wall 
Of  England,  from  the  black  Carpathian 
range. 

Along    the    Danube    and    the    Theiss, 
through  all 

Hie  passes  of  the  Spanish  Pyrenees, 


And  from  the  Seine's  thronged  banks,  a 
murmur  strange 
And  glad  floats  to  thee  o'er  thy  summer 
seas 
On  the  salt  wind  that  stirs  thy  whitening 
hair, — 
The  song  of  freedom's  bloodless  victories  I 
Rejoice,  O  Garibaldi !    Though  thy  sword 
Failed  at  Rome's  gates,  and  blood  seemed 

vainly  poured 
Where,  in  Christ's  name,  the  crowned  infidel 
Of  France  wrought  murder  with  the  arms 
of  hell 
On  that  sad  mountain  slope  whose  ghostly 
dead, 
Unmindful  of  the  gray  exorcist's  ban. 
Walk,  unappeased,  the  chambered  Vatican, 
And  draw  the  curtains  of  Napoleon's  bed ! 
God's  providence  is  not  blind,  but,  full  of 

eyes, 
It  searches  all  the  refuges  of  lies  : 
And  in  His  time  and  way,  the  accursed 
things 
Before  whose  evil  feet  thy  battle-ga?e 
Has  clashed  defiance  from  hot  youth  to 
age 
Shall  perish.     All  men  shall  be  priests  and 
kings. 
One  royal  brotherhood,  one  church  made 

free 
By  love,  which  is  the  law  of  liberty  t 


TO   LYDIA   MARIA  CHILD 


ON   READING  HER  POEM  IN   "  THE  STAN- 


DARD 
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Mrs.  ChUd  wrote  her  lines,  beginning. 
"  Again  the  trees  are  clothed  in  vernal  green/* 
May  24,  1859,  on  the  first  anniversary  of  Ellis 
Gray  Loring's  death,  but  did  not  publish  them 
for  some  yean  afterward,  when  1  first  read 
them,  or  I  could  not 'have  made  the  reference 
which  I  did  to  the  extinction  of  slavery. 

The  sweet  spring  day  is  glad  with  music. 
But  through  it  sounds  a  sadder  strain  ; 

The  worthiest  of  our  narrowing  circle 
Sings  Loring's  dirges  o'er  again. 

O  woman  greatly  loved  t    I  join  thee 
In  tender  memories  of  our  friend  ; 

With  thee  across  the  awful  spaces 
The  greeting  of  a  soul  I  send  I 
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What  cheer  hath  he  ?    How  is  it  with  him  ? 

Where  lingers  he  this  weary  while  ? 
Oyer  what  pleasant  fields  of  Heaven 

Dawns  the  sweet  sunrise  of  his  smile  ? 

Does  he  not  know  our  feet  are  treading 
The  earth  hard  down  on  Slavery's  grave  ? 

That,  in  our  crowning  exultations, 

We  miss  the  charm  his  presence  gave  ? 

Why  on  this  spring  air  comes  no  whisper 
from  him  to  tell  us  all  is  well  ? 

Why  to  our  flower-time  comes  no  token 
Of  lily  and  of  asphodel  ? 

I  feel  the  unutterable  longing, 
Thy  hunger  of  the  heart  is  mine  ; 

I  reach  and  g^pe  for  hands  in  darkness, 
My  ear  grows  sharp  for  voice  or  sign. 

Still  on  the  lips  of  all  we  question 
The  finger  of  God's  silence  lies  ; 

Will  the  lost  hands  in  ours  be  folded  ? 
Will  the  shut  eyelids  ever  rise  ? 

O  friend  I  no  proof  beyond  this  yearning. 
This  outreach  of  our  hearts,  we  need  ; 

God  will  not  mock  the  hope  He  giveth, 
No  love  He  prompts  shall  vainly  plead. 

Then  let  us  stretch  our  hands  in  darkness, 
And  call  our  loved  ones  o'er  and  o'er  ; 

Some  day  their  arms  shall  close  about  us. 
And  the  old  voices  speak  once  more. 

No  dreary  splendors  wait  our  coming 
Where  rapt  ghost  sits  from  ghost  apart ; 

Homeward  we  go  to  Heaven's  thanksgiving, 
The  harvest-gathering  of  the  heart. 


THE   SINGER 

This  poem  was  written  on  the  death  of  Alice 
Cary.  Her  sister  Phoebe,  heart-broken  by  her 
losSf  followed  soon  after.  Noble  and  richly 
gifted,  lovely  in  person  and  character,  they 
left  behind  them  only  friends  and  admirers. 

Years  since  (but  names  to  me  before), 
Two  sisters  sought  at  eve  my  door  ; 
Two  song-birds  wandering  from  their  nest, 
A  gray  old  farm-house  in  the  West. 

How  fresh  of  life  the  younger  one, 
Half  smiles,  half  tears,  like  rain  in  sun  ! 


Her  gravest  mood  could  scarce  displace 
The  dimples  of  her  nut-brown  face. 

Wit  sparkled  on  her  lips  not  less 
For  quick  and  tremulous  tenderness  ; 
And,  following  close  her  merriest  glance^ 
Dreamed  through  her  eyes  the  heart's  ro> 
mance. 

Timid  and  still,  the  elder  had 
Even  then  a  smile  too  sweetly  sad  ; 
The  crown  of  pain  that  all  must  wear 
Too  early  pressed  her  midnight  hair. 

Yet  ere  the  summer  eve  grew  long. 
Her  modest  lips  were  sweet  with  song ; 
A  memory  haunted  all  her  words 
Of  clover-fields  and  singing  birds. 

Her  dark,  dilating  eyes  expressed 

The  broad  horizons  of  the  west ; 

Her  speech  dropped  prairie  flowers ;   the 

gold 
Of  harvest  wheat  about  her  rolled. 

Fore-doomed  to  song  she  seemed  to  me  : 

I  queried  not  with  oestiny  : 

I  knew  the  trial  and  the  need. 

Yet,  all  the  more,  I  said,  God  speed  t 

What  could  I  other  than  I  did  ? 
Could  I  a  singing-bird  forbid  ? 
Deny  the  wind-stirred  leaf  ?     Rebuke 
The  music  of  the  forest  brook  ? 

She  went  with  morning  from  my  door. 
But  left  me  richer  than  before  ; 
Thenceforth  I  knew  her  voice  of  cheer. 
The  welcome  of  her  partial  ear. 

Years  passed  :   through  all  the  land  hex 

name 
A  pleasant  household  word  became  : 
All  felt  behind  the  singer  stood 
A  sweet  and  gracious  womanhood. 

Her  life  was  earnest  work,  not  play ; 
Her  tired  feet  climbed  a  weary  way  ; 
And  even  through  her  lightest  stram 
We  heard  an  undertone  of  pain. 

Unseen  of  her  her  fair  fame  grew. 
The  good  she  did  she  rarely  knew, 
Unguessed  of  her  in  life  the  love 
That  rained  its  tears  her  grave  above. 
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last  1  MW  her,  full  of  peace, 
aited  fur  ber  f>reat  release  ; 
hat  old  friend  so  attga  and  bUnd, 
iter  Franklin,  held  ber  hand. 

1  that  patriot  bosoms  atirs 
aoved  th&t  woman's  heart  of  bers, 
'leu  who  toiled  in  storm  aod  siio 
I  her  their  meet  companion. 


rermore  an  undertbonght 
B  to  come  within  us  wrought, 
11  the  while  we  felt  the  stnun 
1  strong  will  that  conquered  pain. 

ivetb  quietness  at  last  t 
jmmon  way  that  all  have  passed 
eDt,  with  mortal  veamings  foud, 
Jer  life  And  lore  beyond. 

he  rapt  soul  in  your  embrace, 
«r  ones  I     Give  the  singer  place  I 
II,  to  her,  —  I  know  not  wh^e,  — 
Jie  silence  of  a  pntjer. 

dy  thus  onr  ovra  we  find  ; 
one  before,  the  left  bebiiid, 
ortal  voices  die  between  ; 
nbeard  reaebes  the  unseen. 

the  blackbirds  sing  ;  the  streams 
,  laughing,  from  their  winter  dreams, 
remble  in  the  April  showers 
issels  of  the  maple  flowers. 

it  for  her  has  spring  renewed 
veet  surprises  of  the  wood  ; 
■ird  and  flower  are  ioat  to  her 
ITM  their  best  interpreter! 

to  shut  eyes  bas  God  revealed  ? 
hear     the     ears     that    death    bas 
sealed  ? 

nndreamed  beauty  passing  show 
tea  the  loss  of  all  we  know  ? 


0  white  soul  I  from  that  far~oS  shore 
Float  some  sweet  song  the  waters  o'er, 
Oar  faith  conflrm,  our  fears  dispel. 
With  the  old  voice  we  loved  so  weU  I 
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before  tlie  Boston  Radical  Club.  The  refeienoe 
in  tha  laat  stania  is  to  an  enay  on  Sai^o  by 
T.  W.  Higginson,  read  at  tlie  olab  the  preoedinf 

month. 

WiTB  wisdom  far  beyqud  ber  years. 
And  graver  than  her  wondering  peen. 
So  strong,  BO  mild,  combining  still 
The  tender  heart  and  queenly  will. 
To  conscience  and  to  duty  true. 
So,  up  from  childhood,  Mary  Grew  1 

Then  in  ber  grocions  womanbood 
She  gave  her  days  to  doing  good. 
Sbe  dared  the  scornful  laugb  of  men. 
The  hounding  mob,  the  slanderer's  pen. 
Sbe  did  tbe  work  ^e  found  to  do, — 
A  Christian  heroine,  Mary  Grew  ! 

The  freed  slave  thanks  ber  ;  blessing  comes 
To  her  from  women's  weary  homes  ; 
Tbe  wronged  and  erring  find  in  ber 
Their  censor  mild  and  comforter. 
The  world  were  safe  if  but  a  few 
Conid  grow  in  grace  as  Mary  Grew  I 

So,  New  Year's  Eve,  I  sit  and  say. 
By  tbis  low  wood-fire,  ashen  gray  ; 
Just  wishing,  as  the  night  shuts  down, 
That  I  could  hear  in  Boston  town. 
In  pleasant  Cbestnut  Avenue, 
Fnun  ber  own  lips,  bow  Mary  Grew  I 

And  bear  ber  graceful  hostess  tell 

The  silver- voiced  oracle 

Who  lately  through  her  parlors  spokei 

As  through  Dodona's  socrsd  oak, 

A  wiser  truth  than  any  told 

By  Sappho's  lips  of  ruddy  gold, — 

lAe  way  to  make  the  world  anew 

la  just  to  grow  —  as  MaiyGrewl 
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SUMNER 

^  I  am  not  one  who  has  diBeraoed  beanty  of 
wntiment  by  deformity  of  condact,  or  the  max- 
ims of  a  freeman  by  the  actions  of  a  slave ;  but, 
by  the  grace  of  God,  I  have  kept  my  life  unsul- 
lied."— Milton's  Defence  of  the  People  of 
England. 

0  MOTHER  State  I  the  winds  of  March 
Blew  chill  o'er  Auburn's  Field  of  God, 

Where,  slow,  beneath  a  leaden  arch 
Of  sky,  thy  mourning  children  trod. 

And  now,  with  all  thy  woods  in  leaf, 
Thy  fields  in  flower,  beside  thy  dead 

Thou  sittest,  in  thy  .robes  of  grief, 
A  Rachel  yet  uncomforted  t 

And  once  again  the  OTpua.  swells. 
Once  more  the  flag  is  half-way  hung. 

And  yet  again  the  mournful  bells 
In  all  thy  steeple-towers  are  rung. 

And  I,  obedient  to  thy  will. 

Have  come  a  simple  wreath  to  lay. 

Superfluous,  on  a  nave  that  still 
Is  sweet  with  afl  the  flowers  of  May. 

1  take,  with  awe,  the  task  assigned  ; 

It  may  be  that  my  friend  might  miss. 
In  his  new  sphere  of  heart  and  mind, 
Some  token  from  my  hand  in  this. 

By  many  a  tender  memory  moved, 
Along  the  past  my  thought  I  send  ; 

The  record  of  the  cause  he  loved 
Is  the  best  record  of  its  friend. 

No  trumpet  sounded  in  his  ear. 
He  saw  not  Sinai's  cloud  and  flame, 

But  never  yet  to  Hebrew  seer 
A  clearer  voice  of  duty  came. 

God    said  :      **  Break  thou  these  yokes ; 
undo 

These  heavy  burdens.     I  ordain 
A  work  to  last  thy  whole  life  through, 

A  ministry  of  strife  and  pain. 

**  Forego  thy  dreams  of  lettered  ease. 
Put  thou  the  scholar's  promise  by. 

The  rights  of  man  are  more  than  these." 
He  heard,  and  answered  :  **  Here  am  I ! " 


He  set  his  face  against  the  blast. 
His  feet  against  the  flinty  shard. 

Till  the  hard  service  grew,  at  last. 
Its  own  exceeding  great  reward. 

Lifted  like  Saul's  above  the  crowd, 
Upon  his  kingly  forehead  fell 

The  first  sharp  bolt  of  Slavery's  cloudy 
Launched  at  the  truth  he  urged  so  welL 

Ah  !  never  yet,  at  rack  or  stake, 

Was  sorer  loss  made  Freedom's  gain. 

Than  his,  who  suffered  for  her  sake 
The  beak-torn  Titan's  lingering  pain  I 

The  fixed  star  of  his  faith,  through  all 
Loss,  doubt,  and  peril,  shone  ^e  same ; 

As  through  a  night  of  storm,  some  tall. 
Strong  lighthouse  lifts  its  steady  flame. 

Beyond  the  dust  and  smoke  he  saw 
The  sheaves  of  Freedom's  large  inoreufl^ 

The  holy  fanes  of  equal  law, 
The  New  Jerusalem  of  peace. 

The  weak  might  fear,  the  worldling  mocl^ 
The  faint  and  blind  of  heart  regret ; 

All  knew  at  last  th'  eternal  rock 
On  which  his  forward  feet  were  set 

The  subtlest  scheme  of  compromise 
Was  folly  to  his  purpose  l)old  ; 

The  strongest  mesh  of  party  lies 
Weak  to  the  simplest  truth  he  told. 

One  language  held  bis  heart  and  lip, 
Straight  onward  to  his  goal  he  trod. 

And  proved  the  highest  statesmanship 
Obedience  to  the  voice  of  God. 

No  wail  was  in  his  voice,  —  none  heard, 
When    treason's    storm-cloud     blaokeat 
grew, 

The  weakness  of  a  doubtful  word  ; 
His  duty,  and  the  end,  he  knew. 

The  first  to  smite,  the  first  to  spare  ; 

When  once  the  hostile  ensigns  fell. 
He  stretched  out  bands  of  generous  care 

To  lift  the  foe  he  fought  so  well. 

For  there  was  nothing  base  or  small 
Or  craven  in  his  soul's  broad  plan  ; 

Forgiving  all  things  personal, 
He  hated  only  wrong  to  man. 


The  old  traditioiu  of  hia  Stats, 

The  memorieB  of  bet  great  and  good. 

Took  from  liia  life  a  fresher  date. 
And  in  himself  embodied  atood. 

How  felt  the  greed  of  gold  and  place, 
The  venal  orew  that  Bchemed  and  planned, 

Tbe  fine  Bcom  of  that  haughty  face, 
Tiie  spuFning  of  that  bnbeleaa  hand  I 

If  than  Rome's  tribnnea  statelier 

He  wore  bis  senatorial  robe. 
His  lofty  port  was  all  for  her, 

The  one  dear  spot  on  all  the  globe. 

If  to  tbe  master's  plea  he  gave 

The  vast  contempt  bis  manhood  felt. 

He  saw  a  brother  iu  the  bUtb,  — 
With  man  as  equal  man  he  dealt. 

Proud  was  he  ?  If  his  presence  kept 
Its  grandeur  wheresoe'er  ha  trod. 

As  if  from  Plutarch's  gallerr  stepped 
The  hero  and  the  demigod, 

Kone  failed,  at  least,  to  reach  bb  ear. 
Nor  want  nor  woe  appealed  in  vain  j 

The  homesick  soldier  knew  his  cheer, 
And  blessed  him  from  his  ward  of  pain. 

Safelj  his  dearest  friends  may  own 
The  slight  defects  be  never  hid. 

The  surface-blemish  in  tbe  stone 
Of  tbe  tall,  stately  pyramid. 

SnfSce  it  that  he  never  brought 

His  conscience  to  the  public  mart ; 

Sat  lived  himself  the  truth  he  taught, 
White •souled,  clean-handed,  pure  of 

\Flwt  if  he  felt  the  natural  pride 
Of  power  in  noble  use,  too  true 

W~ith  thin  humilities  to  bide 

The  work  he  did,  the  lore  he  knew  7 

Was  he  not  just  ?  Was  any  wronged 
Bj  that  HSBoted  selE-estirante  7 

He  took  but  what  to  him  belonged, 
Cnenvious  of  another's  state. 

Well  might  he  heed  the  words  he  spake, 
And  scan  with  care  the  written  page 

Through  which  be  still  nhall  warm  and  wake 
Tb»  hearts  of  men  from  age  to  age. 


Ah  I  who  shall  blame  him  now  because 
He  solaced  thus  his  hours  of  paiu  I 

Should  not  the  o'erwom  thresher  pause. 
And  hold  to  light  his  golden  grain  7 

No  sense  of  humor  dropped  its  i»I 

On  the  hard  ways  his  purpose  went ; 
'      "    '    '  of  fancy  lightened  toil  ; 

«  alone  the  thing  he  meant. 

He  lored  his  books,  the  Art  that  hints 
A  beauty  veiled  behind  its  own. 

The  graver's  line,  the  pencil's  tints. 
The  ehisel's  shape  evoked  from  stone. 

He  cherished,  vmd  of  selfish  ends. 
The  social  courtesies  that  bless 

And  sweeten  life,  and  loved  bis  f riendt 
Witb  most  unworldly  tc 


But  smi  hia  tired  eyes  rarely  learned 
The  glad  relief  by  Nature  broneht ; 

Her  mountain  ranges  never  tomea 
His  current  of  persistent  thought. 

The  sea  rolled  chorus  to  his  speech 

Three-banked  like  Latium's  tall  trireme^ 

With  laboring  oars  ;  the  grove  and  beach 
Were  Forum  and  the  Academe. 


joy  from  all  things  fair 
aus  bent  of  soul  repressed. 
And  left  from  youth  to  silvered  hair 
Few  hours  for  pleasure,  none  for  rest 

For  all  his  life  was  poor  without, 
O  Nature,  make  the  last  amends  t 

Train  all  thy  flowers  his  grave  about. 
And  make  thy  singing-birds  his  friends  I 


Revive  again,  thou  si 

The  broken  torf  upon  his  bed  I 
Breathe,     summer    wind,     thy     tenderest 


With  calm  and  beauty  symbolize 
The  peace  which  follows  long  annoy. 

And  lend  our  earth-bent,  moumuig  eyes, 
Some  bint  of  bis  diviner  joy. 

For  safe  with  right  and  truth  he  is. 
As  God  lives  he  must  live  alwny  ; 

There  is  no  end  for  souls  like  bis. 
No  night  for  children  of  the  day  1 
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Nor  cant  nor  poor  solicitudes 

Made  weak  his  life's  great  argument ; 
Small  leisure  his  for  frames  and  moods 

Who  followed  Duty  where  she  went. 

The  broad,  fair  fields  of  Grod  he  saw 
Beyond  the  bigot's  narrow  bound  ; 

The  truths  he  moulded  into  law 
In  Christ's  beatitudes  he  found. 

His  state-craft  was  the  Golden  Rule, 
His  right  of  vote  a  sacred  trust ; 

Clear,  over  threat  and  ridicule, 
All  heard  his  challenge  :  **Iait  just  ?  " 

And  when  the  hour  supreme  had  come, 
Not  for  himself  a  thought  he  gave  ; 

In  that  last  pang  of  martyrdom, 

His  care  was  for  the  half-freed  slave. 

Not  vainly  dusky  hands  upbore, 

In  prayer,  the  passing  soul  to  heaven 

Whose  mercy  to  His  suif eriug  poor 
Was  service  to  the  Master  given. 

Long  shall  the  good  State's  annals  tell, 

Her  children^  children  long  be  taught, 
How.   p«i«^    o,    binned,    he    g«a«ied 

The  trust  he  neither  shunned  nor  sought 

If  for  one  moment  turned  thy  face, 
O  Mother,  from  thy  son,  not  long 

He  waited  calmly  in  his  place 

The  sure  remorse  which  follows  wrong. 

Forgiven  be  the  State  he  loved 

l^e  one  brief  lapse,  the  single  blot ; 

Forgotten  be  the  stain  removed. 
Her  righted  record  shows  it  not  I 

The  lifted  sword  above  her  shield 

With  jealous  care  shall  guard  his  fame  ; 

The  pine-tree  on  her  ancient  field 

To  all  the  winds  shall  speak  his  name. 

The  marble  image  of  her  son 

Her  loving  hs^ds  shall  yearly  crown. 

And  from  her  pictured  Pantheon 
His  grand,  majestic  face  look  down. 

O  State  so  passing  rich  before. 

Who  now  shall  doubt  thy  highest  claim  ? 
The  world  that  counts  thy  jewels  o'er 

Shall  longest  pause  at  Sumner's  name  I 


THIERS 


Fate  summoned,  in  gray-b«arded  age,  to 

act 
A  history  stranger  than  his  written  fact, 
Him  who  portrayed  the  splendor  and  the 

gloom 
Of  that  great  hour  when  throne  and  altar 

feU 
With  long  death-groan  which  still  is  andi- 

ble. 
He,  when  around  the  walls  of  Paris 

rung 
The  Prussian  bugle  like  the  blast  of  doom, 
And  every  ill  which  follows  unblest  war 
Maddened  all  France  from  Finist^re  to 

Var, 
The  weight  of    fourscore    from    his 

shoulders  flung. 
And  guided  Freedom  in  the  path  he  saw 
Lead  out  of  chaos  into  light  and  law. 
Peace,  not  imperial,  but  republican. 
And  order  pledged  to  all  the  Rights  of 

Man. 


II 


Death  called  him  from  a  need  as  imnu- 

nent 
As  that  from  which  the   Silent  William 

went 
When  powers  of  evil,  like   the    smiting 

seas 
On  Holland's  dikes,  assailed  her  liberties. 
Sadly,  while  yet  in  doubtful  balance  hung 
The  weal  and  woe  of  France,  the  bells  wei^^ 

rung 
For  her  lost  leader.     Paralyzed  of  will, 
Above  his  bier  the  hearts  of  men  stooc^ 

still. 
Then,  as  if  set  to  his  dead  lips,  the  bom 
Of  Roland  wound  once  more  to  rouse  anc 

warn. 
The  old  voice  filled  the  air  !     His  last  brav^^ 

word 
Not  vainly  France  to  all  her  boundarie^^ 

stirred. 
Strong  as   in  life,  he  still  for  Freedon^ 

wrought, 
As  the  dead  Cid  at  red  Toloso  fought. 
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FITZ-GREENE  HALLECK 

AT  THE   UNVEILING  OF   HIS   STATUE 

Among  their  gpntven  shapes  to  whom 

Thy  civic  wreaths  belong, 
O  city  of  his  love,  make  room 

For  one  whose  gift  was  song. 

Not  his  the  soldier's  sword  to  ?rield, 

Nor  his  the  helm  of  state, 
Nor  glory  of  the  stricken  field. 

Nor  triumph  of  debate. 

In  common  ways,  with  common  men. 

He  served  his  race  and  time 
As  well  as  if  his  clerkly  pen 

Had  never  danced  to  rhyme. 

If,  in  the  thronged  and  noisy  mart. 

The  Muses  found  their  son, 
Could  any  say  his  tuneful  art 

A  duty  left  undone  ? 

He  toiled  and  sang  ;  and  year  by  year 
Men  found  their  homes  more  sweet, 

And  through  a  tenderer  atmosphere 
Looked  down  the  brick-walled  street. 

The    Greek's    wild    onset    Wall    Street 
knew  ; 

The  Red  King  walked  Broadway  ; 
And  Alnwick  Castle's  roses  blew 

From  Palisades  to  Bay. 

Fair  City  by  the  Sea  I  upraise 

His  veil  with  reverent  hands  ; 
And  mingle  with  thy  own  the  praise 

And  pride  of  other  lands. 

Let  Greece  his  fiery  lyric  breathe 

Above  her  hero-urns  ; 
And  Scotland,  with  her  holly,  wreathe 

The  flower  he  culled  for  Bums. 

Oh,  stately  stand  thy  palace  walls. 

Thy  tall  ships  ride  the  seas  ; 
To-day  thy  poet's  name  recalls 

A  prouder  thought  than  these. 

Xot  less  thy  pulse  of  trade  shall  beat, 

Nor  less  thy  tall  fleets  swim, 
That  shaded  square  and  dusty  street 

Are  classic  ground  through  him. 


Alive,  he  loved,  like  all  who  sing. 

The  echoes  of  his  son?  ; 
Too  late  the  tardy  meed  we  bring. 

The  praise  delayed  so  long. 

Too  late,  alas  I     Of  all  who  knew 

The  living  man,  to-day 
Before  his  unveiled  face,  how  few 

Make  bare  their  locks  of  gr&y ! 

Our  lips  of  praise  must  soon  be  dumb, 

Our  grateful  eyes  be  dim  ; 
O  brothers  of  the  days  to  come, 

Take  tender  charge  of  him  I 

New  hands  the  wires  of  song  may  sweep, 
New  voices  challenge  fame  ; 

But  let  no  moss  of  years  o'ercreep 
The  lines  of  Halleck's  name. 
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Oh,  well  may  Essex  sit  forlorn 

Beside  her  searblown  shore; 
Her  well  beloved,  her  noblest  bom. 

Is  hers  in  life  no  more  I 

No  lapse  of  years  can  render  less 

Her  memory's  sacred  claim  ; 
No  fountain  of  forgetf ulness 

Can  wet  the  lips  of  Fame. 

A  grief  alike  to  wound  and  heal, 
A  thought  to  soothe  and  pain, 

The  sad,  sweet  pride  that  mothers  feel 
To  her  must  still  remain. 

Good  men  and  true  she  has  not  lacked. 
And  brave  men  yet  shall  be  ; 

The  perfect  flower,  the  crowning  fact. 
Of  all  her  years  was  he  ! 

As  Galahad  pure,  as  Merlin  sage, 
What  worthier  knight  was  found 

To  grace  in  Arthur's  golden  age 
The  fabled  Table  Round  ? 

A  voice,  the  battle's  trumpet-note. 

To  welcome  and  restore  ; 
A  hand,  that  all  unwilling  smote. 

To  heal  and  build  once  more  ! 

A  soul  of  fire,  a  tender  heart 
Too  warm  for  hate,  he  knew 
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The  generous  victor's  graceful  part 
To  sheathe  the  swotd  he  drew. 

When  Earth,  as  if  on  evil  dreams, 

Looks  back  upon  her  wars, 
And  the  white  light  of  Christ  outstreams 

From  the  red  disk  of  Mars, 

His  fame  who  led  the  stormy  van 

Of  battle  well  may  cease, 
But  never  that  which  crowns  the  man 

Whose  victory  was  Peace. 

Mourn,  Essex,  on  thy  sea-blown  shore 

Thy  beautif  ul^and  brave. 
Whose  failing  hand  the  olive  bore. 

Whose  dying  lips  forgave  ! 

Let  aee  lament  the  youthful  chief. 

And  tender  eyes  be  dim  ; 
The  tears  are  more  of  joy  than  grief 

That  fall  for  one  like  him  ! 


BAYARD   TAYLOR 


^  And  where  now.  Bayard,  will  thy  foot- 
steps tend  ?  " 
My  sbter  asked  our  guest  one  winter's 

day. 
Smiliug  he  answered  in  the  Friends'  sweet 
way 
Common  to  both  :  **  Wherever  thou  shalt 

■  send  1 
What  wouldst  thou  have  me  see  for  thee  ?  " 
She  laughed. 
Her  dark  eyes  dancing  in  the  wood-fire's 
glow  : 
**  Loffoden  isles,  the  Kilpis,  and  the  low, 
Unsetting  sun  on  Finmark's  fishing-craft." 
**  All  these  and  more  I  soon  shall  see  for 
thee  I " 
He  answered  cheerily  :  and  he  kept  his 

pledge 
On   Lapland  snows,  the  North    Cape's 
windy  wedge. 
And  Tromsd  freezing  in  its  winter  sea. 
He  went  and  came.     But  no  man  knows 

the  track 
Of  his  last  journey,  and  he  comes  not 
bMkI 


II 


He  brought  us  wonders  of  the  new  and 


ougn 
old; 


We  shared  all  climes  with  him.    The 

Arab's  tent 
To  him  its  story-telling  secret  lent. 
And,  pleased,  we  listened  to  the  tales  he 

told. 
His  task,  beguiled  with  songs  that  shall  en- 
dure, 
Li    manly,     honest    thoroughness     he 

wrought ; 
From  humble  home-lays  to  the  heights 
of  thought 
Slowly  he  clunbed,  but    every  step  was 

sure. 
How,  with  the  generous  pride  that  friend- 
ship hath, 
We,  who  so  loved  him,  saw  at  last  the 

crown 
Of  civic  honor  on  his  brows  pressed  down, 
Rejoiced,  and  knew  not  that  the  gift  was 
death. 
And  now  for  him,  whose  praise  in  deaf- 
ened card 
Two  nations  speak,  we  answer  but  frith 
tears ! 


Ill 


O  Vale  of  Chester  !  trod  by  him  so  oft. 
Green  as  thy  June  turf  keep  his  memory^ 

Let 
Nor  wood,  nor  dell,  nor  storied  streanv»- 
forget. 
Nor  winds  that  blow  round  lonely  Cedar"^ 

croft; 
Let  the  home  voices  g^et  him  in  the  fttr, 
Strang^  land  that  holds  him  ;   let  th( 

messages 
Of  love  pursue  him  o'er  the  chartU 
seas 
And  unmapped  vastness  of  his  imknown^ 

star  1 
Love's  languagfe,  heard  beyond   the   loudJ^ 
discourse 
Of  perishable  fame,  in  every  sphere 
Itself  interprets  ;  and  its  utterance  here 
Somewhere  in  God's  unfolding  universe 
Shall  reach  our  traveller,  softening  the 

surprise 
Of  his  rapt  gaze  on  nnfamilinr  skies  I 


WITHIN  THE  GATE 
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OUR   AUTOCRAT 

Read  at  the  breakfast  given  in  honor  of  Dr. 
Holmes  by  the  publishers  of  the  AUantie 
Monthljfj  December  3,  1879. 

His  laurels  fresh  from  song  and  lay, 
Romance,  art,  soienoe,  rich  in  all, 

And  young  of  heart,  how  dare  we  say 
We  keep  his  seventieth  festival  ? 

No  sense  is  here  of  loss  or  lack ; 

Before  his  sweetness  and  his  light 
The  dial  holds  its  shadow  back, 

The  charm^  hours  delay  their  flight. 

His  still  the  keen  analysis 

Of  men  and  moods,  electric  wit, 

Free  play  of  mirth,  and  tenderness 
To  heal  the  slightest  wound  from  it. 

And  his  the  pathos  touching  all 
Life's  sins  and  sorrows  and  regrets. 

Its  hopes  and  fears,  its  final  call 
And  rest  beneath  the  violets. 

His  sparklin?  surface  scarce  betrajrs 
The  thoughtful  tide  beneath  it  rolled, 

The  wisdom  of  the  latter  days. 
And  tender  memories  of  the  old. 

What  shapes  and  fancies,  g^ve  or  gay. 
Before  us  at  his  bidding  come  I 

The  Treadmill  tramp,  the  One-Horse  Shay, 
The  dumb  despair  of  Elsie's  doom  ! 

Hie  tale  of  Avis  and  the  Maid, 
The  plea  for  lips  that  cannot  speak, 

Hie  holy  kiss  that  Iris  laid 
On  Little  Boston's  pallid  cheek ! 

Lone  may  he  live  to  sing  for  us 
His  sweetest  sones  at  evening  time, 

And,  like  his  Chamoered  Nautuus, 
To  holier  heights  of  beauty  climb  I 

Hiongh  now  unnumbered  guests  surround 
The  table  that  he  rules  at  will. 

Its  Autocrat,  however  crowned. 
Is  but  our  friend  and  comrade  still. 

Hie  world  may  keep  his  honored  name. 
The  wealth  of  all  his  varied  powers  ; 

A  stronger  claim  has  love  than  fame, 
And  he  himself  is  only  ours ! 


WITHIN   THE   GATE 


Xm      tim     C. 

I  have  more  fully  expressed  my  admiration 
and  regard  for  Lydia  Maria  Child  in  the  bio- 
grraphioal  introduction  which  I  wrote  for  the 
vdame  of  Xettert ,  published  after  her  death. 

We  sat  together,  last  May-day,  and  talked 
Of  the  dear  friends  who  walked 

Beside  us,  sharers  of  the  hopes  and  fean 
Of  five  and  forty  years, 

Since  first  we  met  in  Freedom's  hope  foiv 
lorn. 
And  heard  her  battle-horn 
Sound  through  the  valleys  of  the  sleeping 
North, 
Calling  her  children  forth, 

And  youth  pressed  forward  ?rith    hope- 
lighted  eyes. 

And  age,  with  forecast  wise 
Of  the  lou^  strife  before  the  triumph  won, 

Girdea  his  armor  on. 

Sadly,  as  name  by  name  we  called  the  roll. 
We  heard  the  dead-bells  toll 

For  the  unanswering  many,  and  we  knew 
The  living  were  the  few. 

And  we,  who  waited  our  own  call  before 

The  inevitable  door. 
Listened  and  looked,  as  all  have  done,  to 
win 

Some  token  from  within. 

No  sign  we  saw,  we  heard  no  voices  call ; 

The  impenetrable  wall 
Cast  down  its  shadow,  like  an  awful  doubt. 

On  all  who  sat  without. 

Of  many  a  hint  of  life  beyond  the  veil. 

And  many  a  ghostly  tale 
Wherewith  the  ages  spanned  the  gulf  be- 
tween 

The  seen  and  the  unseen. 

Seeking  from  omen,  trance,  and  dream  to 
gain 
Solace  to  doubtful  pain. 
And  touch,  with  groping  hands,  the  gar* 
ment  hem 
Of  truth  sufficing  them* 
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We  talked  ;    and,  turning  from  the  sore 
unrest 

Of  an  all-bafiBing  quest, 
We  thought  of  holy  lives  that  from  us  passed 

Hopeful  unto  the  last, 

As  if  they  saw  beyond  the  river  of  death. 

Like  Him  of  Nazareth, 
The  many  mansions  of  the  Eternal  days 

Lift  up  their  gates  of  praise. 

And,  hushed  to  silence  by  a  reverent  awe, 

Methought,  O  friend,  I  saw 
in  thy  true  life  of  word,  and  work,  and 
thought 

The  proof  of  all  we  sought. 

Did  we  not  witness  in  the  life  of  thee 

Immortal  prophecy  ? 
And  feel,  when  with  thee,  that  thy  footsteps 
trod 

An  everlasting  road  ? 

Not  for  brief  days  thy  generous  sympathies, 

Thy  scorn  of  selfish  ease  ; 
Not  for  the  poor  prize  of  an  earthly  goal 

Thy  strong  uplift  of  souL 

Than  thine  was  never  turned  a  fonder  heart 

To  nature  and  to  art 
In  fair-formed  Hellas  in  her  golden  prime, 

Thy  Philothea's  time. 

Tet,  loving  beauty,  thou  oouldst  pass  it  by, 

And  for  the  poor  deny 
Thyself,  and  see  thy  fresh,  sweet  flower  of 
fame 

Wither  in  blight  and  blame. 

Sharine  His  love  who  holds  in  His  embrace 

The  lowliest  of  our  race. 
Sure  the  Divine  economy  must  be 

Conservative  of  thee  1 

For  truth  must  live  with  truth,  self-sacri- 
fice 

Seek  out  its  great  allies  ; 
Good  must  find  good  by  gravitation  sure. 

And  love  with  love  endure. 

And  so,  since  thou  hast  passed  within  the 
gate 

Whereby  awhile  I  wait, 
I  give  blind  grief  and  blinder  sense  the  lie  : 

Thou  hast  not  lived  to  die  I 


IN  MEMORY 

JAMES  T.   FIELDS 

As  a  guest  who  may  not  stay 
Long  and  sad  farewells  to  say 
Glides  with  smiling  face  away, 

Of  the  sweetness  and  the  zest 
Of  thy  happy  life  possessed 
Thou  hast  left  us  at  thy  best. 

Warm  of  heart  and  clear  of  brain. 
Of  thy  sun-bright  spirit's  wane 
Thou  hast  spared  us  all  the  pain. 

Now  that  thou  hast  gone  away, 
What  is  left  of  one  to  say 
Who  was  open  as  the  day  ? 

What  is  there  to  gloss  or  shun  ? 
Save  with  kindly  voices  none 
Speak  thy  name  beneath  the  sun. 

Safe  thou  art  on  every  side, 
Friendship  nothing  finds  to  hide, 
Love's  demand  is  satisfied. 

Over  manly  strength  and  worth, 
At  thy  desk  of  toil,  or  hearth, 
Played  the  lambent  light  of  mirth,  — 

Mirth  that  lit,  but  never  burned  ; 
All  thy  blame  to  pity  turned  ; 
Hatred  thou  hadst  never  learned. 

Every  harsh  and  vexing  thing 
At  thy  home-fire  lost  its  sting  ; 
Where  thou  wast  was  always  spring. 

And  thy  perfect  trust  in  good, 
Faith  in  man  and  womanhood, 
Chance  and  change  and  time  withstoo 

Small  respect  for  cant  and  whine, 
Bight's  zeal  and  hate  malign, 
Had  that  sunny  soul  of  thine. 

But  to  thee  was  duty's  claim 
Sacred,  and  thy  lips  became 
Reverent  with  one  holy  Name. 

Therefore,  on  thy  unknown  way, 
Gro  in  Grod's  peace  1     We  who  stay 
But  a  little  while  delay. 
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Keep  for  us,  O  friend,  where'er 
Thou  art  waiting,  all  that  here 
Made  thy  earthly  presence  dear ; 

Something  of  thy  pleasant  past 
On  a  ground  of  wonder  cast. 
In  the  stiller  waters  glassed  ! 

Keep  the  human  heart  of  thee  ; 
Let  the  mortal  only  be 
Clothed  in  immortality. 

And  when  fall  our  feet  as  fell 

Thine  upon  the  asphodel, 

Let  thy  old  smile  greet  us  well ; 

Proving  in  a  world  of  bliss 
What  we  fondly  dream  in  this,  — 
Love  is  one  with  holiness  1 


WILSON 

Read  at  the  Massachusetts  Club  on  the  seren- 
tieth  anniyereary  of  the  birthday  of  Vioe-Preo- 
ident  Wilson,  February  16,  1882. 

The  lowliest  bom  of  all  the  land. 
He  wrung  from  Fate's  reluctant  hand 

The  gifts  which  happier  boyhood  claims  ; 
And,  tasting  on  a  thankless  soil 
The  bitter  bread  of  unpaid  toil. 

He  fed  his  soul  with  noble  aims. 

And  Nature,  kindly  provident, 
To  him  the  future's  promise  lent ; 

The  powers  that  shape  man's  destinies, 
Patience  and  faith  and  toil,  he  knew, 
The  close  horizon  round  him  grew 

Broad  with  great  possibilities. 

By  the  low  hearth-fire's  fitful  blaze 
Ele  read  of  old  heroic  days. 

The  safe's  thought,  the  patriot's  speech  ; 
Unhelped,  aloue,  himself  he  taught. 
His  school  the  craft  at  which  he  wrought. 

His  lore  the  book  within  his  reach. 

He  felt  his  country's  need  ;  he  knew 
The  work  her  children  had  to  do  ; 

And  when,  at  last,  he  heard  the  call 
Li  her  behalf  to  serve  and  dare, 
Beside  his  senatorial  chair 

He    stood    the    unquestioned    peer    of 
alL 


Beyond  the  accident  of  birth 

He  proved  his  simple  manhood's  worth ; 

Ancestral  pride  and  classic  grace 
Confessed  the  large-brained  artisan. 
So  clear  of  sight,  so  wise  in  plan 

And  counsel,  equal  to  his  place. 

With  glance  intuitive  he  saw 
Through  all  disguise  of  form  and  law, 

And  read  men  like  an  open  book  ; 
Fearless  and  firm,  he  never  quailed 
Nor  turned  aside  for  threats,  nor  failed 

To  do  the  thing  he  undertook. 

How  wise,  how  brave,  he  was,  how  well 
He  bore  himself,  let  history  tell 

While  waves  our  flag  o'er  land  and  sea, 
No  black  thread  in  its  warp  or  weft ; 
He  found  dissevered  States,  he  left 

A  grateful  Nation,  strong  and  free ! 


THE  POET  AND  THE  CHILDREN 

LONGFELLOW 

With  a  glory  of  winter  sunshine 

Over  his  locks  of  gray. 
In  the  old  historic  mansion 

He  sat  on  his  last  birthday  ; 

With  his  books  and  his  pleasant  pictures. 
And  his  household  and  his  kin, 

While  a  sound  as  of  myriads  singing 
From  far  and  near  stole  in. 

It  came  from  bis  own  fair  city. 
From  the  prairie's  boundless  plain, 

From  the  Golden  Gate  of  sunset, 
And  the  cedam  woods  of  Maine. 

And  his  heart  grew  warm  within  him. 
And  his  moistening  eyes  grew  dim, 

For  he  knew  that  his  country's  children 
Were  singing  the  songs  of  him  : 

The  lays  of  his  life's  glad  morning, 
The  psalms  of  his  evening  time, 

Whose  echoes  shall  float  forever 
On  the  winds  of  every  clime. 

All  their  beautiful  consolations. 

Sent  forth  like  birds  of  cheer. 
Came  flocking  back  to  his  windows* 

And  sang  in  the  Poet's  ear. 
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Grateful,  but  solemn  and  tender, 

The  muBic  rose  and  fell 
With  a  joy  akin  to  sadness 

And  a  greeting  like  farewelL 

With  a  sense  of  awe  he  listened 
To  the  Yoioes  sweet  and  youne ; 

The  last  of  earth  and  the  first  of  heaven 
Seemed  in  the  songs  they  sung. 

And  waiting  a  little  longer 

For  the  wonderful  change  to  come, 
He  heard  the  Summoning  Angel, 

Who  calls  God's  children  home  ! 

And  to  him  in  a  holier  welcome 
Was  the  mystical  meaning  eiven 

Of  the  words  of  the  blessed  Master  : 
**  Of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven !  " 


A  WELCOME  TO   LOWELL 

Take  our  hands,  James  Russell  Lowell, 
Our  hearts  are  all  thy  own  ; 

To-day  we  bid  thee  welcome 
Not  for  ourselves  alone. 

In  the  long  years  of  thy  absence 

Some  of  us  have  grown  old. 
And  some  have  passed  the  portals 

Of  the  Mystery  untold  ; 

For  the  hands  that  cannot  clasp  thee, 
For  the  voices  that  are  dumb. 

For  each  and  all  I  bid  thee 
A  grateful  welcome  home  I 

For  Cedarcroft's  sweet  singer 
To  the  nine-fold  Muses  aear  ; 

For  the  Seer  the  winding  Concord 
Paused  by  his  door  to  hear  ; 

For  him,  our  g^ide  and  Nestor, 
Who  the  march  of  song  began, 

The  white  locks  of  bis  ninety  years 
Bared  to  thy  winds.  Cape  Ann  I 

For  him  who,  to  the  music 

Her  pines  and  hemlocks  played, 

Set  the  old  and  tender  story 
Of  the  lorn  Acadian  maid  ; 


For  him,  whose  voice  for  freedom 
Swayed  friend  and  foe  at  will, 

Hushed  is  the  tongue  of  silver, 
The  golden  lips  are  still ! 

For  her  whose  life  of  duty 
At  scoff  and  menace  smiled, 

Brave  as  the  wife  of  Roland, 
Yet  gentle  as  a  Child. 

And  for  him  the  three-hilled  city 
Shall  hold  in  memory  long. 

Whose  name  is  the  hint  and  token 
Of  the  pleasant  Fields  of  Song  ! 

For  the  old  friends  unforgotten. 

For  the  young  thou  hast  not  known^ 

I  speak  their  heart-warm  greeting ; 
(Jome  back  and  take  thy  own  ! 

From  England's  royal  farewells. 

And  honors  fitly  paid. 
Come  back,  dear  Kussell  Lowell^ 

To  Elmwood's  waiting  shade  ! 

Come  home  with  all  the  garlands 
That  crown  of  right  thy  head. 

I  speak  for  comrades  living, 
I  speak  for  comrades  dead ! 


AN  ARTIST  OF  THE  BEAUTIFUL 

GEORGE  FULLER 

Haunted  of  Beauty,  like  the  marvellous 

youth 
Who  sang  Saint  Agues'  Eve  I     How  passing^ 

fair 
Her  shapes  took  color  in  thy  homestead  air  ! 
How  on  thy  canvas  even  her  dreams  were 

truth  I 
Magician  I  who  from  commonest  elements 
Called  up  divine  ideals,  clothed  upon 
By  mystic  lights  soft  blending  into  one 
Womanly  grace  and  child-like  innocence. 
Teacher  1  thy  lesson  was  not  given  in  vain. 
Beauty  is  goodness  ;  ugliness  is  sin  : 
Art's  place  is  sacred  :  nothing  foul  therein 
May  crawl  or  tread  with  bestifd  feet  profane. 
If  rightly  choosing  is  the  painter's  test. 
Thy  choice,  O  master,  ever  was  the  best. 
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MULFORD 

Au^barai  T7i€  Nation  tad  TheBqnMicofGod. 

Unnoted  as  the  setting  of  a  star 

He  passed  ;  and  sect  and  party  scarcely 

knew 
When  from  their  midst  a  sage  and  seer 
withdrew 
To  fitter  audience,  where  the  great  dead  are 
In  God's  repuhlio  of  the  heart  and  mind. 
Leaving  no  purer,  nobler  soul  behind. 


TO  A  CAPE  ANN   SCHOONER 

Luck  to  the  craft  that  bears  this  name  of 

mine, 
Grood  fortune  follow  with  her  golden  spoon 
The  glazed  hat  and  tarry  pantaloon  ; 
And  wheresoe'er  her  keel  shall  cut  the  brine, 
Cod,  hake  and  haddock  quarrel  for  her  line. 
Shipped  with  her  crew,  whatever  wind  may 

blow. 
Or  tides  delay,  my  wish  with  her  shall  go. 
Fishing  by  proxy.     Would  that  it  might 

show 
At  need  her  course,  in  lack  of  sun  and  star, 
Where  icebergs  threaten,  and  the  sharp 

reefs  are ; 
Lift  the  blind  fog  on  Anticosti's  lee 
And  Avalon's  rode ;  make  populous  the  sea 


Round    Grand   Manan   with   eager  finny 

swarms. 
Break  the  long  calms,  and  charm  away  the 

storms. 

SAMUEL  J.   TILDEN 

GREYSTONE,  AUGUST  4,   1 886 

Oncb  more,  O  all-adjusting  Death ! 

The  nation's  Pantheon  opens  wide  ; 
Once  more  a  conmion  sorrow  saith 

A  strong,  wise  man  has  died. 

Faults  doubtless  had  he.    Had  we  not 
Our  own,  to  question  and  asperse 

The  worth  we  doubted  or  forgot 
Until  beside  his  hearse  ? 

Ambitious,  cautious,  yet  the  man 

To  strike  down  fraud  ?rith  resolute  hand ; 

A  patriot,  if  a  partisan. 
He  loved  his  native  land. 

So  let  the  mourning  bells  be  rung. 
The  banner  droop  its  folds  haS  way. 

And  while  the  public  pen  and  tongue 
Their  fitting  tribute  pay, 

Shall  we  not  vow  above  his  bier 

To  set  our  feet  on  party  lies. 
And  wound  no  more  a  living  ear 

With  words  that  Death  denies? 


OCCASIONAL  POEMS 


EVA 

Suggested  by  Mn.  Stowe's  tale  of  Unde 
Tom*s  Cabirij  and  written  when  the  chamoters 
in  the  tale  were  realities  by  the  fiieeide  of 
coontleas  American  homes. 

Dry  the  tears  for  holy  Eva, 
With  the  blessed  angels  leave  her  ; 
Of  the  form  so  soft  and  fair 
Give  to  earth  the  tender  care. 

For  the  golden  locks  of  Eva 
Let  the  sunny  south-laud  give  her 
Flowery  pillow  of  repose, 
Orange-bloom  and  budding  rose. 

In  the  better  home  of  Eva 
Let  the  shining  oues  receive  her, 
With  the  welcome-voiced  psalm. 
Harp  of  gold  and  waving  palm  I 

All  is  light  and  peace  with  Eva  ; 
There  the  darkness  cometh  never  ; 
Tears  are  wiped,  and  fetters  fall. 
And  the  Lord  is  all  in  all. 

Weep  no  more  for  happy  Eva, 
Wrong  and  sin  no  more  shall  g^eve  her  ; 
Care  and  pain  and  weariness 
Lost  in  love  so  measureless. 

Gentle  Eva,  loving  Eva, 
Child  confessor,  true  believer, 
Listener  at  the  Master's  knee, 
'*  Suffer  such  to  come  to  me." 

Oh,  for  faith  like  thine,  sweet  Eva, 
Lighting  all  the  solemn  river, 
And  the  blessings  of  the  poor 
Wafting  to  the  heavenly  shore  1 


A   LAY   OF   OLD   TIME 

Written  for  the  Essex  County  Agricultural 
Fair,  and  sung  at  the  banquet  at  Newburyport, 
October  2,  1866. 


One  morning  of  the  first  sad  Fall, 

Poor  Adam  and  his  bride 
Sat  in  the  shade  of  Eden's  wall  — 

But  on  the  outer  side. 

She,  blushing  in  her  fig-leaf  suit 

For  the  chaste  garb  of  old  ; 
He,  sighing  o'er  his  bitter  fruit 

For  Eden's  drupes  of  gold. 

Behind  them,  smiling  in  the  mom. 

Their  forfeit  earden  lay, 
Before  them,  wud  with  rock  and  thom. 

The  desert  stretched  away. 

They  heard  the  air  above  them  fanned, 

A  light  step  on  the  sward. 
And  lo  I  they  saw  before  them  stand 

The  angel  of  the  Lord  1 

**  Arise,"  he  said,  **  why  look  behind. 

When  hope  is  all  before, 
And  patient  hand  and  willing  mind 

Your  loss  may  yet  restore  ? 

**  I  leave  with  you  a  spell  whose  power 

Can  make  the  desert  glad. 
And  call  around  you  fruit  and  flower 

As  fair  as  Eden  had. 

"  I  clothe  your  hands  with  power  to  lift 
The  curse  from  off  your  soil ; 

Tour  very  doom  shall  seem  a  gift. 
Tour  loss  a  gain  through  Toil. 

**  Go,  cheerful  as  yon  humming-bees, 

To  labor  as  to  play." 
White  glimmering  over  Eden's  trees 

The  angel  passed  away. 

The  pilgrims  of  the  world  went  forth 

Obedient  to  the  word, 
And  found  where'er  they  tilled  the  earth 

A  garden  of  the  Lord  1 
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The  thorn-tree  cast  its  evil  fruit 
And  blushed  with  plum  and  pear, 
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And  seeded  grass  and  trodden  root 
Grew  sweet  beneath  their  care. 

We  share  our  primal  parents'  fate. 
And,  iu  our  turn  and  day. 

Look  back  on  Eden's  sworded  gate 
As  sad  and  lost  as  thej. 

But  still  for  us  his  native  skies 
The  pitying  Angel  leaves, 

And  leads  through  Toil  to  Paradise 
]New  Adams  and  new  Eves  ! 


A   SONG   OF   HARVEST 

For  the  Agricultural  and  Horticultural  Exhi- 
bition at  Amesbury  and  Salisbury,  September 
28,  1858. 

This  day,  two  hundred  years  ago. 
The  wild  grape  by  the  river's  side, 

And  tasteless  groundnut  trailing  low, 
The  table  of  the  woods  supplied. 

Unknown  the  apple's  red  and  gold, 
The  blushing  tint  of  peach  and  pear  ; 

The  mirror  of  the  Powow  told 
No  tale  of  orchards  ripe  and  rare. 

Wild  as  the  fruits  he  scorned  to  till, 
These  vales  the  idle  Indian  trod  ; 

l^OT  knew  the  glad,  creative  skill, 
The  joy  of  him  who  toils  with  Grod. 

O  Painter  of  the  fruits  and  flowers  ! 

We  thank  Thee  for  thy  wise  design 
Whereby  these  human  hands  of  ours 

Li  Nature's  garden  work  with  Thine. 

And  thanks  that  from  our  daily  need 
The  joy  of  simple  faith  is  born  ; 

That  he  who  smites  the  summer  weed. 
May  trust  Thee  for  the  autumn  com. 

Giire  fools  their  gold,  and  knaves  their 
power  ; 

Let  fortune's  bubbles  rise  and  fall ; 
Who  sows  a  field,  or  trains  a  flower, 

Or  plants  a  tree,  is  more  than  all. 

For  be  who  blesses  most  is  blest ; 

And  €rod  and  man  shall  own  his  worth 
Wbo  toils  to  leave  as  his  bequest 

An  added  beauty  to  the  earth. 


And,  soon  or  late,  to  all  that  sow, 
The  time  of  harvest  shall  be  given  ; 

The  flower  shall  bloom,  the  fruit  shall  groW| 
If  not  on  earth,  at  last  in  heaven. 


KENOZA  LAKE 

This  beautiful  lake  in  East  Haverhill  was  the 
"  Great  Pond "  of  the  writer's  boyhood.  In 
1859  a  movement  was  made  for  improving  its 
shores  as  a  public  park.  At  the  opening  of  the 
park,  August  31,  1859,  the  poem  which  gave  it 
the  name  of  Kenoza  (in  the  Indian  lang^nage 
signifying  Pickerel)  was  read. 

As  Adam  did  in  Paradise, 

To-day  the  primal  right  we  claim  : 
Fair  mirror  of  the  woods  and  skies, 

We  give  to  thee  a  name. 

Lake  of  the  pickerel  I  —  let  no  more 
The  echoes  answer  back,  <<  Great  Pond," 

But  sweet  Kenoza,  from  thy  shore 
And  watching  hUls  beyond. 

Let  Indian  ghosts,  if  such  there  be 
Who  ply  unseen  their  shadowy  lines, 

Call  back  the  ancient  name  to  thee. 
As  with  the  voice  of  pines. 

The  shores  we  trod  as  barefoot  boys, 
The  nutted  woods  we  wandered  through^ 

To  friendship,  love,  and  social  joys 
We  consecrate  anew. 

Here  shall  the  tender  song  be  sung. 
And  memory's  dirges  soft  and  low, 

And  wit  shall  sparkle  on  the  tongue, 
And  mirth  shaU  overflow, 

Harmless  as  summer  lightning  plajrs 
From  a  low,  hidden  cloud  by  nighty 

A  light  to  set  the  hills  ablaze. 
But  not  a  bolt  to  smite. 

In  sunny  South  and  prairied  West 
Are  exiled  hearts  remembering  still, 

As  bees  their  hive,  as  birds  their  nest. 
The  homos  of  Haverhill. 

They  join  us  in  our  rites  to-day  ; 

And,  listening,  we  may  hear,  erelong. 
From  inland  lake  and  ocean  bay. 

The  echoes  of  our  song. 
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Kenoza  !  o'er  no  sweeter  lake 

Shall  morning  break  or  uoon-clond  sail,  - 
No  fairer  face  than  thine  shall  take 

The  sunset's  golden  veil. 

Long  be  it  ere  the  tide  of  trade 

Shall  break  with  harsh-resounding  din 

The  quiet  of  thy  banks  of  shade. 
And  hills  that  fold  thee  in. 

Still  let  thy  woodlands  hide  the  hare, 
The  shy  loon  sound  his  tnimpet-note. 

Wind-weary  from  his  fields  of  air, 
The  wild-goose  on  thee  float. 

Thy  peace  rebuke  our  feverish  stir. 
Thy  beauty  our  deforming  strife  ; 

Thy  woods  and  waters  minister 
The  healing  of  their  life. 

And  sinless  Mirth,  from  care  released, 
Behold,  nnawed,  thy  mirrored  sky, 

Smiling  as  smiled  on  Cana's  feast 
The  Master's  loving  eye. 

And  when  the  summer  day  grows  dim. 
And  light  mists  walk  thy  mimic  sea, 

Revive  in  ns  the  thoue^ht  of  Him 
Who  walked  on  Galilee  ! 


FOR  AN  AUTUMN   FESTIVAL 

The  Persian's  flowery  gifts,  the  shrine 
Of  fruitful  Ceres  charm  no  more  ; 

The  woven  wreaths  of  oak  and  pine 
Are  dust  along  the  Isthmian  shore. 

But  beauty  hath  its  homage  still, 
And  nature  holds  us  still  in  debt ; 

And  woman's  grace  and  household  skill. 
And  manhood's  toil,  are  honored  yet. 

And  we,  to-day,  amidst  our  flowers 
And  fruits,  have  come  to  own  again 

The  blessings  of  the  summer  hours. 
The  early  and  the  latter  rain  ; 

To  see  our  Father's  hand  once  more 
Reverse  for  us  the  plenteous  horn 

Of  autumn,  filled  and  running  o'er 

With  fruit,  and  flower,  and  golden  com  ! 

Once  more  the  liberal  year  laughs  out 
O'er  richer  stores  than  gems  or  gold  ; 


Once  more  with  harvest-song  and  shoat 
Is  Nature's  bloodless  triumph  told. 

Our  common  mother  rests  and  sing^, 
Like  Ruth,  among  her  garnered  sheaves  ; 

Her  lap  is  full  of  goodly  things. 
Her  brow  is  bright  with  autumn  leaves. 

Oh,  favors  every  year  made  new  I 
Oh,  gifts  with  rain  and  sunshine  sent  I 

The  bounty  overruns  our  due, 
The  fulness  shames  our  discontent. 

We  shut  our  eyes,  the  flowers  bloom  on  ; 

We  murmur,  but  the  corn-ears  fill, 
We  choose  the  shadow,  but  the  sun 

That  casts  it  shines  behind  us  still. 

Grod  gives  us  with  our  rugged  soil 
The  power  to  make  it  £den-fair. 

And  richer  fruits  to  crown  our  toil 
Than  summer-wedded  islands  bear. 

Who  murmurs  at  his  lot  to-day  ? 

Who  scorns  his  native  fruit  and  bloom  ? 
Or  sighs  for  dainties  far  away, 

Beside  the  bounteous  board  of  home  ? 

Thank  Heaven,  instead,  that  Freedom's  arm 
Can  change  a  rocky  soil  to  gold,  — 

That  brave  and  generous  lives  can  warm 
A  clime  with  northern  ices  cold. 

And  let  these  altars,  wreathed  with  flowers 
And  piled  with  fruits,  awake  again 

Thanksg^ving^s  for  the  golden  hours. 
The  early  and  the  latter  rain  ! 


THE   QUAKER  ALUMNI 

Read  at  the  Friends'  Sohool  Anniversary, 
Providenoe,  R.  I.,  6th  mo.,  1860. 


From  the  well-springs  of  Hudson,  the 

clifPs  of  Maine, 
Grave   men,  sober   matrons,    you    gather 

again  ; 
And,  with  hearts  warmer  grown  as  your 

heads  grow  more  cool. 
Flay  over  the  old  game  of  going  to  school. 

All  your  strifes  and  vexations,  your  whims 

and  complaints, 
(Tou  were   not  saints  yourselves,   if   the 

children  of  saints  !) 


THE  QUAKER  ALUMNI 


221 


All  yoar  petty  self-seekings  and  rivalries 

doue, 
Round  the  dear  Alma  Mater  your  hearts 

beat  as  one ! 

How  widely  soe'er  you  have  strayed  from 

the  fold, 
Though  your  "  thee  "  has  grown  •*  you,"  and 

your  drab  blue  and  gold, 
To  the  old  friendly  speech  and  the  garb's 

sober  form. 
Like  the  heart  of  Argyle  to  the  tartan,  you 

warm. 

But,  the  first  greetings  oyer,  you  glance 

round  the  hall ; 
Your  hearts  call  the  roll,  but  they  answer 

not  all: 
Through  the  turf  green  above  them  the  dead 

cannot  hear  ; 
Name  by  name,  in  the  silence,  falls  sad  as 

a  tear  I 

Li  love,  let  us  trust,  they  were  summoned 

so  soon 
From  the  morning  of  life,  while  we  toil 

throuc^h  its  noon  ; 
They  were  Frail  like  ourselves,  they  had 

needs  like  our  own. 
And  they  rest  as  we  rest  in  Grod's  meroy 

alone. 

Unchanged  by  our  changes  of  spirit  and 

£rame, 
Past,  now,  and  henceforward  the  Lord  is 

the  same  ; 
Though  we  sink  in  the  darkness.  His  arms 

break  our  fall, 
And  in  death  as  in  life,  He  is  Father  of 

all  I 

We  are  older :    our  footsteps,  so  light  in 

the  play 
Of  the  far-away  school-time,  move  slower 

to-day  ;  — 
Here  a  beard  touched  with  frosty  there  a 

bald,  shining  crown. 
And  beneath  the  cap's  border  gray  mingles 

with  brown. 

But   &ith  should  be  cheerful,  and    trust 

should  be  glad. 
And  our  follies  and  sins,  not  our  years,  make 

us  sad. 


Should  the  heart  closer  shut  as  the  bonnet 

grows  prim. 
And  the  face  grow  in  length  as  the  hat  grows 

in  brim  ? 

Life  is  brief,  duty  grave  ;  but,  with  rain- 
folded  wings, 

Of  yesterday's  sunshine  the  grateful  heart 
sings; 

And  we,  of  all  others,  have  reason  to  pay 

The  tribute  of  thanks,  and  rejoice  on  our 
way  ; 

For  the  counsels  that  turned  from  the  follies 
of  youth  ; 

For  the  beauty  of  patience,  the  whiteness  of 
truth  ; 

For  the  wounds  of  rebuke,  when  love  tem- 
pered its  edge  ; 

For  the  household's  restraint,  and  the  disci- 
pline's hedg^  ; 

For  the  lessons  of  kindness  vouchsafed  to 

the  least 
Of  the  creatures  of  Grod,  whether  human 

or  beast, 
Bringing  hope  to  the  poor,  lending  strength 

to  the  frail, 
Li  the  lanes  of  the  city,  the  slave-hut,  and 

jail; 

For  a  womanhood  higher  and  holier,  by  all 
Her  knowledge  of  good,  than  was  Eve  ere 

her  fall ,  — 
Whose  task-work  of  duty  moves  lightly  as 

play. 
Serene  as  the  moonlight  and  warm  as  the 

day; 

And,  yet  more,  for  the  faith  which  embraces 

the  whole, 
Of  the  creeds  of  the  ages  the  life  and  the 

soul. 
Wherein  letter  and  spirit  the  same  channel 

run. 
And  man  has  not  severed  what  God  has 

made  one  I 

« 

For  a  sense  of  the  Goodness  revealed  every- 
where. 

As  sunshine  impartial,  and  free  as  the  air  ; 

For  a  trust  in  humanity.  Heathen  or  Jew, 

And  a  hope  for  all  darkness  the  Light 
shineth  through. 
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Who  scoffs  at  our  birthright  ?  —  the  words 

of  the  seers, 
And  the  songs  of  the  bards  in  the  twilight 

of  years, 
All  the  f  oregleams  of  wisdom  in  santon  and 

sage, 
In  prophet  and  priest,  are  our  true  heritage. 

The  Word  which  the  reason  of  Flato  dis- 
cerned ; 

The  truth,  as  whose  symbol  the  Mithra-fire 
burned  ; 

The  soul  of  the  world  which  the  Stoic  but 
guessed. 

In  the  Light  Universal  the  Quaker  con- 
fessed ! 

No  honors  of  war  to  our  worthies  be- 
long ; 

Their  plain  stem  of  life  never  flowered  into 
song; 

But  the  fountains  they  opened  still  gush  by 
the  way, 

And  the  world  for  their  healing  is  better  to- 
day. 

He  who  lies  where  the  minster's  groined 

arches  curve  down 
To  the  tomb-crowded  transept  of  England's 

renown. 
The  glorious  essajdst,  by  genias  enthroned. 
Whose  pen  as  a  sceptre  the   Muses  all 

owned,  — 

Who  through  the  world's  pantheon  walked 

in  his  pride, 
Setting  new  statues  up,  thrusting  old  ones 

aside. 
And  in  fiction  the  pencils  of  history  dipped, 
To  gild  o'er  or  blacken  each  saint  in  his 

crypt, — 

How    vainly    he    labored    to    sully    with 

blame 
The  white  bust  of  Penn,  in  the  niche  of  his 

fame  I 
Self  -  will    is    self  -  wounding,  perversity 

blind  : 
On  himself  fell  the  stain  for  the  Quaker 

designed ! 

For  the  sake  of  his  true-hearted  father  be- 
fore him  ; 

For  the  sake  of  the  dear  Quaker  mother 
that  bore  him ; 


For  the  sake  of  his  gifts,  and  the  works  that 

outlive  him. 
And  his  brave  words  for  freedom,  we  freely 

forgive  him  I 

There  are  those  who  take  note  that  our 
numbers  are  small,  — 

New  Gibbons  who  write  our  decline  and  our 
fall; 

But  the  Lord  of  the  seed-field  takes  care  of 
His  own. 

And  the  world  shall  yet  reap  what  oar  sow- 
ers have  sown. 

The  last  of  the  sect  to  his  fathers  may  go, 

Leaving  only  his  coat  for  some  Barnum  to 
show  ; 

But  the  truth  will  outlive  him,  and  broaden 
with  years, 

Till  the  false  dies  away,  and  the  wrong  dis- 
appears. 

Nothing  fails  of  its  end.     Out  of    sight 

sinks  the  stone. 
In  the  deep  sea  of  time,  but  the  circles 

sweep  on. 
Till  the  low-rippled  murmurs  along   the 

shores  run. 
And  the  dark  and  dead  waters  leap  glad  in 

the  sun. 

Meanwhile  shall  we  learn,  in  our  ease,  to 

forget 
To  the  martyrs  of  Truth  and  of  Freedom 

our  debt  ?  — 
Hide  their  words  out  of  sight,  like  the  garb 

that  they  wore, 
And  for  Barclay's  Apology  offer  one  more  ? 

Shall  we  fawn  round  the  priestcraft  that 
glutted  the  shears. 

And  festooned  the  stocks  with  our  grand- 
fathers' ears  ? 

Talk  of  Woolman's  unsoundness?  count 
Penn  heterodox  ? 

And  take  Cotton  Mather  in  place  of  Georipe 
Fox?  ^ 

Make  our  preachers  war-chaplains  ?  quote 

Scripture  to  take 
The  hunted  slave  back,  for  Onesimus'  sake  ? 
Go  to  bumine  church-candles,  and  chanting 

in  choir. 
And  on  the  old  meeting-house  stick  up  a 

spire? 
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No  I  the  old  paths  we  '11  keep  until  better 

are  shown, 
Credit  good  where  we  find  it,  abroad  or  our 

own  ; 
And  while  "  Lo  here  "  and  "  Lo  there  "  the 

multitude  call, 
Be  true  to  ourselves,  and  do  justice  to  all. 

The  good  round  about  us  we  need  not  refuse, 
Nor  talk  of  our  Zion  as  if  we  were  Jews ; 
But  why  shirk  the  badge  which  our  fathers 

have  worn. 
Or  beg  the  world's  pardon  for  having  been 

born? 

We  need  not  pray  over  the  Pharisee's  prayer, 
Nor  claim  that  our  wisdom  is  Benjamin's 

share ; 
Truth  to  us  and  to  others  is  equal  and  one  : 
Shall  we  bottle  the  free  air,  or  hoard  up  the 

sun? 

Well  know  we  our  birthright  may  serve 

but  to  show 
How  the  meanest  of  weeds  in  the  riohest 

soil  grow  ; 
Bat  we  need  not  disparage  the  good  which 

we  hold  ; 
Though  the  vessels  be  earthen,  the  treasure 

is  gold  ! 

Enoogh  and  too  much  of  the  sect  and  the 

name. 
What  matters  our  label,  so  truth  be  our 

aim? 
The  creed  may  be  wrong,  but  the  life  may 

be  true. 
And  hearts  beat  the  same  under  drab  coats 

or  blue. 

60  the  man  be  a  man,  let  him  worship,  at 

will. 
In  Jerusalem's  courts,  or  on  Gerizim's  hill. 
When  she  makes  up  her  jewels,  what  cares 

yon  good  town 
For  the  Baptist  of  Wayland,  the  Quaker  of 

Brown? 

And  this  green,  favored  island,  so  fresh  and 
sea-blown, 

When  she  counts  tip  the  worthies  her  annals 
have  known, 

Never  waits  for  the  pitiful  gaugers  of  sect 

To  measure  her  love,  and  mete  out  her  re- 
spect. 


Three  shades  at  this  moment  seem  walking 

her  strand. 
Each  with  head   halo-crowned,  and  with 

palms  in  his  hand,  — 
Wise  Berkeley,  grave  Hopkins,  and,  smiling 

serene 
On  prelate  and  puritan,  Channing  is  seen. 

One  holy  name  bearing,  no  longer   they 

need 
Credentials  of  party,  and  pass-words  of 

creed: 
The  new  song  they  sing  hath  a  threefold 

accord, 
And  they  own  one  baptism,  one  faith,  and 

one  Lord  I 

But  the  golden  sands  run  out :  occasions 

like  these 
Glide  swift  into  shadow,  like  sails  on  the 

seas : 
While  we  sport  with  the  mosses  and  pebbles 

ashore. 
They  lessen  and  fade,  and  we  see  them  no 

more. 

Forgive  me,  dear  friends,  if  my  vagrant 

thoughts  seem 
Like  a  school-boy's  who  idles  and  plays  with 

his  theme. 
Forgive  the  light  measure  whose  changes 

display 
The  sunshine  and  rain  of  our  brief  April 

day. 

There  are  moments  in  life  when  the  lip  and 

the  eye 
Try  the  question  of  whether  to  smile  or  to 

cry; 
And  scenes  and  reunions  that  prompt  like 

our  own 
The  tender  in  feeling,  the  playful  in  tone. 

I,  who  never  sat  down  with  the  boys  and  the 
girls 

At  the  feet  of  your  Slocums,  and  Cartlands, 
and  Earles,  — 

By  courtesy  only  permitted  to  lay 

On  your  festival's  altar  my  poor  gift,  to- 
day,— 

I  would  joy  in  your  joy  :  let  me  have  a 

friend's  part 
Li  the  warmth  of  your  welcome  of  ha.vLd. 

and  o{  beaxt^  — 
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On  your  play-ground  of  boyhood  unbend 

the  brow's  care, 
And  shift  the  old  burdens  our  shoulders 

must  bear. 

Long  live  the  good  School !  giving  out  year 

by  year 
Recruits  to  true  manhood  and  womanhood 

dear: 
Brave  boys,  modest  maidens,  in  beauty  sent 

forth, 
The  living  epistles  and  proof  of  its  worth ! 

Li  and  out  let  the  young  life  as  steadily 

flow 
As  in  broad  Narragansett  the  tides  come 

and  go ; 
And  its  sous  and  its  daughters  in  prairie 

and  town 
Remember  its  honor,  and  guard  its  renown. 

Not  vainly  the  gift  of  its   founder  was 

made  ; 
Not  prayerless  the  stones  of  its  comer  were 

laid : 
The  blessing  of  Him  whom  in  secret  they 

soueht 
Has  owuea  the  good  work  which  the  fathers 

have  wrought. 

To  Him  be  the  glory  forever  I    We  bear 
To  the  Lord  of  the  Harvest  our  wheat  with 

the  tare. 
What  we  lack  in  our  work  may  He  find  in 

our  will. 
And  winnow  in  mercy  our  TOod  from  the 

ill!  ^^ 


OUR  RIVER 

FOR  A  SUMMER  FESTIVAL  AT  "THE 
laurels"  on  the  MERRIMAC 

Jean  Pierre  Brissot,  the  famons  leader  of  the 
Girondist  party  in  the  French  Revolution,  when 
a  young  man  travelled  extensively  in  the  United 
Statea.  He  visited  the  valley  of  the  Merrimao, 
and  speaks  in  terms  of  admiration  of  the  view 
from  Moulton's  hill  opposite  Amesbury.  The 
**  Laurel  Party,*'  so  called,  was  composed  of 
ladies  and  gentlemen  in  the  lower  valley  of  the 
Merrimao,  and  invited  friends  and  gnests  in 
other  sections  of  the  oonntry.  Its  thoroughly 
enjoyable  annxuJ  festivals  were  held  in  the  early 
summer  on  the  pine-shaded,  laurel-blossomed 


slopes  of  the  Newbury  side  of  the  river  opposite 
Pleasant  Valley  in  Amesbury.  The  several 
poems  called  out  by  these  gatherings  are  here 
printed  in  sequence. 

Once  more  on  yonder  laurelled  height 

The  summer  flowers  have  budded  ; 
Once  more  with  summer's  golden  light 

The  vales  of  home  are  flooded  ; 
And  once  more,  by  the  g^ce  of  Him 

Of  every  good  the  Giver, 
We  sing  upon  its  wooded  rim 

The  praises  of  our  river : 

Itspines  above,  its  waves  below. 

The  west-wind  down  it  blowing. 
As  fair  as  when  the  young  Brissot 

Beheld  it  seaward  flowing,  — 
And  bore  its  memory  o'er  uie  deep. 

To  soothe  the  martyr's  sadness. 
And  fresco,  in  his  troubled  sleep. 

His  prison-walls  with  gladness. 

We  know  the  world  is  rich  with  streams 

Renowned  in  song  and  story. 
Whose  music  murmurs  through  our  dieams 

Of  human  love  and  glory  : 
We  know  that  Amo's  banks  are  fair, 

And  Rhine  has  castled  shadows* 
And,  poet-tuned,  the  Doon  and  Ayr 

Go  singing  down  their  meadows. 

But  while,  unpictured  and  unsung 

By  painter  or  by  poet. 
Our  nver  waits  the  tuneful  tongue 

And  cunning  hand  to  show  it,  — 
We  only  know  the  fond  skies  lean 

Above  it,  warm  with  blessing. 
And  the  sweet  soul  of  our  Undine 

Awakes  to  our  caressing. 

No  fickle  sun-god  holds  the  flocks 

That  graze  its  shores  in  keeping ; 
No  icy  kiss  of  Dian  mocks  _^ 

The  youth  beside  it  sleeping : 
Our  Christian  river  loveth  most 

The  beautiful  and  human  ; 
The  heathen  streams  of  Naiads  boast^ 

But  ours  of  man  and  woman. 

The  miner  in  his  cabin  hears 

The  ripple  we  are  hearing  ; 
It  whispers  soft  to  homesick  ears 

Around  the  settler's  clearing : 
In  Sacramento's  vales  of  com. 
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Or  Santee's  bloom  of  cotton. 
Our  river  by  its  valley-born 
Was  never  yet  forgotten. 

The  drum  rolls  loud,  the  bugle  fills 

The  summer  air  with  claufor ; 
The  war-storm  shakes  the  solid  hills 

Beneath  its  tread  of  auger  ; 
Yonug  eyes  that  last  year  smiled  in  ours 

Now  point  the  rifle  s  barrel, 
And  hands  then  stained  with  fruits  and 
flowers 

Bear  redder  stains  of  quarrel. 

But  blue  skies  smile,  and  flowers  bloom  on. 

And  rivers  still  keep  flowing, 
The  dear  God  still  his  rain  and  sun 

On  good  and  ill  bestowing. 
His  pine-trees  whisper,  **  Trust  and  wait  I " 

His  flowers  are  prophesying 
That  all  we  dread  of  change  or  fate 

His  love  is  underlying. 

And  thou,  O  Mountain-bom  I  —  no  more 

We  ask  the  wise  Allotter 
Than  for  the  firmness  of  thy  shore, 

The  calmness  of  thy  water, 
The  cheerful  lights  that  overlay 

Thy  nigged  slopes  with  beauty. 
To  match  our  spirits  to  our  day 

And  make  a  joy  of  duty. 


REVISITED 

Read  at  "  The  Laurels,"  on  the  Merrimao, 
eth  month,  1805. 

The  roll  of  drums  and  the  bugle's  wailing 
Vex  the  air  of  our  vales  no  more  ; 

The  spear  is  beaten  to  hooks  of  pruning. 
The  share  is  the  sword  the  soldier  wore ! 

8ine  soft,  sing  low,  our  lowland  river, 
Under  thy  banks  of  laurel  bloom  ; 

Softly  and  sweet,  as  the  hour  beseemeth, 
Sing  us  the  songs  of  peace  and  home. 

Let  all  the  tenderer  voices  of  nature 
Temper  the  triumph  and  chasten  mirth, 

Full  of  the  infinite  love  and  pity 
For  fallen  martyr  and  darkened  hearth. 

Bnt  to  Him  who  gives  us  beauty  for  ashes. 
And  the  oil  of  joy  for  mourning  long^ 


Let  thy  hills  give  thanks,  and  all  thy  waters 
Break  into  jubilant  waves  of  song  1 

Bring  us  the  airs  of  hills  and  forests, 
The  sweet  aroma  of  birch  and  pine, 

Give  us  a  waft  of  the  north-wind  laden 
With  sweetbrier  odors  and  breath  of  kine  I 

Bring  us  the  purple  of  mountain  sunsets. 
Shadows  of  clouds  that  rake  the  hills, 

The  green  repose  of  thy  Plymouth  meadows, 
The  gleam  and  ripple  of  Campton  rills. 

Lead  us  away  in  shadow  and  sunshine. 
Slaves  of  fancy,  through  all  thy  miles. 

The  winding  ways  of  Pemigewasset, 
Ajqd  Wimiipesaokee's  hundred  isles. 

Shatter  in  simshine  over  thy  ledges, 
Lau^h  in  thy  plunges  from  fall  to  fall ; 

Flay  with  thy  f rmges  of  elms,  and  darken 
Under  the  shade  of  the  mountain  vraM, 

The  cradle-song  of  thy  hillside  fountains 
Here  in  thy  glory  and  strength  repeat ; 

Give  us  a  taste  of  thy  upland  music. 
Show  us  the  dance  of  thy  silver  feet. 

Into  thy  dutiful  life  of  uses 

Pour  the  music  and  weave  the  flowers  : 
With  the  song  of  birds  and  bloom  of  mead- 
ows 

Lighten  and  gladden  thy  heart  and  ours. 

Sin?  on  I  bring  down,  O  lowland  river. 

The  joy  of  the  hills  to  the  waitine  sea ; 
The  wealth  of  the  vales,  the  pomp  ox  moun- 
tains. 
The  breath  of  the  woodlands,  bear  with 
thee. 

Here,  in  the  calm  of  thy  seaward  valley, 
Mirth  and  labor  shall  hold  their  truce  ; 

Dance  of  water  and  mill  of  grinding. 
Both  are  beauty  and  both  are  use. 

Type  of  the  Northland's  strength  and  glory, 
rnde  and  hope  of  our  home  and  race,  — 

Freedom  lending  to  rugged  labor 
Tints  of  beauty  and  Imes  of  grace. 

Once  again,  O  beautiful  river, 

Hear  our  greetings  and  take  our  thanks ; 
Hither  we  come,  as  Eastern  pilgrims 

Throng  to  the  JoTdasi'%  «aAt^\»s^^ttu 
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For  though  by  the  Master's  feet  untrod- 
den, 
Though  never  His  word  has  stilled  thy 
waves, 
Well  for  us  may  thy  shores  be  holy, 
With  Christian  altars  and  saintly  graves. 

And  well  may  we  own  thy  hint  and  token 
Of  fairer  valleys  and  streams  than  these, 

Where  the  rivers  of  Grod  are  full  of  water, 
And  full  of  sap  are  His  healing  trees  I 


"THE   LAURELS" 

At  the  twentieth  and  last  annivenacy. 

From  these  wild  rocks  I  look  to-day 
O'er  leagues  of  dancing  waves,  and  see 

The  far,  low  coast-line  stretch  away 
To  where  our  river  meets  the  sea. 

The  light  wind  blowing  off  the  land 
Is  burdened  with  old  voices  ;  through 

Shut  eyes  I  see  how  lip  and  hand 
The  greeting  of  old  days  renew. 

0  friends    whose  hearts  still  keep   their 

prime. 
Whose  bright  example  warms  and  cheers. 
Ye  teach  us  how  to  smile  at  Time, 
And  set  to  music  all  his  years  I 

1  thank  you  for  sweet  summer  days. 
For  pleasant  memories  lingering  long. 

For  joyful  meetings,  fond  delays. 
And  ties  of  friendship  woven  strong. 

As  for  the  last  time,  side  by  side, 
You  tread  the  paths  familiar  gprown, 

I  reach  across  the  severing  tide. 

And  blend  my  farewells  with  your  own. 

Make  room,  O  river  of  our  home  I 
For  other  feet  in  place  of  ours, 

And  in  the  summers  yet  to  come. 
Make  glad  another  Feast  of  Flowers  I 

Hold  in  thy  mirror,  calm  and  deep. 
The  pleasant  pictures  thou  hast  seen  ; 

Forget  thy  lovers  not,  but  keep 

Our  memory  like  thy  laurels  g^en. 


JUNE  ON  THE   MERRIMAC 

O  DWELLERS  in  the  stately  towns, 

What  come  ye  out  to  see  ? 
This  common  earth,  this  common  sky, 

This  water  flowing  free  ? 

As  gayly  as  these  kalmia  flowers 
lour  door-yard  blossoms  spring  ; 

As  sweetly  as  these  wild-wood  birds 
Your  caged  minstrels  sing. 

You  find  but  common  bloom  and  green 

The  rippling  river's  rune, 
The  beauty  which  is  everywhere 

Beneath  the  skies  of  June  ; 

The    Hawkswood    oaks,  the    storm -torn 
plumes 

Of  old  pine-forest  kings, 
Beneath  whose  century-woven  shade 

Deer  Island's  mistress  sings. 

And  here  are  pictured  Artichoke, 

And  Curson's  bowery  mill ; 
And  Pleasant  Valley  smiles  between 

The  river  and  the  hill. 

You  know  full  well  these  banks  of  bloom. 

The  upland's  wavy  line. 
And  how  the  sunshine  tips  with  fire 

The  needles  of  the  pine. 

Yet,  like  some  old  remembered  psalm. 

Or  sweet,  familiar  face. 
Not  less  because  of  commonness 

You  love  the  day  and  place. 

And  not  in  vain  in  this  soft  air 
Shall  hard-strung  nerves  relax, 

Not  all  in  vain  the  o'erwom  brain 
Forego  its  daily  tax. 

The  lust  of  power,  the  greed  of  gain 

Have  all  the  year  their  own  ; 
The  haunting  demons  well  may  let 

Our  one  bright  day  alone. 

Unheeded  let  the  newsboy  call. 

Aside  the  ledger  lay  : 
The  world  will  keep  its  treadmill  step 

Though  we  fall  out  to-day. 
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From  manhood's  weary  shoulder  falls 

His  load  of  sellisb  cares  ; 
And  woman  takes  her  rights  as  flowers 

And  brooks  and  birds  take  theirs. 

Tbe  license  of  the  happy  woods, 
The  brook's  release  are  ours  ; 

The  freedom  of  tbe  unshamed  wind 
Among  the  glad-eyed  flowers. 

Yet  here  no  evit  thought  finds  place, 

Nor  foot  profane  comes  in  ; 
Onr  grove,  like  that  of  Samothrace, 

Is  set  apart  from  sin. 

We  walk  on  holy  ground  ;  above 

A  sky  more  holy  smiles  ; 
The  chant  of  tbe  beatitudes 

Swollfl  down  these  leafy  aisles. 

Thanks  to  the  gracious  Providenoo 
That  brings  us  here  once  more  ; 

For  memories  of  tbe  good  behind 
And  hopes  of  good  before  I 

And  if,  unknown  to  us,  sweet  days 
Of  June  like  this  must  come, 

Unseen  of  us  these  laurels  clothe 
The  river-banks  with  bloom  ; 

And  these  green  paths  must  soon  be  trod 

By  other  feet  than  ours. 
Full  long  may  p""""'  pilgrims  come 

To  keep  the  Feast  of  t  lowers ; 

The  matron  be  a  girl  cmce  more. 

The  bearded  man  a  boy. 
And  we,  in  heaven's  eternal  Jane, 

Be  glad  for  earthly  joy  I 


llie  poBtio  and  patriotio  preacher,  who  had 
won  fame  in  the  Sast,  went  lo  Califinoia  in 
1860  and  became  a  power  on  the  Paciflo  coast. 
It  VM  not  Ions  after  tbe  openil^  of  tbe  hoose 
of  wcoahip  bnUt  for  him  that  he  died. 

AwDBT  these  glorious  works  of  Thine, 
Tbe  solemn  mmarets  of  the  pine, 
And  awful  Shasta's  icy  shrina,  — 
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Where  swell  Thy  hymns  from  wave  and 

gale, 
And  organ-thunders  never  fail, 
Behind  the  cataract's  silver  veil, — 

Oar  pony  walls  to  Thee  we  raise, 

Our  poor  reed-mnsic  sounds  Thy  praise  : 

Forgive,  0  Lord,  our  childish  ways  I 

For,  kneeling  on  these  altar-stairs, 
We  urge  Thee  not  with  selfish  prayers. 
Nor  murmur  at  our  daily  cares. 

Before  Thee,  in  an  evil  day, 

Our  country's  bleeding  heart  we  lay. 

And  dare  not  ask  Thy  hand  to  stay  ; 

But,  through  the  war-cloud,  pray  to  Thee 
For  union,  out  a  union  free, 
With  peace  that  comes  of  purity  I 

That  Tbon  wilt  bare  Thy  arm  to  save 
And,  smiting  through  this  Red  Sea  wave. 
Make  broad  a  pathway  for  the  slave  I 

For  OS,  confessing  all  our  need. 

We  trust  nor  rite  nor  word  nor  deed. 

Nor  yet  the  broken  staff  of  creed. 

Assured  alone  that  Thou  art  good 
To  each,  as  to  the  multitude, 
Eternal  Love  and  Fatherhood,  — 

Weak,  sinful,  blind,  to  Thee  we  kneel. 
Stretch    dumbly    forth    our    hands,    and 

feel 
Onr  weakness  is  our  strong  appeal. 

So,  by  these  Western  gates  of  Even 
We  wait  to  see  with  Thy  forgiven 
The  opening  Golden  Gate  of  Heaven  I 

• 
SufBce  it  now.    Li  time  to  be 
Shall  holier  altars  rise  to  Thee,  — 
Thy  Church  our  broad  humanity  I 

White    flowers    of    love    its    walls    shall 

climb, 
Soft  bells  of  peace  shall  ring  its  chime. 
Its  days  shall  all  be  holy  time. 

A  sweeter  song  shall  then  be  heard,  — 
The  music  of  the  world's  accord 
Confessing  Christ,  the  Inward  Word  1 


That  song  shall  swell  from  shore  to  sbfln^ 
One  hope,  one  faith,  one  love,  restore 
The  seamless  robe  that  Jesus  wore. 


HYMN 

FOR  THE  HOUSE  OF  WORSHIP  AT  GEORGE- 
TOWN, ERECTED  IN  MEMORY  OF  A 
MOTHER 

The  giver  of  the  house  was  the  late  Geoi]ge 
Peabody,  of  London. 

Thou  dwellest  not,  O  Lord  of  all  I 
Li  temples  which  thy  children  raise  ; 

Our  work  to  Thine  is  mean  and  small. 
And  brief  to  Thy  eternal  days. 

Fors^ve  the  weakness  and  the  pride. 
If  marred  thereby  our  gift  may  be. 

For  love,  at  least,  has  sanctified 
The  altar  that  we  rear  to  thee. 

The  heart  and  not  the  hand  has  wrought 
From  sunken  base  to  tower  above 

The  image  of  a  tender  thought. 
The  memory  of  a  deathless  love  1 

And  though  should  never  sound  of  speech 

Or  organ  echo  from  its  wall. 
Its  stones  would  pious  lessons  teaoh, 

Its  shade  in  benedictions  falL 

Here  should  the  dove  of  peace  be  found, 
And  blessings  and  not  curses  given  ; 

Nor  strife  profane,  nor  hatred  wound 
The  mingled  loves  of  earth  and  heayen. 

Thou,  who  didst  soothe  with  dying  breath 
The  dear  one  watching  by  Thy  oroesy 

Forgetful  of  the  pains  of  death 
In  sorrow  for  her  mighty  loss. 

In  memory  of  that  tender  claim, 
O  Mother-bom,  the  offering  take. 

And  make  it  worthy  of  Thy  name. 
And  bless  it  for  a  mother's  sake  I 


A   SPIRITUAL    MANIFESTATION 

Read  at  the  President's  Levee,  Brown  Uni- 
vezsity,  29th  dth  month,  1870. 
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To-day  the  plant  by  Williams  set 

Its  summer  bloom  discloses  ; 
The  wilding  sweetbrier  of  his  prayers 

Is  crowned  with  cultured  roses. 

Once  more  the  Island  State  repeats 
The  lesson  that  he  taught  her, 

And  binds  his  pearl  of  charity 
Upon  her  brown-locked  daughter. 

Is 't  fancy  that  he  watches  still 

His  Providence  plantations  ? 
That  still  the  careful  Founder  takes 

A  part  on  these  occasions  ? 

Methinks  I  see  that  reverend  form, 
Which  all  of  us  so  well  know  : 

He  rises  up  to  speak  ;  he  jogs 
The  presidential  elbow. 

^  Good  friends/'  he  says,  **  yon  reap  a  field 

I  sowed  in  self-denial, 
For  toleration  had  its  griefs 

And  charity  its  triaL 

^  Great  grace,  as  saith  Sir  Thomas  More, 

To  him  must  needs  be  eiven 
Who  heareth  heresy  and  leaves 

The  heretic  to  leaven  I 

**  I  hear  again  the  snuffled  tones, 

I  see  in  dreary  vision 
Dyspeptic  dreamers,  spiritual  bores. 

And  prophets  with  a  mission. 

''Each  zealot  thrust  before  my  eyes 

His  Scripture-garbled  label ; 
An  creeds  were  shouted  in  my  ears 

As  with  the  tongues  of  BabeL 

''Scourged  at  one  cart-tail,  each  denied 

The  hope  of  every  other  ; 
Each  martyr  shook  his  branded  fist 

At  the  conscience  of  his  brother  I 

''How  cleft  the  dreary  drone  of  man 

The  shriller  pipe  of  woman, 
As  Gorton  led  his  saints  elect, 

Who  held  all  things  in  common  1 

"Their    gay  robes  trailed  in  ditch    and 
swamp. 

And  torn  by  thorn  and  thicket, 
Hie  dancing-girls  of  Merry  Mount 

CSame  dragging  to  my  wicket. 


"  Shrill  Anabaptists,  shorn  of  ears  ; 

Gray  witch-wives,  hobbling  slowly  ; 
And  Antinomians,  h«e  of  law. 

Whose  very  sins  were  holy. 

"Hoarse  ranters,  crazed  Fifth  Monarch- 
ists 
Of  stripes  and  bondage  braggarts, 
Pale    Churchmen,    with    singed    rubrics 
snatched 
From  Puritanic  fagots. 

"  And  last,  not  least,  the  Quakers  came, 
With  tongues  still  sore  from  burning. 

The  Bay  State's  dust  from  off  their  feet 
Before  my  threshold  spuming ; 

"A  motley  host,  the  Lord's  debris, 
Faith's  odds  and  ends  together ; 

Well  might  I  shrink  from    guests  with 
lungs 
Tough  as  their  breeches  leather : 

"  If,  when  the  hangman  at  their  heels 
Came,  rope  in  hand  to  catch  them, 

I  took  the  hunted  outcasts  in, 
I  never  sent  to  fetch  them. 

"  I  fed,  but  spared  them  not  a  whit ; 

I  gave  to  ail  who  walked  in. 
Not  clams  and  succotash  alone. 

But  stronger  meat  of  doctrine. 

" Iproved  the  prophets  false,  I  pricked 

Tne  bubble  of  perfection. 
And  clapped  upon  their  inner  light 

The  snuffers  of  election. 

"  And  looking  backward  on  my  times, 

This  credit  I  am  taking ; 
I  kept  each  sectary's  dish  apart. 

No  spiritual  chowder  making. 

"  Where  now  the  blending  signs  of  seot 

Would  puzzle  their  assorter. 
The  dry-shod  Quaker  kept  the  land, 

The  Baptist  held  the  water. 

*'  A  common  coat  now  serves  for  both. 

The  hat 's  no  more  a  fixture  ; 
And  which  was  wet  and  which  was  dry, 

Who  knows  in  such  a  mixture  ? 

'*  Well  I    He  who  fashioned  Petfe^*^  ^xwism. 
To  bleaa  tbem.  s2ll\a  v^A:^  \ 
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And  bird  and  beast  and  creeping  thing 
Make  clean  upon  His  table  ! 

"  I  walked  by  my  own  light ;  but  when 

The  ways  of  faith  divided, 
Wiis  I  to  force  unwilling  feet 

To  tread  the  path  that  I  did  ? 

^  I  touched  the  garment-hem  of  truth, 
Yet  saw  not  all  its  splendor  ; 

I  knew  enough  of  doubt  to  feel 
For  every  conscience  tender. 

*'  Grod  left  men  free  of  choice,  as  when 
His  Eden-trees  were  planted  ; 

Because  they  chose  amiss,  should  I 
Deny  the  gfift  He  granted  ? 

"  So,  with  a  common  sense  of  need, 
Our  common  weakness  feeling, 

I  left  them  with  myself  to  God 
And  His  all-gracious  dealing  I 

*'  I  kept  His  plan  whose  rain  and  son 
To  tare  and  wheat  are  given  ; 

And  if  the  ways  to  hell  were  free, 
I  left  them  free  to  heaven  !  " 

Take  heart  with  us,  O  man  of  old. 
Soul-freedom's  brave  confessor. 

So  love  of  God  and  man  wax  strong, 
Let  sect  and  creed  be  lesser. 

The  jarring  discords  of  thy  day 
In  ours  one  hymn  are  swelling  ; 

The  wandering  feet,  the  severed  paths, 
All  seek  our  Father's  dwelling. 

And  slowly  learns  the  world  the  truth 
That  makes  us  all  thy  debtor,  — 

That  holy  life  is  more  than  rite, 
And  spirit  more  than  letter  ; 

That  they  who  differ  pole-wide  serve 
Perchance  the  common  Master, 

And  other  sheep  He  hath  than  they 
Who  g^aze  one  narrow  pasture  ! 

For  truth's  worst  foe  is  he  who  claims 

To  act  as  God's  avenger. 
And  deems,  beyond  his  sentry-beat, 

The  crystal  walls  in  danger  I 

Who  sets  for  heresy  his  traps 
Of  verbal  quirk  and  quibble. 


And  weeds  the  garden  of  the  Lord 
With  Satan's  Dorro wed  dibble. 

To-day  our  hearts  like  organ  keys 
One  Master's  touch  are  feeling  ; 

The  branches  uf  a  common  Vine 
Have  only  leaves  of  healing. 

Co-workers,  yet  from  varied  fields, 
We  share  this  restful  nooning  ; 

The  Quaker  with  the  Baptist  here 
Believes  in  close  communing. 

Forgave,  dear  saint,  the  playful  tone. 
Too  light  for  thy  deserving  ; 

Thanks  for  thy  generous  faith  in  man» 
Thy  trust  in  God  unswerving. 

Still  echo  in  the  hearts  of  men 
The  words  that  thou  hast  spoken 

No  for^  of  hell  can  weld  again 
The  fetters  thou  hast  broken. 

The  pilgrim  needs  a  pass  no  more 

From  Roman  or  Grenevan  ; 
Thought-free,  no  ghostly  tollman  keeps 

Henceforth  the  road  to  Heaven  I 


CHICAGO 

The  great  fire  at  Chicago  was  on  &-10  Octo- 
ber, 1871. 

Men  said  at  vespers  :  "  All  is  well  I  " 
In  one  wild  night  the  city  fell ; 
Fell  shrines  of  prayer  and  marts  of  gain 
Before  the  fiery  hurricane. 

On  threescore  spires  had  sunset  shone. 
Where  ghastly  sunrise  looked  on  none. 
Men  clasped  each  other's  hands,  and  said : 
«  The  City  of  the  West  is  dead ! " 

Brave  hearts  who  fought,  in  slow  retreat, 
The  fiends  of  fire  from  street  to  street, 
Tnmed,  powerless,  to  the  blinding  glare, 
The  dumb  defiance  of  despair. 

A  sudden  impulse  thrilled  each  wire 
That  signalled  round  that  sea  of  fire  ; 
Swift  words  of  cheer,  warm  heart  -  throbs 

came  ; 
In  tears  of  pity  died  the  flame  ! 


THE  GOLDEN  WEDDING  OF  LONGWOOD 
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From  East,  from  West,  from  South  and 

North, 
The  messages  of  hope  shot  forth, 
And,  underneath  the  severing  wave. 
The  world,  full-handed,  reached  to  save. 

Fair  seemed  the  old  ;  hut  fairer  still 
The  new,  the  dreary  void  shall  fill 
With  dearer  homes  than  those  o'erthrowD, 
For  love  shall  lay  each  comer-stone. 

Rise,  stricken  city  I  from  thee  throw 
The  ashen  sackcloth  of  thy  woe  ; 
And  build,  as  to  Amphion's  strain. 
To  songs  of  cheer  thy  walls  again  1 

How  shrivelled  in  thy  hot  distress 
The  primal  sin  of  selfishness  I 
How  instant  rose,  to  take  thy  part, 
The  angel  in  the  human  heart  I 

Ah  I  not  in  vain  the  flames  that  tossed 
Above  thy  dreadful  holocaust ; 
The  Christ  again  has  preached  through  thee 
The  Gospel  of  Humanity  I 

Then  lift  once  more  thy  towers  on  high, 
And  fret  with  spires  the  western  sky. 
To  tell  that  God  is  yet  with  us, 
And  love  is  still  miraculous  I 


KINSMAN 

Died  at  the  Islaiid  of  Panay  (Philippine 
group),  aged  nineteen  yean. 

Whebs  ceaseless  Spring  her  garland  twines. 
As  sweetly  shall  the  loved  one  rest, 

As  if  beneath  the  whispering  pipes 
And  maple  shadows  of  the  West. 

Ye  mourn,  O  hearts  of  home  I  for  him, 
But,  haply,  mourn  ye  not  alone  ; 

For  him  shall  far-off  eyes  be  dim. 
And  pity  speak  in  tongues  unknown. 

Hiere  needs  no  graven  line  to  give 
The  story  of  his  blameless  youth  ; 

All  hearts  shall  throb  intuitive. 
And  nature  guess  the  simple  truth. 

Cie  very  meaning  of  his  name 
Shall  many  a  tender  tribute  win  ; 

Hie  stranger  own  his  sacred  claim, 
And  all  the  world  shall  be  his  kin. 


And  there,  as  here,  on  main  and  isle, 
The  dews  of  holy  peace  shall  fall, 

The  same  sweet  heavens  above  him  smile 
And  God's  dear  love  be  over  all  I 


THE  GOLDEN  WEDDING  OF 
LONGWOOD 

Longwood,  not  far  from  Bayard  Taylor's 
birthplace  in  Kennett  Square,  Pennsylvania, 
was  the  home  of  my  esteemed  friends  John  and 
Hannah  Cox,  whose  golden  wedding  was  cele- 
brated in  1874. 

With  fifty  years  between  you  and  your 

well-kept  wedding  vow, 
The  Golden  Age,  old  friends  of  mine,  is  not 

a  fable  now. 

And,  sweet  as  has  life's  vintage  been  through 

all  your  pleasant  past, 
Still,  as  at  Cana's  marriage-feast,  the  best 

wine  is  the  last  I 

Again  before  me,  with  your  names,  fair 
Chester's  landscape  comes. 

Its  meadows,  woods,  ana  ample  bams,  and 
quaint,  stone-builded  homes. 

The  smooth-shorn  vales,  the  wheaten  slopes, 
the  boscage  g^en  and  soft. 

Of  which  their  poet  sings  so  well  from 
towered  Cedaroroft. 

And  lo  I  from  all  the  country  -  side  come 

neighbors,  Idth  and  kin  ; 
From  city,  hamlet,   farm-house  old,  the 

wedding  guests  come  in. 

And  they  who,  without  scrip  or  purse,  mob- 
hunted,  travel-worn. 

In  Freedom's  age  of  martyrs  came,  as 
victors  now  return. 

Older  and  slower,  yet  the  same,  files  in  the 

long  array. 
And  hearts  are   light  and  eyes  are  glad, 

though  heads  are  badger-gray. 

The  fire-tried  men  of  Thirty-eight  who  saw 

with  me  the  fall, 
Midst  roaring  flames  and  shouting  mob,  of 

Pennsylvania  Hall  \ 
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And  they  of  Lancaster  who  turned  the 

cheeks  of  tyrants  pale, 
Singing  of  freedom  through  the  gyrates  of 

moyameusiug  jail ! 

And  haply  with  them,  all  unseen,  old  com- 
rades, g^ne  before. 

Pass,  silently  as  shadows  pass,  within  your 
open  door,  — 

The  eagle  face  of  Liudley  Coates,  brave 
Garrett's  darine  zeal, 

The  Christian  grace  of  Peunock,  the  stead- 
fast heart  of  Neal. 

Ah  me  I  beyond  all  power  to  name,  the 

worthies  tried  and  true, 
Grave  men,  fair  women,  youth  and  maid, 

pass  by  in  hushed  review. 

Of  varying  faiths,  a  conmion  cause  fused 

all  their  hearts  in  one. 
God  give  them  now,  whate'er  their  names, 

the  peace  of  duty  done  ! 

How  gladly  would  I  tread  again  the  old- 
remembered  places. 

Sit  down  beside  your  hearth  once  more  and 
look  in  the  dear  old  faces  I 

And  thank  yon  for  the  lessons  your  fifty 

years  are  teaching. 
For  honest  lives   that  louder  speak  than 

half  our  noisy  preaching  ; 

For  your  steady  faith  and  courage  in  that 

dark  and  evil  time, 
When  the  Golden  Rule  was  treason,  and  to 

feed  the  hungry  crime  ; 

For  the  poor  slave's  house  of  refuge  when 
the  hounds  were  on  his  track, 

And  saint  and  sinner,  church  and  state, 
joined  hands  to  send  him  back. 

Blessings  upon  yon  !  —  What  you  did  for 

each  sad,  suffering  one, 
So  homeless,  faint,   and  naked,  nnto  our 

Lord  was  done  ! 

Fair  fall  on  Kennett's  pleasant  vales  and 

Longwood's  bowery  ways 
The  mellow  sunset  of  your  lives,  friends  of 

my  early  days. 


May  many  more  of  quiet  years  be  added  to 

your  sum. 
And,  late  at  last,  in  tenderest  lore,  the 

beckoning  angel  come. 

Dear  hearts  are  here,  dear  hearts  are  there, 

alike  below,  above  ; 
Our  friends  are  now  in  either  worlds  and 

love  is  sure  of  love. 


HYMN 

FOR  THE  OPENING  OF  PLYMOUTH  CHURCH, 
ST.  PAUL,  MINNESOTA 

All  things  are  Thine  :  nogift  have  we. 
Lord  of  all  gifts,  to  offer  lliee  ; 
And  hence  with  CTatef  ul  hearts  to-day, 
Thy  own  before  Thy  feet  we  lay. 

Thy  will  was  in  the  builders'  thought ; 
Thy  hand  unseen  amidst  us  wrought ; 
Through  mortal  motive,  scheme  and  plan. 
Thy  wise  eternal  purpose  ran. 

No  lack  Thy  perfect  fulness  knew  ; 
For  human  needs  and  longings  grew 
This  house  of  prayer,  this  home  of  rest. 
In  the  fair  garden  of  the  West. 

Li  weakness  and  in  want  we  call 

On  lliee  for  whom  the  heavens  are  small ; 

Thy  glory  is  Thy  children's  good. 

Thy  joy  Thy  tender  Fatherhood. 

O  Father  I  deign  these  walls  to  bless. 
Fill  with  Thy  love  their  emptiness. 
And  let  their  door  a  gateway  be 
To  lead  us  from  ourselves  to  Thee  1 


LEXINGTON 

1775 

No  Berserk  thirst  of  blood  had  they. 
No  battle-joy  was  theirs,  who  set 
Against  the  alien  bayonet 

Their  homespun  breasts  in  that  old  day. 

Their  feet  had  trodden  peaceful  ways  ; 
They  loved  not  stxife,  they  dreaded 
pain ; 


! 
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They  saw  not,  what  to  us  is  plain, 
'lliat  God    would   make   inau's   wrath  His 
praise. 

No  seers  were  they,  but  simple  men  ; 
Its  vast  results  the  future  hid  .* 
The  meaning  of  the  work  they  did 

Was  strange  and  dark  and  doubtful  then. 

Swift  as  their  summons  came  they  left 
The    plough    mid -furrow    standing 

still, 
The  half -ground  00m  grist  in  the 
miU 
The  spade  in  earth,  the  axe  in  cleft. 

They  went  where  duty  seemed  to  call, 
They  scarcely  asked  the  reason  why ; 
They  only  knew  they  could  but  die. 

And  death  was  not  the  worst  of  all  1 

Of  man  for  man  the  sacrifice, 

All  that    was    theirs    to    give,  they 

gave. 
The  flowers  that  blossomed  from  their 
grave 
Have  sown  themselves  beneath  all  skies. 

Their  death-shot  shook  the  feudal  tower. 
And    shattered    slavery's    chain    as 

well ; 
On  the  sky's  dome,  as  on  a  bell. 

Its  echo  struck  the  world's  great  hour. 

That  fateful  echo  is  not  dumb  : 

The  nations  listening  to  its  sound 
Wait,  from  a  century's  vantage-gromid, 

The  holier  triumphs  yet  to  come,  — 

Tlie  bridal  time  of  Law  and  Love, 

The  gladness  of  the  world's  release. 
When,  war-sick,  at  the  feet  of  Peace 

The  hawk  shall  nestle  with  the  dove  !  — 

The  golden  ag^  of  brotherhood 
Unknown  to  other  rivalries 
Than  of  the  mild  humanities. 

And  gracious  interchange  of  good. 

Whan  closer  strand  shall  lean  to  strand, 
Till  meet,  beneath  saluting  flags. 
The  eagle  of  our  mountain-crags. 

The  lion  of  our  Motherland ! 


THE    LIBRARY 

Sung  at  the  opening  of  the  Haverhill  Librar 
November  11,  1875. 

**  Let  there  be  light ! "    God  spake  of  oh 
And  over  chaos  &xk.  and  cold. 
And  through  the  dead  and  formless  framt 
Of  nature,  life  and  order  came. 

Faint  was  the  light  at  first  that  shone 
On  giaut  fern  and  mastodon. 
On  half-formed  plant  anc*  oeast  of  prey, 
And  man  as  rude  and  ^Id  as  they. 

Age  after  age,  like  waves,  o'erran 
The  earth,  uplifting  brute  and  man ; 
And  mind,  at  length,  in  symbols  dark 
Its  meanings  traced  on  stone  and  bark. 

On  leaf  of  palm,  on  sedge- wrought  roll ; 
On  plastic  clay  and  leathern  scroll, 
Man  wrote  his  thoughts  ;  the  ages  passed 
And  lo  1  the  Press  was  found  at  last  I 

Then  dead  souls  woke ;  the  thoughts  of  me 
Whose  bones  were  dust  revived  again  ; 
The  cloister's  silence  found  a  tongue. 
Old  prophets  spake,  old  poets  sung. 

And  here,  to-day,  the  dead  look  down. 
The  kings  of  mind  again  we  crown  ; 
We  hear  the  voices  lost  so  long. 
The  sage's  word,  the  sibyl's  song. 

Here  Greek  and  Roman  find  themselves 
Alive  along  these  crowded  shelves  ; 
And  Shakespeare  treads  aeain  his  stage. 
And  Chaucer  paints  anew  his  age. 

As  if  some  Pantheon's  marbles  broke 
Their  stony  trance,  and  lived  and  spoke, 
Life  thrills  along  the  alcoved  hall, 
The  lords  of  thought  await  our  call  I 

"I  WAS     A  STRANGER   AND   Yl 
TOOK  ME   IN" 

An  incident  in  St.  Augustine,  Florida. 

'Neath  sides  that  winter  never  knew 
The  air  was  full  of  light  and  balm, 
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And  warm  and  soft  the  Gulf  wind  blew 
Through  orange   bloom   and  groves   of 
palm. 

A  stranger  from  the  frozen  North, 
Who  sought  the  fount  of  health  in  vain, 

Sank  homeless  on  the  alien  earth, 

And  breathed  the  languid  air  with  pain. 

God's  angel  came  I     The  tender  shade 
Of  pity  made  her  blue  eye  dim; 

Against  her  woman's  breast  she  laid 
The  drooping,  fainting  head  of  him. 

She  bore  him  to  a  pleasant  room, 

Flower-sweet  and  cool  with  salt  sea  air. 

And  watched  beside  his  bed,  for  whom 
His  far-off  sisters  might  not  care. 

She  fanned  his  feverish  brow  and  smoothed 
Its  lines  of  pain  with  tenderest  touch. 

With  holy  hymn  and  prayer  she  soothed 
The  trembling  soul  that  feared  so  much. 

Through  her  the  peace  that  passeth  sight 
Came  to  him,  as  he  lapsed  away 

As  one  whose  troubled  dreams  of  night 
Slide  slowly  into  tranquil  day. 

The  sweetness  of  the  Land  of  Flowers 
Upon  his  lonely  grave  she  laid  : 

The  jasmine  dropped  its  golden  showers, 
The  orange  lent  its  bloom  and  shade. 

And  something  whispered  in  her  thought, 
More  sweet  than  mortal  voices  be  : 

**  The  service  thou  for  him  hast  wrought 
O  daughter  I  hath  been  done  for  me." 


CENTENNIAL   HYMN 

Written  for  the  opeDing  of  the  International 
Exhibition,  Philadelphia,  May  10,  1876.  llie 
miisio  for  the  hymn  was  written  by  JohnK. 
Paine,  and  may  be  found  in  The  Atlantic 
Monthly  for  Jane,  1876. 


Our  fathers'  God  I  from  out  whose  hand 
The  centuries  fall  like  grains  of  sand. 
We  meet  to-day,  united,  free, 
And  loyal  to  our  land  and  Thee, 
To  thank  Thee  for  the  era  done. 
And  tmst  Thee  for  the  opening  one. 


II 


Here,  where  of  old,  by  Thy  design. 
The  fathers  spake  that  word  of  Thine 
Whose  echo  is  the  glad  refrain 
Of  reuded  bolt  and  falling  chain. 
To  grace  our  festal  time,  from  all 
The  zones  of  earth  our  guests  we  calL 


III 


Be  with  us  while  the  New  World  g^reets 
The  Old  World  thronging  all  its  streets, 
Unveiling  all  the  triumphs  won 
By  art  or  toil  beneath  the  sun  ; 
And  unto  common  good  ordain 
This  rivalship  of  hand  and  brain. 


IV 


Thou,  who  hast  here  in  concord  furled 
The  war  flags  of  a  gathered  world, 
Beneath  our  Western  skies  fulfil 
The  Orient's  mission  of  good-will. 
And,  freighted  with  love's  Golden  Fleece, 
Send  back  its  Argonauts  of  peace. 


For  art  and  labor  met  in  truce. 
For  beauty  made  the  bride  of  use. 
We  thank  Thee  ;  but,  withal,  we  crave 
The  austere  virtues  strong  to  save, 
The  honor  proof  to  place  or  gold. 
The  manhood  never  bought  nor  sold  I 

VI 

Oh  make  Thou  us,  through  centuries  long, 
In  peace  secure,  in  justice  strong  ; 
Around  our  gift  of  freedom  draw 
The  safeguards  of  thy  righteous  law  : 
And,  cast  in  some  diviner  mould. 
Let  the  new  cycle  shame  the  old  I 


AT   SCHOOL-CLOSE 

BOWDOIN   STREET,  BOSTON,  1 877 

The  end  has  come,  as  come  it  must 
To    all    things ;    in    these  sweet  June 
days 

The  teacher  and  the  scholar  trust 
Their  parting  feet  to  separate  ways. 
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They  part :  but  in  the  years  to  be 

Shall  pleasant  memories  cliug  to  each, 

As  shells  bear  inland  from  the  sea 
The  murmur  of  the  rhythmic  beaoh. 

One  knew  the  joy  the  sculptor  knows 
When,  plastic  to  his  lightest  touch, 

His  clay-wrought  model  slowly  g^ws 
To  that  fine  grace  desired  so  much. 

So  daily  g^w  before  her  eyes 

The  living  shapes  whereon  she  wrought, 
Strong,  tender,  innocently  wise. 

The  child's  heart  with  the  woman's 
thought. 

And  one  shall  never  quite  forget 

The  voice  that  called  from  dream  and 

play, 

The  firm  but  kindly  hand  that  set 

Her  feet  in  learning's  pleasant  way,  — 

The  joy  of  Undine  soul-possessed, 

The  wakening  sense,  the  strange  de- 
light 

That  swelled  the  fabled  statue's  breast 
And  filled  its  clouded  eyes  with  sight ! 

O  Youth  and  Beauty,  loved  of  all  I 

Ye  pass  from  girlhood's  gate  of  dreams  ; 

In  broader  ways  your  footsteps  fall, 
Ye  test  the  truth  of  all  that  seems. 

Her  little  realm  the  teacher  leaves. 
She  breaks  her  wand  of  power  apart, 

While,  for  your  love  and  trust,  she  g^ves 
The  warm  thanks  of  a  grateful  heart. 

Hers  is  the  sober  summer  noon 

Contrasted  with  your  mom  of  spring. 

The  waning  with  the  waxing  moon, 
The  folded  with  the  outspread  wing. 

Across  the  distance  of  the  years 

She  sends  her  God-speed  back  to  you  ; 

She  has  no  thought  of  doubts  or  fears  : 
Be  but  yourselves,  be  pure,  be  true, 

And  prompt  in  duty  ;  heed  the  deep. 
Low  voice  of  conscience  ;    through  the 
ill 

And  discord  round  about  you,  keep 
Your  faith  in  human  nature  still. 


Be  gentle  :  unto  griefs  and  needs. 

Be  pitiful  as  woman  should. 
And,  spite  of  all  the  lies  of  creeds. 

Hold  fast  the  truth  that  God  is  g^ood. 

Give  and  receive  ;  go  forth  and  bless 
The    world    that  needs  the    hand  and 
heart 

Of  Martha's  helpful  carefulness 
No  less  than  Mary's  better  part. 

So  shall  the  stream  of  time  flow  by 
And  leave  each  year  a  richer  good. 

And  matron  loveliness  outvie 
The  nameless  charm  of  maidenhood. 

And,   when    the    world    shall    link    your 
names 
With  gracious  lives  and  manners  fine, 
The  teaser  shall  assert  her  claims. 

And    proudly    whisper,    ''These    were 
mme  I " 


HYMN  OF  THE  CHILDREN 

Sung  at  the  anniversary  of  the  Children's 
Mission,  Boston,  1878. 

Thine  are  all  the  grifts,  O  God  I 

Thine  the  broken  bread  ; 
Let  the  naked  feet  be  shod, 

And  the  starving  fed. 

Let  Thy  children,  by  Thy  grace, 

Give  as  they  abound, 
Till  the  poor  have  breathing-space. 

And  the  lost  are  found. 

Wiser  than  the  miser's  hoards 

Is  the  giver's  choice  ; 
Sweeter  than  the  song  of  birds 

Is  the  thankful  voice. 

Welcome  smiles  on  faces  sad 

As  the  flowers  of  spring  ; 
Let  the  tender  hearts  be  glad 

With  the  joy  they  bring. 

Happier  for  their  pity's  sake 
Make  their  sports  and  playsi 

And  from  lips  of  childhood  take 
Thy  perfected  praise  I 
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THE   LANDMARKS 

This  poem  was  read  at  a  meeting  of  eitizens 
of  Boston  haviuff  for  its  object  the  preservation 
of  the  Old  Souw  Church,  famous  in  Colonial 
and  Beydlntionary  history. 


Through  the  streets  of  Marblehead 
Fast  the  red- winged  terror  sped  ; 

Blasting,  withering,  on  it  came. 
With  its  hundred  tongues  of  flame, 

Where  St.  Michael's  on  its  way 
Stood  like  chained  Andromeda, 

Waiting  on  the  rock,  like  her, 
Swift  doom  or  deliverer  ! 

Church  that,  after  sea-moss  grew 
Over  walls  no  longer  new, 

Counted  generations  five, 
Four  entombed  and  one  alive  ; 

Heard  the  martial  thousand  tread 
Battleward  from  Marblehead ; 

Saw  within  the  rock-walled  bay 
Treville's  lilied  pennons  play. 

And  the  fisher's  dory  met 
By  the  barge  of  Lafayette, 

Telling  good  news  in  advance 
Of  the  coming  fleet  of  France  I 

Church  to  reverend  memories  dear, 
Quaint  in  desk  and  chandelier  ; 

Bell,  whose  century-rusted  tongue 
Burials  tolled  and  Dridals  rung  ; 

Loft,  whose  tiny  organ  kept 

Keys  that  Snetzler's  hand  had  swept ; 

Altar,  o'er  whose  tablet  old 
Sinai's  law  its  thunders  rolled  I 

Suddenly  the  sharp  cry  came  : 
''  Look !  St.  Michael's  is  aflame  I " 


Round  the  low  tower  wall  the  fire 
Snake-like  wound  its  coil  of  ire. 

Sacred  in  its  gray  respect 
From  the  jealousies  of  sect, 

**  Save  it,"  seemed  the  thought  of  all, 
'*  Save  it,  though  our  roof -trees  fall  1  ^ 

Up  the  tower  the  young  men  sprung ; 
One,  the  bravest,  outward  swung 

By  the  rope,  whose  kindling  strands 
Smoked  TOneath  the  holders  hands, 

Smiting  down  with  strokes  of  power 
Burning  fragments  from  the  tower. 

Then  the  gazing  crowd  beneath 
Broke  the  painful  pause  of  breath  ; 

Brave  men  cheered  from  street  to  street, 
With  home's  ashes  at  their  feet ; 

Houseless  women  kerchiefs  waved  : 

«  Thank  the  Lord  1  St.  Michael's  saved  1 " 

II 

In  the  heart  of  Boston  town 
Stands  the  church  of  old  renown, 

From  whose  walls  the  impulse  went 
Which  set  free  a  continent ; 

From  whose  pulpit's  oracle 
Prophecies  of  freedom  fell ; 

And  whose  steeple-rocking  din 
Rang  the  nation's  birth-day  in  f 

Standing  at  this  very  hour 
Perilled  like  St.  Michael's  tower. 

Held  not  in  the  clasp  of  flame, 
But  by  mammon's  grasping  claim. 

Shall  it  be  of  Boston  said 

She  is  shamed  by  Marblehead  ? 

City  of  our  pride  I  as  there. 
Hast  thou  none  to  do  and  dare  ? 

Life  was  risked  for  Michael's  shrine  ; 
Shall  not  wealth  be  staked  for  thine  ? 
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Woe  to  thee,  when  men  shall  search 
Vainly  for  the  Old  South  Church  ; 

When  from  Neck  to  Boston  Stone, 
All  thy  pride  of  place  is  g^ne  ; 

When  from  Bay  and  railroad  car, 
Stretched  before  them  wide  and  far, 

Men  shall  only  see  a  g^at 
Wilderness  of  brick  and  slate, 

Every  holy  spot  o'erlaid 

By  the  commonplace  of  trade  I 

City  of  our  love  !  to  thee 
Duty  is  but  destiny. 

True  to  all  thy  record  saith, 
Keep  with  thy  traditions  faith  ; 

Ere  occasion 's  overpast, 
Hold  its  flowing  forelock  fast ; 

Honor  still  the  precedents 
Of  a  gprand  munificence  ; 

In  thy  old  historic  way 
Give,  as  thou  didst  yesterday 

At  the  South-land's  call,  or  on 
Need's  demand  from  fired  St.  John. 

Set  thy  Church's  muffled  bell 
Free  the  generous  deed  to  telL 

Let  thy  loyal  hearts  rejoice 
In  the  glad,  sonorous  voice. 

Ringing  from  the  brazen  mouth 
Of  the  bell  of  the  Old  South,  — 

Ringing  clearly,  with  a  will, 

"  What  she  was  is  Boston  still  I " 


GARDEN 

A  hymn  for  the  American  HortioultaTal  So- 
ciety,  1882.  [Originally  written  to  be  snng  at 
an  agrioultaral  and  hortienltaral  fair  in  Ames- 
bury  in  1853.  It  was  translated  into  Porta- 
gnese  by  Dom  Pedro,  Eknperor  of  Brazil,  and 
read  at  a  harvest  festival.  It  has  been  trans- 
lated into  Italian  also  and  simg  by  peasants  at 
the  gathering  of  the  vintage.] 


O  Painter  of  the  fruits  and  flowers, 

We  own  Thy  wise  design, 
Whereby  these  human  hands  of  ours 

May  share  the  work  of  Thine  I 

Apart  from  Thee  we  plant  in  yain 

The  root  and  sow  the  seed  ; 
Thy  early  and  Thy  later  rain. 

Thy  sun  and  dew  we  need. 

Our  toil  is  sweet  with  thankfulness, 

Our  burden  is  our  boon  ; 
The  curse  of  Earth's  gray  morning  is 

The  blessing  of  its  noon. 

Why  search  the  wide  world  everywhere 
For  Eden's  unknown  ground  ? 

That  garden  of  the  primal  pair 
May  nevermore  be  f ouno. 

But,  blest  by  Thee,  our  patient  toil 

May  right  the  ancient  wrong, 
And  give  to  every  clime  and  soil 

The  beauty  lost  so  long. 

Our  homestead  flowers  and  fruited  trees 

May  Eden's  orchard  shame  ; 
We  taste  the  tempting  sweets  of  these 

Like  Eve,  without  her  blame. 

And,  North  and  South  and  East  and  West, 

The  pride  of  every  zone, 
The  fairest,  rarest,  and  the  best 

May  all  be  made  our  own. 

Its  earliest  shrines  the  young  world  sought 

In  hill-groves  and  in  bowers, 
The  fittest  offerings  thither  brought 

Were  Thy  own  fruits  and  flowers. 

And  still  with  reverent  hands  we  cull 
Thy  g^fts  each  year  renewed  ; 

The  good  is  always  beautiful, 
The  beautiful  is  good. 


A   GREETING 

Read  at  Harriet  Beeoher  Stowe's  seventieth 
anniversary,  Jane  14,  1882,  at  a  garden  party 
at  ez-Qovemor  Claflin's  in  Newtonville,  Mass. 

Thrice  welcome  from  the  Land  of  Flowers 

And  i^lden-fruited  orange  bowers 

To  this  sweet,  green-turfed  June  of  ours  t 
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To  her  who,  in  our  evil  time, 
Dragged  into  light  the  nation's  crime 
With  strength  ^yond  the  strength  of  men, 
And,  mightier  than  their  swords,  her  pen  I 
To  her  who  world-wide  entrance  gave 
To  the  loe-cahin  of  the  slave  ; 
Made  all  nis  wrongs  and  sorrows  known, 
And  all  earth's  languages  his  own,  — 
North,  South,  and  East  and  West,  made 

aU 
The  conmion  air  electrical. 
Until  the  o'ercharged  bolts  of  heaven 
Blazed  down,  and  every  chain  was  riven  I 

Welcome  from  each  and  all  to  her 
Whose  Wooing  of  the  Minister 
Revealed  the  warm  heart  of  the  man 
Beneath  the  creed-bound  Puritan, 
And  taught  the  kinship  of  the  love 
Of  man  below  and  God  above  ; 
To  her  whose  vigorous  pencil-strokes 
Sketched  into  lire  her  Oldtown  Folks  ; 
Whose  fireside  stories,  grave  or  gay. 
In  quaint  Sam  Lawson*s  vagrant  way, 
With  old  New  England's  flavor  rife. 
Waifs  from  her  rude  idyllic  life, 
Are  racy  as  the  legends  old 
By  Chaucer  or  Boccaccio  told  ; 
To  her  who  keeps,  through  change  of  place 
And  time,  her  native  strength  and  grace. 
Alike  where  warm  Sorrento  smiles. 
Or  where,  by  birchen-shaded  isles. 
Whose  summer  winds  have  shivered  o'er 
The  icy  drift  of  Labrador, 
She  lifts  to  light  the  priceless  Pearl 
Of  HarpswelPs  angel-beckoned  girl ! 
To  her  at  threescore  years  and  ten 
Be  tributes  of  the  tongue  and  pen  ; 
Be  honor,  praise,  and  heart-thanks  g^ven, 
The  loves  of  earth,  the  hopes  of  heaven  I 

Ah,  dearer  than  the  praise  that  stirs 
The  air  to-day,  our  love  is  hers  1 
She  needs  no  Guaranty  of  fame 
Whose  own  is  linked  with  Freedom's  name. 
Long  ages  after  ours  shall  keep 
Her  memory  living  while  we  sleep  ; 
The  waves  that  wash  our  gray  coast  lines. 
The  winds  that  rock  the  l^uthem  pines. 
Shall  sing  of  her  ;  the  unending  years 
Shall  tell  her  tale  in  unborn  ears. 
And  when,  with  sins  and  follies  past. 
Are  numbered  color-hate  and  caste, 
White,  black,  and  red  shall  own  as  one 
The  noblest  work  by  woman  done. 


GODSPEED 

Written  on  the  occasion  of  a  voyage  made 
by  my  friends  Annie  Fields  and  Sarah  Ome 
Jewett. 

OuTBOUKD,  your  bark  awaits  you.     Were 
I  one 
Whose  prayer  availeth  much,  my  wish 

should  be 
Your  favoring  trade-wind  and  oonsenling 
sea. 
By  sail  or  st^ed  was  never  love  outnm, 
Aiid,  here  or  there,  love  follows  her   in 
whom 
All  graces  and  sweet  charities  unite, 
The  old  Greek  beauty  set  in  holier  light  ; 
And  her  for  whom  New  England's  byways 

bloom. 
Who  walks  among  us  welcome    as    the 
Spring, 
Calling  up  blossoms  where  her  light  feet 

stray. 
Grod  keep  you  both,  make  beautiful  your 
way. 
Comfort,  console,  and  bless ;    and  safely 

bring. 
Ere  yet  I  make  upon  a  vaster  sea 
The    unretuming  voyage,  my  friends  to 
me. 


WINTER   ROSES 

In  reply  to  a  flower  giH  from  Mrs.  Putnam's 
school  at  Jamaica  Plain. 

My  garden  roses  long  ago 

Have    perished  from  the   leaf -strewn 
walks ; 
Their  pale,  fair  sisters  smile  no  more 

Upon  the  sweet-brier  stalks. 

Gone  with  the  flower-time  of  my  life. 
Spring's    violets,    summer's    blooming 
pride. 

And  Nature's  winter  and  my  own 
Stand,  fiowerless,  side  by  side. 

So  might  I  yesterday  have  sung  ; 

To-day,  in  bleak  December's  noon, 
Come     sweetest    fragrance,   shapes,    and 
hues, 

The  rosy  wealth  of  June  I 


NORUMBEGA   HALL 


239 


Bless  the  young  hands  that  culled  the  pity 
And  bless  the  hearts  that  prompted  it ; 

If  undeserved  it  comes,  at  leiut 
It  seems  not  all  unfit. 

• 

Of  old  my  Quaker  ancestors 

Had  gifts  of  forty  stripes  save  one  ; 

To-day  as  many  roses  crown 
The  gray  head  of  their  son. 

And  with  them,  to  my  fancy's  eye, 
The  fresh-faced  givers  smiling  come, 

And  nine  and  thirty  happy  girls 
Make  glad  a  lonely  room. 

They  bring  the  atmosphere  of  youth  ; 

The  light  and  warmth  of  long  ago 
Are  in  my  heart,  and  on  my  cheek 

The  airs  of  morning  bldw. 

O  buds  of  g^lhood,  yet  unblown. 
And  fairer  than  the  gift  ye  chose, 

For  you  may  years  likf  leaves  unfold 
The  heart  of  Sharon's  rose  I 


THE  REUNION 

Read  September  10,  1885,  to  the  surviving 
students  of  HaverhiU  Academy  in  1827-1830. 

The  g^lf  of  seven  and  fifty  years 

We  stretch  our  welcoming  hands  across  ; 
The  distance  but  a  pebble's  toss 

Between  us  and  our  youth  appears. 

For  in  lifers  school  we  linger  on 
The  remnant  of  a  once  full  list ; 
Conning  our  lessons,  undismissed. 

With  faces  to  the  setting  sun. 

And  some  have  gone  the  unknown  way, 
And  some  await  the  call  to  rest ; 
Who  knoweth  whether  it  in  best 

For  those  who  went  or  those  who  stay  ? 

And  yet  despite  of  loss  and  ill, 
If  faith  and  love  and  hope  remain. 
Our  length  of  days  is  not  in  vain. 

And  life  is  well  worth  living  still. 

Still  to  a  gracious  Providence 

The  thanks  of  grateful  hearts  are  due, 
For  blessings  when  our  lives  were  new. 

For  all  the  good  vouchsafed  us  since. 


The  pain  that  spared  us  sorer  hurt, 
The  wish  demed,  the  purpose  crossed, 
And  pleasure's  fond  occasions  lost, 

Were  mercies  to  our  small  desert. 

'T  is  something  that  we  wander  back. 
Gray  pilerims,  to  our  ancient  ways. 
And  tender  memories  of  old  days 

Walk  with  us  by  the  Merrimac  ; 

That  even  in  life's  afternoon 

A  sense  of  youth  comes  back  again. 
As  through  this  cool  September  rain 

The  still  green  woodlands  dream  of  June. 

The  eyes  grown  dim  to  present  things 
Have  keener  sight  for  bygone  years. 
And  sweet  and  clear,  in  deafening  ears, 

The  bird  that  sang  at  morning  sings. 

Dear  comrades,  scattered  wide  and  far. 
Send  from  their  homes  their  kindly  word, 
And  dearer  ones,  unseen,  unheard, 

Smile  on  us  from  some  heavenly  star. 

For  life  and  death  with  God  are  one, 
Unchanged  by  seeming  change  His  care 
And  love  are  round  us  here  and  there  ; 

He  breaks  no  thread  His  hand  has  spun. 

Soul  touches  soul,  the  muster  roll 

Of  life  eternal  has  no  gaps  ; 

And  after  half  a  century  s  lapse 
Our  school-day  ranks  are  dosea  and  whole. 

Hail  and  farewell  I    We  go  our  way  ; 

Where  shadows  end,  we  trust  in  light ; 

The  star  that  ushers  in  the  night 
Is  herald  also  of  the  day  ! 


NORUMBEGA   HALL 

Nommbega  Hall  at  Wellesley  College, 
named  in  honor  of  Eben  Norton  Horsford,  wno 
was  one  of  the  most  mnnifioent  patrons  of 
that  noble  ioBtitutioD,  and  who  haa  just  pub- 
lished an  essay  claiming  the  discovery  01  the 
site  of  the  somewhat  mythical  city  of  Norom- 
bega,  was  opened  with  appropriate  ceremonies, 
in  April,  1886.  The  following  sonnet  was  writ- 
ten for  the  occasion,  and  was  read  by  President 
Alice  R  Freeman,  to  whom  it  was  addressed. 

Not  on  Penobscot's  wooded  bank  the  spires 
Of  the  sought  City  rose,  nor  yet  beside 
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The  winding  Charles,  nor  where  the  daily 

tide 
Of  Naumkeag's  haven  rises  and  retires, 
The  vision  tarried  ;  but  somewhere  we  knew 
The  beautiful   gates    must   open  to    our 

quest. 
Somewhere  that  marvellous  City  of  the 

West 
Would  lift  its  towers  and  palace  domes  in 

view, 
And,  lo  I    at   last  its   mystery  is    made 

known  — 
Its  onlv  dwellers  maidens  fair  and  young. 
Its  Prmcess  such  as  England's  Laureate 

sung ; 
And  safe  from  capture,  save  by  love  alone, 
It    lends  its  beauty  to  the  lake's  green 

shore, 
And  Norumbega  is  a  myth  no  more. 


THE   BARTHOLDI   STATUE 

1886 

The  land,  that,  from  the  rule  of  kings, 
In  freeing  us,  itself  made  free, 

Our  Old  World  Sister,  to  us  brings 
Her  sculptured  Dream  of  Liberty  : 

Unlike  the  shapes  on  Egypt's  sands 
Uplifted  by  the  toil-worn  slave. 

On  Freedom  8  soil  with  freemen's  hands 
We  rear  the  symbol  free  hands  gave. 

O  France,  tbe  beautiful  I  to  thee 
Once  more  a  debt  of  love  we  owe  : 

In  peace  beneath  thy  Colors  Three, 
We  hail  a  later  Ilocbambeau  ! 

Rise,  stately  Symbol  I  holding  forth 
Thy  light  and  hope  to  all  who  sit 

In  chains  and  darkness  I     Belt  tbe  earth 
With  watch-fires  from    thy    torch  up- 
lit  I 

Reveal  the  primal  mandate  still 

Which  Chaos  heard  and  ceased  to  be. 

Trace  on  mid-air  th'  Eternal  Will 
In  signs  of  fire  :  **  Let  man  be  free  I " 

Shine  far,  shine  free,  a  guiding  light 
To  Reason's  ways  and  Virtue's  aim, 

A  lightning-flash  the  wretch  to  smite 
Who  shields  his  license  with  thy  name  1 


ONE   OF   THE   SIGNERS 

Written  for  the  nnveUing  of  the  statue  of 
Joeiah  Bartlett  at  Amesbory,  Mass.,  July  4, 
1888.  *  €k)Yemor  Bartlett,  who  was  a  native 
of  the  town,  was  a  signer  of  the  Declaration 
of  Independence.  Amesbury  or  Ambresbnry, 
so  caUed  from  the  "anointed  stones"  of  the 
great  Dmidical  temple  near  it,  was  the  seat  of 
one  of  the  earliest  leligious  houses  in  Britain. 
The  tradition  that  the  guilty  wife  of  King  Ar^ 
thur  fled  thither  for  protection  forms  one  of 
the  finest  passages  in  Tennyson^s  Idylls  of  Um 
King, 

O  STORIED  vale  of  Merrimac, 

Rejoice    through    all    thy    shade    and 
shine. 
And  from  his  century's  sleep  call  back 

A  brave  and  honored  son  of  thine. 

Unveil  his  effigy  between 

The  living  and  the  dead  to-day  ; 

The  fathers  of  the  Old  Thirteen 
Shall  witness  bear  as  spirits  may. 

Unseen,  unheard,  his  gray  compeers. 
The  shades  of  Lee  and  Jefferson, 

Wise  Franklin  reverend  with  his  years. 
And  Carroll,  lord  of  Carrollton  I 

Be  thine  henceforth  a  pride  of  place 
Beyond  thy  namesake's  over-sea. 

Where  scarce  a  stone  is  left  to  trace 
The  Holy  House  of  Amesbury. 

A  prouder  memory  lingers  round 
The  birthplace  of  thy  true  man  here 

Than  that  which  haunts  the  refuge  found 
By  Arthur's  mythic  Guinevere. 

The  plain  deal  table  where  he  sat 
And  signed  a  nation's  title-deed 

Is  dearer  now  to  fame  than  that 
Which  bore  the  scroll  of  Runnymede. 

Long  as,  on  Freedom's  natal  room, 
Shall  ring  the  Independence  bells, 

Give  to  thy  dwellers  yet  unborn 
The  lesson  which  his  image  tells. 

For  in  that  hour  of  Destiny, 

Which  tried  the  men  of  bravest  stock. 
He  knew  the  end  alone  must  be 

A  free  land  or  a  traitor's  block* 
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Among  those  picked  and  cbosen  men 
Thau  his,  who  here  first  drew  his  breath. 

No  firmer  fingers  held  the  pen 
Which  wrote  for  liberty  or  death. 

Not  for  their  hearths  and  homes  alone, 
But  for  the  world  their  work  was  done  ; 

On  all  the  winds  their  thoueht  has  flown 
Through  all  the  circuit  of  the  sou. 

We  trace  its  flight  by  broken  chains, 
By  songs  of  grateful  Labor  still ; 


To-day,  in  all  her  holy  fanes, 
It  rings  the  bells  of  freed  Brazil. 

O  hills  that  watched  his  boyhood's  home, 
O  earth  and  air  that  nursed  him,  give, 

In  this  memorial  semblance,  room 
To  him  who  shall  its  bronze  outlive  I 

And  thou,  O  Land  he  loved,  rejoice 
That  in  the  countless  years  to  come. 

Whenever  Freedom  needs  a  voice, 
These  sculptured  lips  shall  not  be  dumb  I 


THE  TENT  ON  THE   BEACH 


THE  TENT  ON  THE  BEACH 

It  can  scarcely  be  necessary  to  name  as  the 
two  companions  whom  I  reckoned  with  myself 
in  this  poetical  picnic,  Fields  the  lettered  mag- 
nate, and  Taylor  the  free  cosmopolite.  The 
long  line  of  sandy  beach  which  defines  almost 
the  whole  of  the  New  Hampshire  seap-coast  is 
specially  marked  near  its  southern  extremity, 
by  the  salt-meadows  of  Hampton.  The  Hamp- 
ton River  winds  through  these  meadows,  and 
the  reader  may,  if  he  choose,  imi^ne  my  tent 
pitched  near  its  mouth,  where  also  was  the 
scene  of  the  Wreck  of  Btuermouth,  The  green 
bluff  to  the  northward  is  Ghreat  Boards  Head ; 
southward  is  the  Merrimac,  with  Newburyport 
lifting  its  steeples  above  brown  roofs  and  green 
trees  on  its  banks.  [Mr.  Whittier  originally 
designed  following  the  Decameron  method  and 
feigning  that  each  person  read  his  own  poem, 
but  abandoned  it  as  too  hackneyed.] 

I    WOULD   not    siiif  in    this   half -playful 

strain, — 
Too  light    perhaps    for    serious   years, 

though  Dom 
Of  the  enforced  leisure  of  slow  pain,  — 

Aeainst  the  pure  ideal  which  has  drawn 
My  feet  to  follow  its  far-shining  gleam. 
A  simple  plot  is  mine  :  legends  and  runes 
Of  credulous  days,  old  fancies  that  have  lain 
Silent  from  boyhood  taking  voice  ag^n, 
Warmed  into  life  once  more,  even  as  the 

tunes 
That,  frozen  in  the  fabled  hunting-horn. 
Thawed    into  sound  :  —  a   winter  fireside 

dream 
Of  dawns  and  sunsets  by  the  summer  sea, 
Whose    sands  are   traversed   by   a  silent 

throng 
Of  voyagers  from  that  vaster  mystery 
Of  which  it  is  an  emblem  ;  —  and  the  dear 
Memory  of  one  who  might  have  tuned  my 

song 
To  sweeter  music  by  her  delicate  ear. 


When  heats  as  of  a  tropic  clime 
Bomed  all  our  inland  vaUeys  through. 


Three    friends,  the   guests  of   snmmer 
time, 
Pitched  their  white  tent  where   sea- 
winds  blew. 
Behind    them,    marshes,    seamed    and 

crossed 
With    narrow   creeks,    and    flower-em- 
bossed. 
Stretched  to  the  dark  oak  wood,  whose  leafy 

arms 
Screened  from  the  stormy  East  the  pleasant 
inland  farms. 

At  full  of  tide  their  bolder  shore 

Of  sun-bleached  sand  the  waters  beat ; 
At  ebb,  a  smooth  and  glistening  floor 

They  touched  with  light,  receding  feet. 
Northward  a  green  bluff  broke  the  chain 
Of  sand-hills  ;    southward  stretched  a 
plain 
Of  salt  grass,  with  a  river  winding  down. 
Sail-whitened,  and  beyond  the  steeples  of 
the  town,  — 

Whence  sometimes,  when  the  wind  was 
light 
And  dull  the  thunder  of  the  beach. 
They  heard  the  bells  of  morn  and  night 
Swing,  miles  away,  their  silver  speech. 
Above  low  scarp  and  turf-grown  wall 
They  saw  the  fort-flag  rise  and  fall ; 
And,  the   first    star    to    signal  twilight's 

hour, 
The  lamp-fire  glimmer  down  from  the  tall 
light-house  tower. 

They  rested  there,  escaped  awhile 

From  cares  that  wear  the  life  away. 
To  eat  the  lotus  of  the  Nile 

And  drink  the  poppies  of  Cathay,  — 
To  fling  their  loads  of  custom  down, 
Like    drift -weed,   on    the   sand -slopes 
brown, 
And  in  the  sea^waves  drown  the  restless 

pack 
Of  duties,  claims,  and  needs  that  barked 
upon  their  track. 
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One,  with  his  beard  scarce  silvered,  bore 

A  ready  credence  in  his  looks, 
A  lettered  magnate,  lording  o'er 

An  ever-widening  realm  of  books. 
In  him  brain-currents,  near  and  far. 
Converged  as  in  a  Leyden  jar  ; 
The  old,  dead  authors  thronged  him  round 

about. 
And  Elzevir's  gray  ghosts  from  leathern 
g^ves  looked  out. 

He  knew  each  living  pundit  well. 

Could  weigh  the  gifts  of  him  or  her, 
And  well  the  market  value  tell 

Of  poet  and  philosopher. 
But  if  he  lost,  the  scenes  behind. 
Somewhat  of  reverence  vague  and  blind. 
Finding  the  actors  human  at  the  best, 
No  refuiier  lips  than  his  the  good  he  saw 
confessed. 

His  boyhood  fancies  not  outgrown. 

He  loved  himself  the  singer's  art ; 
Tenderly,  gently,  by  his  own 

He  knew  and  judged  an  author's  heart. 

No  Rhadamanthine  brow  of  doom 

Bowed  the  dazed  pedant  from  his  room  ; 

And  bards,  whose  name  is  legion,  if  denied. 

Bore  off  alike  intact  their  verses  and  their 

pride. 

Pleasant  it  was  to  roam  about 

The  lettered  world  as  he  had  done, 
And  see  the  lords  of  song  without 

Their  singing  robes  and  earlands  on. 
With  Wordsworth  paddle  Rvdal  mere. 
Taste  rugged  Elliott's  home-orewed  beer. 
And  with  the  ears  of  Roeers,  at  fourscore, 
Hear  Garrick's  buskiued  tread  and  Wal- 
pole's  wit  once  more. 

And  one  there  was,  a  dreamer  bom, 

Who,  with  a  mission  to  fulfil. 
Had  left  the  Muses'  haunts  to  turn 

The  crank  of  an  opinion-mill. 
Making  his  rustic  reed  of  song 
A  weapon  in  the  war  with  wrong, 
Yoking  his  fancy  to  the  breakine-plough 
That  ^am-deep  turned  the  soil  for  truth  to 
spring  and  grow. 

Too  quiet  seemed  the  man  to  ride 
The  winged  Hippogriff  Reform  ; 

Was  his  a  voice  from  side  to  side 
To  pierce  the  tumult  of  the  storm  ? 


A  silent,  shy,  peace-loving  man. 

He  seemed  no  fiery  partisan 
To  hold  his  way  against  the  public  frown. 
The  ban  of  Church  and  State,  the  fieroe 
mob's  hounding  down. 

For  while  he  wrought  with  strenuous  will 

The  work  his  hands  had  found  to  do, 
He  heard  the  fitful  music  still 

Of  winds  that  out  of  dream-land  blew. 

The  din  about  him  could  not  drown 

What  the  strange  voices  whispered  down  ; 

Along  his  task-field  weird  processions  swept, 

The  visionary  pomp  of  stately  phantoms 

stepped. 

The  common  air  was  thick  with  dreams, — 

He  told  them  to  the  toiling  crowd  ; 
Such  music  as  the  woods  and  streams 

Sanff  in  his  ear  he  sang  aloud  ; 
In  still,  shut  bays,  on  windy  capes. 
He  heard  the  call  of  beckoning  shapes. 
And,  as  the  gray  old  shadows  prompted 

him, 
To  homely  moulds  of  rhyme  he  shaped 
their  legends  grim. 

He  rested  now  his  weary  hands. 

And  lightly  moralized  and  laughed, 
As,  tracing  on  the  shifting  sands 
A  burlesque  of  his  paper-craft, 
He  saw  the  careless  waves  o'errun 
His  words,  as  time  before  had  done, 
£^h  day's  tide-water  washing  clean  away, 
Like  letters  from  the  sand,  the  work  of 
yesterday. 

And  one,  whose  Arab  face  was  tanned 

By  tropic  sun  and  boreal  frost. 
So  travelled  there  was  scarce  a  land 

Or  people  left  him  to  exhaust. 
In  idlmg  mood  had  from  him  hurled 
The  poor  squeezed  orange  of  the  world. 
And    in    the  tent  -  shade,  sat  beneath  a 

palm, 
Smokea,  cross-legged  like  a  Turk,  in  Ori- 
ental calm. 

The  very  waves  that  washed  the  sand 
Below  him,  he  had  seen  before 

Whitening  the  Scandinavian  strand 
And  sultry  Mauritanian  shore. 

From  ice-rimmed  isles,  from    summer 
seas 

Palm-fringed,  they  bore  him  messages  ; 
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He  heard  the  plaintive  Nubian  songs  again, 
And  mule-bells  tinkling  down  the  mountain- 
paths  of  Spain. 

His  memory  round  the  ransacked  earth 

On  Puck  s  long  girdle  slid  at  ease  ; 
And,  instant,  to  the  valley's  girth 

Of  mountsdns,  spice  isles  of  the  seas, 
Faith  flowered  in  minster  stones,  Art's 

gruess 
At  truth  and  beauty,  found  access  ; 
Yet  loved  the  while,  that  free  cosmopolite. 
Old  friends,  old  ways,  and  kept  his  boy- 
hood's dreams  in  sight. 

Untouched  as  yet  by  wealth  and  pride, 

That  virgin  innocence  of  beach  : 
No  shingly  monster,  hundred-eyed, 

Stared  its  gray  sand-birds  out  of  reach  ; 
Unhoused,  save  where,  at  intervals. 
The   white  tents  showed    their   canvas 
walls. 
Where  brief  sojourners,  in  the  cool,  soft 

air. 
Forgot  their  inland  heats,  hard  toil,  and 
year-long  care. 

Sometimes  along  the  wheel-deep  sand 
A  one-horse  wagon  slowly  crawled, 
Deep  laden  with  a  youthful  band. 

Whose   look  some  homestead  old  re- 
called ; 
Brother  perchance,  and  sisters  twain. 
And  one  whose  blue  eyes  told,  more 
plain 
Than  the  free  language  of  her  rosy  lip. 
Of  the  still  dearer  cl^jn  of  love's  relation- 
ship. 

With  cheeks  of  russet-orchard  tint. 

The  light  laugh  of  their  native  rills, 
The  perfume  of  their  garden's  mint, 

The  breezy  freedom  of  the  hills, 
They  bore,  in  unrestrained  delight, 
The  motto  of  the  Garter's  knight. 
Careless  as  if  from  every  gazing  thing 
Hid  by  their  innocence,  as  Gyg^s  by  his 
ring. 

The  clanging  sea-fowl  came  and  went. 
The  hunter's  guu  in  the  marshes  rang  ; 

At  nightfall  from  a  neighboring  tent 
A  flute-voiced  woman  sweetly  sang. 

Loose-haired,  barefooted,  hand-in-band, 

Young  girls  went  tripping  down  the  sand; 


And  youths  and   maidens,  sitting  in  the 

moon, 
Dreamed  o'er  the  old  fond  dream  from 

which  we  wake  too  soon. 

At  times  their  fishing-lines  they  plied. 

With  an  old  Triton  at  the  oar, 
Salt  as  the  sea-wind,  tough  and  dried 

As  a  lean  cusk  from  Labrador. 
Strange    tales    he    told  of  wreck    and 

storm, — 
Had  seen  the  seansnake's  awful  form. 
And  heard  the  ghosts  on  Haley's  Isle  com- 
plain, 
Speak  him  off  shore,  and  beg  a  passage  to 
old  Spain ! 

And  there,  on  breezy  moms,  they  saw 
The  fishing-schooners  outward  run, 
Their  low-bent  sails  in  tack  and  flaw 
Turned  white  or  dark   to  shade   and 
sun. 
Sometimes,  in  calms  of  closing  day. 
They  watched  the  spectral  mirage  play, 
Saw  low,  far  islands  looming  tall  and  nigh. 
And  ships,  with  upturned  keels,  sail  like  a 
sea  the  sky. 

Sometimes  a  cloud,  with  thunder  black. 
Stooped  low  upon  the  darkening  main, 
Piercing  the  waves  along  its  track 
With  the  slant  javelins  of  rain. 
And  when  west-wind  and  sunshine  warm 
Chased  out  to  sea  its  wrecks  of  storm. 
They  saw  the  prismy  hues  in  thin  spray 

showers 
Where  the  green  buds  of  waves  burst  into 
white  froth  flowers. 

And  when  along  the  line  of  shore 

The    mists  crept    upward   chill    and 
damp, 
Stretched,  careless,  on  their  sandy  floor 

Beneath  the  flaring  lantern  lamp, 

They  talked  of  all  things  old  and  new. 

Read,  slept,  and  dreamed  as  idlers  do  ; 

And  in  the  unquestioned  freedom  of  the 

tent. 
Body  and  o'er-tazed  mind  to  healthful  ease 
unbent. 

Once,  when  the  sunset  splendors  died. 
And,  trampling  up  the  sloping  sand. 

In  lines  outreaching  far  and  wide, 
The  white-maned  billows  swept  to  land, 
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Dim  seen  across  the  gathering  shade, 
A  vast  and  ghostly  cavalcade, 
They  sat  around  their  lighted  kerosene, 
Hearing  the   deep   bass  roar  their  every 
pause  between. 

Then,  urged  thereto,  the  Editor 

Within  his  full  portfolio  dipped, 
Feiening  excuse  while  searching  for 

(With  secret  pride)  his  manuscript. 
His  pale  face  flushed  from  eye  to  beard. 
With  nervous  cough  his  throat  he  cleared. 
And,  in  a  voice  so  tremulous  it  betrayed 
The  anxious  fondness  of  an  author's  heart, 
he  read : 


THE  WRECK  OF  RIVERMOUTH 

The  Goody  Cole  who  figures  in  this  poem  and 
The  Changeling  was  Eunice  Cole,  wno  for  a 
quarter  of  a  century  or  more  was  feared,  per- 
seooted,  and  hated  as  the  witch  of  Hampton. 
She  lived  alone  in  a  hovel  a  little  distant  from 
the  spot  where  the  Hampton  Academy  now 
stands,  and  there  she  died,  unattended.  When 
her  death  was  discovered,  she  was  hastily  cov- 
ered up  in  the  earth  near  by,  and  a  stake 
driven  through  her  body,  to  exorcise  the  evil 
spirit.  Rev.  Stephen  Bachiler  or  Batohelder 
was  one  of  the  ablest  of  the  early  New  Eng- 
land preachers-  His  marriage  late  in  life  to  a 
woman  regarded  by  his  ohurdb  as  disreputable 
induced  him  to  return  to  England,  where  he 
enjoyed  the  esteem  and  favor  of  Oliver  Crom- 
well during  the  Protectorate. 

RIVERMOUTH  Rocks  are  fair  to  see. 

By  dawn  or  sunset  shone  across, 
When  the  ebb  of  the  sea  has  left  them 
free 
To  dry  their  fringes  of  gold-green  moss  : 
For  there  the  river  comes  winding  down. 
From  salt  sea^meadows  and  uplands  brown, 
And  waves  on  the  outer  rocks  afoam 
Shout  to  its  waters,  "  Welcome  home  I  ** 

And  fair  are  the  sunny  isles  in  view 
East  of  the  grisly  Head  of  the  Boar, 

And  Agamenticus  lifts  its  blue 

Disk  of  a  cloud  the  woodlands  o'er ; 

And  southerly,  when  the  tide  is  down, 

'Twixt   white   sea -waves   and    sand-hills 
brown, 

The  beach-birds  dance  and  the  gray  gulls 
wheel 

Over  a  floor  of  burnished  steel. 


Once,  in  the  old  Colonial  days, 

Two  hundred  years  ago  and  more, 
A  boat  sailed  down  through  the  winding 
ways 
Of  Hampton  River  to  that  low  shore. 
Full  of  a  goodly  company 
Sailing  out  on  the  summer  sea. 
Veering  to  catch  the  land-breeze  light, 
With  the  Boar  to  left  and  the  £)cks  to 
right. 

In  Hampton  meadows,  where  mowers  laid 
Their  scythes  to  the  swaths  of  salted 
grass, 
"  Ah,  well-arday  I  cor  hay  must  be  made  I " 
A  young  man  sighed,  who  saw   them 
pass. 
Loud  laughed  his  fellows  to  see  him  stand 
Whetting  his  scythe  with  a  listless  hand. 
Hearing  a  voice  in  a  farK>ff  song, 
Watchmg  a  white  band  beckoning  long. 

<<  Fie  on  the  witch  I "  cried  a  merry  girl, 
As  they  rounded  the  point  where  Goody 
Cole 

Sat  by  her  door  with  her  wheel  atwirl, 
A  bent  and  blear-eyed  poor  old  souL 

"  Oho  !  "  she  muttered,  **  ye  're  brave  to- 
day I 

But  I  hear  the  little  waves  lau^^h  and  say, 

<  The  broth  will  be  cold  that  waits  at  home  ; 

For  it 's  one  to  go,  but  another  to  come  I 


I » 


<'  She  's  cursed,"  said  the  skipper ;  <<  speak 

her  fair  : 
I  'm  scary  always  to  see  her  shake 
Her  wicked  head,  with  its  wild  gray  hair, 
And  nose  like  a  hawk,  and  eyes  like  a 

snake." 
But  merrily  still,  with  lau^h  and  shout. 
From  Hampton  River  the  boat  sailed  out. 
Till  the  huts  and  the  flakes  on  Star  seemed 

nigh, 
And  they  lost  the  scent  of  the  pines  of  Rye. 

They  dropped  their  lines  in  the  lazy  tide. 
Drawing  up  haddock  and  mottled  cod  ; 

They  saw  not  the  Shadow  that  walked  be- 
side. 
They  heard  not  the  fieet  with  silence  shod. 

But  thicker  and  thicker  a  hot  mist  grew. 

Shot  by  the  lightnings  through  and  through; 

And  muffled  growls,  like  the  growl  of  a 
beast. 

Ran  along  the  sky  from  west  to  east. 
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Then  the  skipper  looked  from  the  darken- 
ing sea 

Up  to  the  dimmed  and  wading  sun  ; 
But  he  spake  like  a  brave  man  cheerily, 

<*Yet  there  is  time  for  our   homeward 


run. 


f> 


Veering  and  tacking,  they  backward  wore  ; 
And  just  as  a  breath  from  the  woods  ashore 
Blew  out  to  whisper  of  danger  past, 
The  wrath  of   the  storm  came  down  at 
last! 

The  skipper  hauled  at  the  heavy  sail : 
**  God  be  our  help  t "  he  only  cried, 
As  the  roaring  gale,  like  the  stroke  of  a 
flail, 
Smote  the  boat  on  its  starboard  side. 
The  Shoalsmen  looked,  but  saw  alone 
Dark  films  of  rain-cloud  slantwise  blown. 
Wild  rocks  lit  up  by  the  lightnine's  glare, 
The  strife  and  torment  of  sea  and  air. 

Goody  Cole  looked  out  from  her  door  : 
The  Isles  of  Shoals  were  drowned  and 
gone. 
Scarcely  she  saw  the  Head  of  the  Boar 

Toss  the  foam  from  tusks  of  stone. 
She  clasped  her  hands  with  a  grip  of  pain, 
The  tear  on  her  cheek  was  not  of  rain  : 
*'  They  are  lost,"  she  muttered,  "  boat  and 

crew  I 
Lord,  forgive  me  !  my  words  were  true  I " 

Suddenly  seaward  swept  the  squall ; 

The  low  sun  smote  through  cloudy  rack  ; 
The  Shoals  stood  clear  iu  the  light,  and  all 

The  trend  of  the   coast  lay  hard  and 
black. 
But  far  and  wide  as  eye  could  reach, 
No  life  was  seen  upon  wave  or  beach  ; 
The  boat  that  went  out  at  morning  never 
Sailed  back  again  into  Hampton  River. 

O  mower,  lean  on  thy  bended  snath, 

Look  from  the  meadows  green  and  low  : 
The  wind  of  the  sea  is  a  waft  of  death, 
The  waves  are  singing  a  song  of  woe  I 
By  silent  river,  by  moaning  sea. 
Long  and  vain  shaU  thy  watching  be  : 
Never  again  shall  the  sweet  voice  call. 
Never  the  white  hand  rise  and  fall  I 

O  Rivermouth  Rocks,  how  sad  a  sight 
Ye  saw  in  the  light  of  breaking  day  ! 
Dead  faces  looking  up  cold  and  white 


From  sand  and  seaweed  where  they  lay. 
The  mad  old  witch-wife  wailed  and  wept, 
And  cursed  the  tide  as  it  backward  crept : 
**  Crawl  back,  crawl  back,  blue  water-snake  I 
Leave  your  dead  for  the  hearts  that  break! " 

Solemn  it  was  in  that  old  day 

Li    Hampton    town    and    its    log-built 
church, 
Where  side  by  side  the  coffins  lay 

And  the  mourners   stood   in  aisle   and 
porch. 
Li  the  siuging-seats  young  eyes  were  dim. 
The  voices  filtered  that  raised  the  hymn, 
And  Father  Dal  ton,  g^ave  and  stern. 
Sobbed  through  his  prayer  and  wept  in  turn. 

But  his  ancient  colleague  did  not  pray  ; 

Under  the  weight  of  his  fourscore  years 
He  stood  apart  with  the  iron-gray 

Of  his  strong  brows  knitted  to  hide  hiB 
tears  ; 
And  a  fair-faced  woman  of  doubtful  fame. 
Linking  her  own  with  his  honored  name, 
Subtle  as  sin,  at  his  side  withstood 
The  felt  reproach  of  her  neighborhood. 

Apart  with  them,  like  them  forbid, 

Old  Goody  Cole  looked  drearily  round, 
As,  two  by  two,  with  their  faces  hid, 

The  mourners  walked   to  the   burying- 
ground. 
She  let  the  staff  from  her  clasped  bauds 

fall : 
**  Lord,  forgive  us  !  we  *re  sinners  all  I  '* 
And  the  voice  of  the  old  man  answered  her  : 
**  Amen  I  "  said  Father  Bachiler. 

So,  as  I  sat  upon  Appledore 

Li  the  calm  of  a  closing  summer  day. 
And  the  broken  lines  of  Hampton  shore 

Li  purple  mist  of  cloudland  lay. 
The  Rivermouth  Rocks  their  story  told  ; 
And  waves  aglow  with  sunset  gold, 
Rising  and  breaking  in  steady  chime. 
Beat  the  rhythm  and  kept  the  time. 

And  the  stmset  paled,  and  warmed  once 
more 
With  a  softer,  tenderer  after-glow  ; 
Li  the  east  was  moon-rise,  with  boats  off- 
shore 
And  sails  in  the  distance  drifting  slow. 
The  beacon  glimmered  from  Portsmouth 
bar, 


THE  GRAVE  BY  THE  LAKE 


The  White  Isle  kindled  its  great  red  star  ; 
And  life  and  deatli  in  iny  old-time  lay 
Mingled  in  peace  like  the  uigbt  and  day  1 


'■  Well  1 "  said  the  Man  of  Books,  "  yoit 

la  really  not  ill  told  in  verse. 
As  the  Celt  said  of  pur^tory. 

One  might  go  farther  ajidfare  worse.' 
The  Reader  smiled  ;  and  once  agHJn 
With  steadier  voice  took  up  his  strain. 
While  the  fair  aioger  from  the  neighhoriag 


THE  CRAVE   BY   THE   LAKE 

At  the  mouth  of  the  Melviu  Kiver.  vhich 
empties  into  Moidtouboro  Buy  in  I.^b  Wlnni- 
pesaukes,  is  a  great  mounil.  The  OssipeB  In. 
diana  had  their  home  in  the  neighborhood  of 
tlie  hay,  which  18  plendfullj  stooked  nith  tiih, 
and  many  rrlics  of  their  oacnpatioa  hava  been 


Wherk  the  Great  Lake's  aimny  smiles 
Dimple  round  its  hundred  itiles, 
And  the  muuntain'tl  granite  ledge 
Cleaves  the  water  like  a  wedge, 
Ringed  about  ivith  smooth,  gray  stones, 
Beat  the  giant's  mighty  bones. 

Close  beside,  in  shade  and  gleam, 
Laughs  and  ripples  Melvin  stream; 
Melvin  water,  mountain-bom. 
All  fair  [lowers  its  banks  adorn  ; 
All  tlie  woodland  voiocs  meet. 
Mingling  with  its  murmurs  sweet. 

Over  lowlands  forest-grown. 
Over  waters  island-strown. 
Over  silver-sanded  beach. 
Leaf-locked  bay  and  misty  reach, 
Melvin  stream  and  burial-heap, 
Watch  and  ward  the  mountains  keep. 

Who  that  Titan  cromlech  tills  ? 
Forent-kaiser.  Inrd  n'  the  hills  ? 
Knight  who  on  the  birchen  tree 
Carved  his  savage  heraldry  ? 
Priest  It'  the  pine-wood  temples  dim. 
Prophet,  sage,  or  wizard  grim  7 


Bugged  type  of  pnmal  man, 
Grim  utilitarian, 

Loving  woods  for  hunt  and  prowl. 
Lake  and  hill  for  fish  and  fowl. 
As  the  brown  bear  blind  and  dull 
To  the  grand  and  beuutifnl  : 

Not  for  him  the  lesson  drawn 
From  the  mountains  amiC  with  dawn. 
Star-rise,  moon-rise,  flowers  of  May, 
Sunset's  purple  bloom  of  day,  — 
Took  his  life  no  hue  from  thence. 
Poor  amid  such  afQuence  7 

Haply  unto  hill  and  tree 
All  too  near  akin  was  he  : 
Unto  him  who  stands  afar 
Nature's  marveis  greatest  are  ; 
Who  the  mountain  purple  seeks 
Must  not  climb  the  higher  peaks. 

Yet  who  knows,  in  winter  tramp. 
Or  the  midnight  of  the  camp. 
What  revealings  faint  and  far. 
Stealing  down  from  moon  and  star, 
Kindled  in  that  human  clod 
Thought  of  destiny  and  God  7 

Stateliest  forest  patriarch. 
Grand  in  robes  of  skin  and  bark. 
What  sepulchral  mysteries. 
What  weird  funeral-rites,  were  his  ? 
What  sharp  wail,  what  drear  lament, 
Back  scared  wolf  and  eagle  sent  7 

Now,  whate'er  he  may  have  been. 

Low  he  lies  as  other  men  ; 
On  his  mound  the  partridge  drums, 
There  the  noisy  blue-jay  comes  ; 
Ratdc  nor  name  nor  pomp  has  be 
In  the  grave's  democracy. 

Part  thy  blue  lips.  Northern  lake  I 
Moss-grown  rocks,  your  silence  break  ! 
Tell  the  tale,  thou  ancient  tree  1 
Tliou,  too,  slide- worn  Ossipee  I 
Sponk,  and  tell  iis  how  and  when 
Lived  and  died  this  king  of  men  I 


the  ancient  pine  ; 


Wordless 

Lake  and  mountain  give 
Vain  to  trace  this  ring  of  s 
Vain  the  search  of  orumbll 
Deepest  of  all  mysteries. 
And  the  saddest,  silence  ia. 
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Nameless,  noteless,  day  with  clay 
Mingles  slowly  day  by  day  ; 
But  somewhere,  for  ^ood  or  ill, 
That  dark  soul  is  living  still ; 
Somewhere  yet  that  atom's  force 
Moves  the  light-poised  universe. 

Strange  that  on  his  burial-sod 
Harebells  bloom,  and  golden-rod. 
While  the  soul's  dark  horoscope 
Holds  no  starry  sign  of  hope  I 
Is  the  Unseen  with  sight  at  odds  ? 
Nature's  pity  more  than  God's  ? 

Thus  I  mused  by  Melvin's  side, 
While  the  summer  eventide 
Made  the  woods  and  inland  sea 
And  the  mountains  mystery  ; 
And  the  hush  of  earth  and  air 
Seemed  the  pause  before  a  prayer,  — 

Prayer  for  him,  for  all  who  rest, 

Mother  Earth,  upon  thy  breast,  — 

Lapped  on  Christian  turf,  or  hid 

In  rock-cave  or  pyramid  : 

All  who  sleep,  as  all  who  live. 

Well  may  need  the  prayer,  "  Forgive  I " 

Desert-smothered  caravan, 
Knee-deep  dust  that  once  was  man, 
Battle-trenches  ghastly  piled, 
Ocean-floors  with  white  bones  tiled. 
Crowded  tomb  and  mounded  sod, 
Dumbly  crave  that  prayer  to  God. 

Oh,  the  generations  old 

Over  whom  no  church-bells  tolled, 

Christless,  lifting  up  blind  eyes 

To  the  silence  of  the  skies  ! 

For  the  innumerable  dead 

Is  my  soul  disquieted. 

Where  be  now  these  silent  hosts  ? 
Where  the  camping-ground  of  ghosts  ? 
Where  the  spectral  conscripts  led 
To  the  white  tents  of  the  dead  ? 
What  strangle  shore  or  chartless  sea 
Holds  the  awful  mystery  ? 

Then  the  warm  sky  stooped  to  make 
Double  sunset  in  the  lake  ; 
While  above  I  saw  with  it. 
Range  on  rang^,  the  mountains  lit ; 
And  the  calm  and  splendor  stole 
Like  an  answer  to  my  soul. 


Hear'st  thou,  O  of  little  faith. 
What  to  thee  the  mountain  saith. 
What  is  whispered  by  the  trees  ?  — 
<<  Cast  on  God  thy  care  for  these  ; 
Trust  Him,  if  thy  sight  be  dim  : 
Doubt  for  them  is  doubt  of  Him. 

**  Blind  must  be  their  close-shut  eyes 
Where  like  night  the  sunshine  lies, 
Fienr-linked  the  self-forged  chain 
Binding  ever  sin  to  pain, 
Strong  their  prison-house  of  will. 
But  without  He  waiteth  still. 

**  Not  with  hatred's  undertow 
Doth  the  Love  Eternal  flow  ; 
Every  chain  that  spirits  wear 
Crumbles  in  the  breath  of  prayer  ; 
And  the  penitent's  desire 
Opens  every  gate  of  fire. 

«  StUi  Thy  love,  O  Christ  arisen. 
Yearns  to  reach  these  souls  in  prison  ^ 
Through  all  depths  of  sin  and  loss 
Drops  the  plummet  of  Thy  cross  t 
Never  yet  abyss  was  found 
Deeper  than  that  cross  could  sound  1  ^ 

Therefore  well  may  Nature  keep 
Equal  faith  with  all  who  sleep, 
Set  her  watch  of  hills  around 
Christian  grave  and  heathen  mound. 
And  to  cairn  and  kirkyard  send 
Summer's  flowery  dividend. 

Keep,  O  pleasant  Melvin  stream. 
Thy  sweet  laugh  in  shade  and  gleam  I 
On  the  Indian^  grassy  tomb 
Swing,  O  flowers,  your  bells  of  bloom  1 
Deep  below,  as  high  above, 
Sweeps  the  circle  of  God's  love. 


Hepansed  and  questioned  with  his  eye 

The  hearers'  verdict  on  his  sovfr, 
A  low  voice  asked  :  **  Is 't  well  to  pry 

Into  the  secrets  which  belong 
Only  to  God  ?  —  The  life  to  be 
Is  still  the  ung^essed  mystery  : 
Unsealed,  unpierced  the  cloudy  walls  re 

main. 
We  beat  with  dream  and  wish  the  soundles 
doors  in  vain. 
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^  But  faith  beyond  our  sight  may  go." 
He  said  :  **  The  gracious  Fatherhood 
Can  only  know  above,  below, 
Eternal  purposes  of  good. 
From  our  free  heritage  of  will, 
The  bitter  springs  of  pain  and  ill 
Flow  only  in  all  worlds.  The  perfect  day 
Of  God  is   shadowless,  and    love  is  love 
alway." 

"  I  know,"  she  said,  **  the  letter  kills  ; 

That  on  our  arid  fields  of  strife 
And  heat  of  clashing  texts  distils 

The  dew  of  spirit  and  of  life. 
But,  searching  still  the  written  Word, 
I  fain  would  find,  Thus  saith  the  Lord, 
A  voucher  for  the  hope  I  also  feel 
That  sin  can  give  no  wound  beyond  love's 
power  to  heal.'' 

"Fray,"  said  the  Man  of  Books,  ''give  o'er 

A  theme  too  vast  for  time  and  place. 
60  on.  Sir  Poet,  ride  once  more 

Your  hobby  at  his  old  free  pace. 
But  let  him  keep,  with  step  discreet, 
The  solid  earth  oeneatb  his  feet. 
In  the  g^at  mystery  which  around  us  lies. 
The  wisest  is  a  fool,  the  fool  Heaven-helped 
IS  wise. 

The  Traveller   said  :  "  If  songs  have 
creeds. 
Their  choice  of  them  let  singers  make  ; 
But  Art  no  other  sanction  needs 

Than  beauty  for  its  own  fair  sake. 
It  grinds  not  in  the  mill  of  use. 
Nor  asks  for  leave,  nor  begs  excuse  ; 
It  makes  the  fiexile  laws  it  deigns  to  own. 
And  gives  its  atmosphere  its  color  and  its 
tone. 

'*  Confess,  old  friend,  your  austere  school 

Has  left  your  fancy  little  chance  ; 
Tou  square  to  reason's  rigid  rule 

The  flowing  outlines  of  romance. 
With  conscience  keen  from  exercise, 
And  chronic  fear  of  compromise. 
You  check  the  free  play  of  your  rhymes, 

to  clap 
A  moral  underneath,  and  spring  it  like  a 
trap." 

The  sweet  voice  answered :  **  Bettor  so 
Than    bolder   flights  that  know    no 
check  ; 


Better  to  use  the  bit,  than  throw 

The  reins  all  loose  on  fancy's  neck. 
The  liberal  range  of  Art  shoiild  be 
The  breadth  of  Christian  liberty. 
Restrained  alone  by  challenge  and  alarm 
Where  its  charmed  footsteps  tread  the  bor- 
der land  of  harm. 

"  Beyond  the  poet's  sweet  dream  lives 

The  eternal  epic  of  the  man. 
He  wisest  i.  who  only  gives. 

True  to  himself,  the  best  he  can  ; 
Who,  drifting  in  the  winds  of  praise. 
The  inward  monitor  obeys  ; 
And,  with  the  boldness  that  confesses  fear, 
Takes  in  the  crowded  sail,  and  lets  his  con- 
science steer. 

"  Thanks  for  the  fitting  word  he  speaks. 
Nor  less  for  doubtf lu  word  unspoken, 
Forlhe  false  model  that  he  breaks, 

As  for  the  moulded  grace  unbroken  ; 
For  what  is  missed  and  what  remains. 
For  losses  which  are  truest  gains. 
For  reverence  conscious  of  the  Eternal  eye, 
And  truth  too  fair  to  need  the  garnish  of  a 
He." 

Laughing,  the  Critic  bowed.     **  I  yield 

The  point  without  another  word  ; 
Who  ever  yet  a  case  appealed 

Where  beauty's   judgpoient  had  been 
heard  ? 
And  you,  my  good  friend,  owe  to  me 
Your  warmest  thanks  for  such  a  plea, 
As  true  withal  as  sweet.     For  my  offence 
Of  cavil,  let  her  words  be  ample  recom- 
pense." 

Across  the  sea  one  lighthouse  star, 

With  crimson  ray  that  came  and  went. 
Revolving  on  its  tower  afar, 

Looked  through  the  doorway  of  the 
tent. 
While  outward,  over  sand-slopes  wet, 
The  lamp  flashed  down  its  yellow  jet 
On  the  long  wash  of  waves,  with  red  and 

green 
Tangles  of  weltering  weed    through  the 
white  foam-wreaths  seen. 

'"Sing  while  we  may, — another  day 
]tf  ay  bring  enough  of  sorrow  ; '  —  thus 

Our  Traveller  in  ms  own  sweet  lay. 
His  Crimean  camp-song,  hints  to  ua," 
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The  lady  said.    "  So  let  it  be  ; 
Sing  us  a  song,"  exclaimed  all  three. 
She  smiled :  "  I  can  but  marvel  at  your 

choice 
To  hear  our  poet's  words  through  my  poor 
borrowed  voice." 


Her  window  opens  to  the  bay, 
On  glistening  light  or  misty  gray, 
And  there  at  dawn  and  set  of  day 

In  prayer  she  kneels. 
"  Dear  Lord  I "  she  saith,  **  to  many  a  home 
From  wind  and  wave  the  wanderers  come  ; 
I  only  see  the  tossing  foam 

Of  stranger  keek. 

"  Blown  out  and  in  by  summer  gales, 
The  stately  ships,  with  crowded  sails, 
And  sailors  leaning  o'er  their  rails, 

Before  me  glide  ; 
They  come,  they  go,  but  nevermore, 
Spice-laden  from  the  Indian  shore, 
I  see  his  swift-winged  Isidore 

The  waves  divide. 

**  O  Thou  I  with  whom  the  night  is  day 
And  one  the  near  and  far  away. 
Look  out  on  yon  g^y  waste,  and  say 

Where  lingers  he. 
Alive,  perchance,  on  some  lone  beach 
Or  thirsty  isle  beyond  the  reach 
Of  man,  he  hears  the  mocking  speech 

Of  wind  and  sea. 

'<  O  dread  and  cruel  deep,  reveal 
The  secret  which  thy  waves  conceal. 
And,  ye  wild  sea-birds,  hither  wheel 

And  tell  your  tale. 
Let  winds  that  tossed  his  raven  hair 
A  message  from  my  lost  one  bear,  — 
Some  thought  of  me,  a  last  fond  prayer 

Or  dying  wail  I 

**  Come,  with  your  dreariest  truth  shut  out 
The  fears  that  haunt  me  round  about ; 
O  (rod  I  I  cannot  bear  this  doubt 

That  stifles  breath. 
The  worst  is  better  than  the  dread  ; 
Give  me  but  leave  to  mourn  my  dead 
Asleep  in  trust  and  hope,  instead 

Of  life  in  death  !  ^' 

It  might  have  been  the  evening  breeze 
That  whispered  in  the  garden  trees. 


It  mi^ht  have  been  the  sound  of  seas 

That  rose  and  fell ; 
But,  with  her  heart,  if  not  her  ear, 
The  old  loved  voice  she  seemed  to  hear  s 
"  1  wait  to  meet  thee  :  be  of  cheer, 

ForaUisweU!" 


The  sweet  voice  into  silence  went, 
A  silence  which  was  almost  pain 
As  through  it  rolled  the  long  lament, 
The  cadence  of  the  mournful  main. 
Glancing  his  written  pages  o'er, 
Tlie  Reader  tried  his  part  once  more  ; 
Leaving  the  land  of  hackmatack  and  pine 
For  Tuscan  valleys  glad  with  olive  and  with 
vine. 


THE  BROTHER  OF  MERCY 

[Suggested  by  reading  C.  £.  Norton^s  aoconnt.] 

FXero  Luca,  known  of  all  the  town 
As  the  gny  porter  by  the  Pitti  wall 
Where  the  noon  shadows  of  the  gardens 
fall. 
Sick  and  in  dolor,  waited  to  lay  down 
His  last  sad  burden,  and  beside  his  mat 
The  barefoot  monk  of  La  Certosa  sat. 

Unseen,  in  square  and  blossoming  garden 
drifted, 
Soft  sunset  lights  through  green  Val  d' 

Amo  sifted  ; 
Unheard,  below  the  living  shuttles  shifted 
Backward  and  forth,  and  wove,  in  love  or 

strife. 
In  mirth  or  pain,  the  mottled  web  of  life  : 
But  when  at  last  came  upward  from  the 

street 
Tinkle  of  bell  and  tread  of  measured  feet, 
The  sick   man  started,  strove  to  rise  in 

vain. 
Sinking  back  heavily  with  a  moan  of  pain. 
And  the  monk  said,  "  'T  is  but  the  Brother- 
hood 
Of  Mercy  going  on  some  errand  g^d  : 
Their  black  masks  by  the  palace-wall  I  see." 
Piero  answered  faintly,  **  Woe  is  me  I 
This  day  for  the  first  time  in  forty  years 
In  vain  the  bell  hath  sounded  in  my  ears. 
Calling  me  with  my  brethren  of  the  mask. 
Beggar  and  prince  alike,  to  some  new  task 
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Of  love  or  pity,  —  haply  from  the  street 
To  bear  a  wretch  plague-stricken,  or,  with 

feet 
Hushed  to  the  quickened  ear  and  feverish 

brain, 
To  tread  the  crowded  lazaretto's  floors, 
Down  the  long  twilight  of  the  corridors, 
Midst  tossing  arms  and  faces  full  of  pain. 
I  loved  the  work  :  it  was  its  own  reward. 
I  never  counted  on  it  to  offset 
My  sins,  which  are  many,  or  make  less  my 

debt 
To  the  free  grace  and  mercy  of  oar  Liord  ; 
But  somehow,  father,  it  has  come  to  be 
In  these  long  years  so  much  a  part  of  me, 
I  should  not  know  myself,  if  lacking  it. 
But  with  the  work  the  worker  too  would  die. 
And  in  my  place  some  other  self  would  sit 
Joyful  or  said,  —  what  matters,  if  not  I  ? 
And  now  all 's  over.     Woe  is  me  I  "  —  "  My 


» 


son. 
The  monk  said  soothingly,  ''thy  work  is 

done  ; 
And  no  more  as  a  servant,  but  the  guest 
Of  God  thou  euterest  thy  eternal  rest. 
No  toil,  no  tears,  no  sorrow  for  the  lost. 
Shall  mar  thy  perfect  bliss.     Thou  shalt  sit 

down 
Clad  in  white  robes,  and  wear  a  golden 

crown 
Forever  and  forever."  —  Piero  tossed 
On  his  sick-pillow  :  **  Miserable  me  I 
I  am  too  poor  for  such  grand  company  ; 
The  crown  would  be  too  heavy  for  this  g^y 
Old  head  ;  and  God  forgive  me  if  I  say 
It  would  be  hard  to  sit  there  night  and  day. 
Like  an  image  in  the  Tribune,  doine  naught 
With  these  hard  hands,  that  all  my  life  have 

wrought. 
Not  for  bread  only,  but  for  pity's  sake. 
I  'm  dull  at  prayers :   I   could  not  keep 

awake. 
Counting  my  beads.     Mine  's  but  a  crazy 

head, 
Scarce  worth  the  saving,  if  all  else  be  dead. 
And  if  one  goes  to  heaven  without  a  heart, 
God  knows  he  leaves  behind  his  better  part. 
I  love  my  fellow-men  :  the  worst  I  know 
I  would  do  good  to.     Will  death  change 

me  so 
That  I  shall  sit  among  the  lazy  saints. 
Turning  a  deaf  ear  to  the  sore  complaints 
Of  souls  that  suffer  ?     Why,  I  never  yet 
Left  a  poor  dog  in  the  strada  hard  beset, 
Or  ass  o'erladen  !    Must  I  rate  man  less 


Than  dog  or  ass,  in  holy  selfishness  ? 

Methinks  (Lord,  pardon,  if  the  thought  be 
sin  !) 

The  world  of  pain  were  better,  if  therein 

One's  heart  might  still  be  human,  and  de- 
sires 

Of  natural  pity  drop  upon  its  fires 

Some  cooling^  tears. ' 

Thereat  the  pale  monk  crossed 

His  brow,  and  muttering,  **  Madman  I  thou 
art  lost ! " 

Took  up  his  pyx  and  fled  ;  and,  left  alone, 

The  sick  man  closed  his  eyes  with  a  great 
groan 

That  sank  into  a  prayer,  "Thy  will  be 
done  I " 

Then  was  he  made  aware,  by  soul  or  ear, 
Of  somewhat  pure  and  holy  bending  o'er 

him. 
And  of  a  voice  like  that  of  her  who  bore 

him. 
Tender  and  most  compassionate  :  **  Never 

fear  I 
For  heaven  is  love,  as  God  himself  is  love  ; 
Thy  work  below  shall  be  thy  work  above." 
And  when  he  looked,  lol    in  the    stem 

monk's  place 
He  saw  the  shining  of  an  angel's  face  I 


The  Traveller  broke  the  panse.    **  1  've  seen 
The  Brothers  down  the  long  street  steal, 
Black,  silent,  masked,  the  crowd  between. 

And  felt  to  doff  my  hat  and  kneel 
With  heart,  if  not  with  knee,  in  prayer, 
For  blessings  on  their  pious  care." 
The  Reader  wiped  his  glasses  :    "  Friends 

of  mine. 
We  II  try  our  home-brewed  next,  instead 
of  foreign  wine." 
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For  the  fairest  maid  in  Hampton 
They  needed  not  to  search. 

Who  saw  young  Anna  Favor 
Come  walking  into  church,  — 

Or  bringing  from  the  meadowSy 

At  set  of  harvest-day, 
The  frolic  of  the  blackbirds. 

The  sweetness  of  the  hay. 
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Now  the  weariest  of  all  mothers^ 
The  saddest  two  years'  bride, 

She  scowls  in  the  face  of  her  husband. 
And  spurns  her  child  aside. 

**  Bake  out  the  red  ooab,  eoodman,  — 

For  there  the  child  shaU  lie, 
Till  the  black  witch  comes  to  fetch  her 

And  both  up  chimney  fly. 

''  It 's  never  my  own  little  daus^hter, 
It's  never  my  own^"  she  saia ; 

**  The  witches  have  stolen  my  Anna, 
And  left  me  an  imp  instead. 

^  Oh,  fair  and  sweet  was  my  baby, 

Blue  eyes,  and  hair  of  gold  ; 
But  this  IS  ugly  and  wrinkled, 

Cross,  and  cunning,  and  old. 

**  I  hate  the  touch  of  her  fingers, 

I  hate  the  feel  of  her  skin  ; 
It 's  not  the  milk  from  my  bosom. 

But  my  blood,  that  she  sucks  in. 

**  My  face  grows  sharp  with  the  torment ; 

Look  I  my  arms  are  skin  and  bone  I 
Bake  open  the  red  coals,  goodman. 

And  the  witch  shall  have  her  own. 

**  She  11  come  when  she  hears  it  crying. 
In  the  shape  of  an  owl  or  bat, 

And  she  '11  bring  us  our  darling  Anna 
In  place  of  her  screeching  brat." 

Then  the  goodman,  Ezra  Dalton, 
Laid  his  hand  upon  her  head  : 

**  Thy  sorrow  is  g^at,  O  woman  I 
I  sorrow  with  thee,"  he  said. 

*' The  paths  to  trouble  are  many. 

And  never  but  one  sure  way 
Leads  out  to  the  light  beyoiM  it : 

My  poor  wife,  let  us  pray." 

Then  he  said  to  the  great  All-Father, 
**  Thy  daughter  is  weak  and  blind  ; 

Let  her  sight  come  back,  and  clothe  her 
Once  more  in  her  right  mind. 

^  Lead  her  out  of  this  evil  shadow, 

Out  of  these  fancies  wild  ; 
Let  the  holy  love  of  the  mother 

Tom  again  to  her  child. 


*'Make  her  lips  like  the  lips  of  Mary 

Kissing  her  blessed  Son  ; 
Let  her  hands,  like  the  hands  of  Jesus, 

Best  on  her  little  one. 

«  Comfort  the  soul  of  thy  handmaid. 

Open  her  prison-door. 
And  thine  shall  be  all  the  glory 

And  praise  forevermore. 

Then  into  the  face  of  its  mother 
The  baby  looked  up  and  smiled  ; 

And  the  cloud  of  her  soul  was  lif  ted. 
And  she  knew  her  little  child. 

A  beam  of  the  slant  west  sunshine 
Made  the  wan  face  almost  fair. 

Lit  the  blue  eyes'  patient  wonder 
And  the  rings  of  pale  gold  hair. 

She  kissed  it  on  lip  and  forehead, 
She  kissed  it  on  cheek  and  chin, 

And  she  bared  her  snow-white  bosom 
To  the  lips  so  pale  and  thin. 

Oh,  fair  on  her  bridal  morning 

Was  the  maid  who  blushed  and  smiled^ 
But  fairer  to  Ezra  Dalton 

Looked  the  mother  of  his  child. 

With  more  than  a  lover's  fondness 
He  stooped  to  her  worn  young  face. 

And  the  nursing  child  and  the  mother 
He  folded  in  one  embrace. 

**  Blessed  be  Grod  I "  he  murmured. 

«  Blessed  be  God  ! "  she  said  ; 
"  For  I  see,  who  once  was  blinded,  — 

I  live,  who  once  was  dead. 

**  Now  mount  and  ride,  my  goodman, 

As  thou  lovest  thy  own  soul  I 
Woe 's  me,  if  my  wicked  fancies 

Be  the  death  of  Goody  Cole  !  " 

His  horse  he  saddled  and  bridled, 

And  into  the  night  rode  he. 
Now  through  the  great  black  woodland. 

Now  by  the  white-beached  sea. 

He  rode  through  the  silent  clearings. 

He  came  to  the  ferry  wide. 
And  thrice  he  called  to  the  boatman 

Asleep  on  the  other  side. 
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He  set  his  horse  to  the  river, 
He  swam  to  Newbury  town, 

And  he  called  up  Justice  Sewall 
In  his  nightcap  and  his  gown. 

And  the  g^ve  and  worshipful  justice 
(Upon  whose  soul  be  peace  I) 

Set  his  name  to  the  jailer's  warrant 
For  Goodwife  Cole's  release. 

Then  through  the  night  the  hoof-beats 
Went  sounding  like  a  flail ; 

And  Groody  Cole  at  cockcrow 
Came  forth  from  Ipswich  jaiL 


"  Here  is  a  rhyme :  I  hardly  dare 

To  venture  on  its  theme  worn  oat ; 
What  seems  so  sweet  by  Doon  and  Ayr 

Soimds  simply  silly  hereabout ; 
And  pipes  by  lips  Arcadian  blown 
Are  only  tin  horns  at  our  own. 
Tet  still  the  muse  of  pastoral  walks  with 

us, 
While  Hosea  Biglow  sings,  our  new  Theoc- 
ritus." 

THE  MAIDS  OF  ATTITASH 

Attitash,  an  Indian  word  signifying  **  hnckle- 
berry/'  is  the  name  of  a  laurg^  ana  beautiful 
lake  in  the  northern  part  of  Amesbury.  [In  a 
letter  to  Mr.  Fields,  Whittier  wrote :  '*  I  should 
like  to  show  thee  Attitash,  as  it  is  as  pretty 
as  St.  Mary's  Lake  which  Wordsworth  sings, 
in  fact  a  great  deal  prettier.  The  glimpse  of 
the  Pawtnokaway  range  of  monntains  in  Not- 
tingham seen  across  it  is  very  fine,  and  it  has 
noble  gropes  of  pines  and  maples  and  ash 
trees."] 

In  sky  and  wave  the  white  clouds  swam, 
And  the  blue  hills  of  Nottingham 

Through  gaps  of  leafy  green 

Across  the  lake  were  seen. 

When,  in  the  shadow  of  the  ash 
That  dreams  its  dream  in  Attitash, 
In  the  warm  summer  weather. 
Two  maidens  sat  together.  '  » • 

They  sat  and  watched  in  idle  mood 
The  gleam  and  shade  of  lake  and  wood  ; 

The  beach  the  keen  light  smote, 

The  white  sail  of  a  boat ; 


Swan  flocks  of  lilies  shoreward  lying, 
In  sweetness,  not  in  music,  dying  ; 
Hardback,  and  virgin's-bower. 
And  white-spiked  dethrar-flower. 

With  careless  ears  they  heard  the  plash 
And  breezy  wash  of  Attitash, 

The  wood-bird's  plaintive  cry, 

The  locust's  sharp  reply. 

And  teased  the  while,  with  playful  hand, 
The  shaggy  dog  of  Newfoundland, 

Whose  uncouth  frolic  spilled 

Their  baskets  berry-filled. 

Then  one,  the  beauty  of  whose  eyes 
Was  evermore  a  great  surprise, 

Tossed  back  her  queenly  head. 

And  lightly  laughmg,  said  : 

**  No  bridegroom's  hand  be  mine  to  hold 
That  is  not  lined  with  yellow  gold ; 

I  tread  no  cottage-floor  ; 

I  own  no  lover  poor. 

**  My  love  must  come  on  silken  wings, 
Witli  bridal  lights  of  diamond  rings, 

Not  foul  with  kitchen  smirch, 

With  tallow-dip  for  torch." 

The  other,  on  whose  modest  head 
Was  lesser  dower  of  beauty  shed. 

With  look  for  home-hearths  meet. 

And  voice  exceeding  sweet, 

Answered,  "  We  will  not  rivals  be  ; 

Take  thou  the  gold,  leave  love  to  me  ; 
Mine  be  the  cottage  small, 
And  thine  the  rich  man's  hall. 

**  I  know,  indeed,  that  wealth  is  good  ; 

But  lowly  roof  and  simple  food. 
With  love  that  hath  no  doubt. 
Are  more  than  gold  without." 

Hard  by  a  farmer  hale  and  young 
His  cradle  in  the  rye-field  swung. 
Tracking  the  yellow  plain 
With  windrows  of  ripe  grain. 

And  still,  whene'er  he  paused  to  whet 
His  scythe,  the  sidelong  glance  he  met 

Of  large  dark  eyes,  where  strove 

False  pride  and  secret  love. 
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Be  strong,  youDg  mower  of  the  g^rain  ; 
That  love  shall  overmatch  disdain, 

Its  instincts  soon  or  late 

The  heart  shall  vindicate. 

In  blouse  of  ^ray,  with  fishing-rod, 
Half  screened  by  leaves,  a  stranger  trod 

The  margin  of  the  pond, 

Watching  the  gproup  beyond. 

The  supreme  hours  unnoted  come  ; 

Unfelt  the  turning  tides  of  doom  ; 
And  so  the  maids  laughed  on, 
Nor  dreamed  what  Fate  had  done,  — 

Nor  knew  the  step  was  Destiny's 
That  rustled  in  the  birchen  trees, 

As,  with  their  lives  forecast, 

Fisher  and  mower  passed. 

Erelong  by  lake  and  rivulet  side 
The  sunmier  roses  paled  and  died, 

And  Autumn's  fingers  shed 

The  maple's  leaves  of  red. 

Through  the  long  gold-hazed  afternoon, 
Alone,  but  for  the  divine  loon, 

The  partridge  in  the  brake, 

The  black  duck  on  the  lake. 

Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  ash 
Sat  man  and  maid  by  Attitash  ; 

And  earth  and  air  made  room 

For  human  hearts  to  bloom. 

Soft  spread  the  carpets  of  the  sod. 
And  scarlet-oak  and  golden-rod 

With  blushes  and  with  smiles 

Lit  up  the  forest  aisles. 

The  mellow  light  the  lake  aslant, 
The  pebbled  margin's  ripple-chant 

Attempered  and  low-tou«»d, 

The  tender  mystery  owned. 

And  through  the  dream  the  lovers  dreamed 
Sweet  sounds  stole  in  and  soft  lights 
streamed  ; 

The  sunshine  seemed  to  bless, 

The  air  was  a  caress. 

Not  she  who  lightly  laughed  is  there. 
With  scornful  toss  of  midnight  hair. 

Her  dark,  disdainful  eyes, 

And  proud  lip  worldly-wise. 


Her  haughty  vow  is  still  unsaid. 
But  all  she  dreamed  and  coveted 
Wears,  half  to  her  surprise. 
The  youthful  farmer's  guise  I 

With  more  than  all  her  old-time  pride 
She  walks  the  rye-field  at  his  side. 

Careless  of  cot  or  hall, 

Since  love  transfigures  all. 

Rich  beyond  dreams,  the  vantag^gronnd 
Of  life  is  gained  ;  her  hands  have  S>and 

The  talisman  of  old 

That  changes  all  to  gold. 

While  she  who  could  for  love  dispense 
With  all  its  glittering  accidents. 
And  trust  her  heart  alone. 
Finds  love  and  gold  her  own. 

What  wealth  can  buy  or  art  can  build 
Awaits  her  ;  but  her  cup  is  filled 

Even  now  unto  the  brim  ; 

Her  world  is  love  and  him  I 


The  while  he  heard,  the  Book-man  drew 

A  length  of  make-believing  face. 
With     smothered     mischief     laughing 
through  : 
«  Why,  you  shall  sit  in  Ramsay's  place, 
And,  with  his  Gentle  Shepherd,  keep 
On  Yankee  hills  inmiortal  sheep, 
While  love-lorn  swains  and  maids  the  seas 

beyond 
Hold  dreamy  tryst  around  your  huckle- 
berry-pond." 

The  Traveller  laughed  :  <<  Sir  Galahad 
Singing  of  love  the  Trouverc's  lay  I 
How  should  he  know  the  blindfold  lad 
From  one  of  Vulcan's  forge-boys  ?  "  — 
"  Nay, 
He  better  sees  who  stands  outside 
Than  they  who  in  procession  ride," 
The   Reader  answered :    **  selectmen  and 

squire 
Miss,  while  they  make,  the  show  that  way- 
side folks  admire. 

**  Here  is  a  wild  tale  of  the  North, 
Our  travelled  friend  will  own  as  one 

Fit  for  a  Norland  Christmas  hearth 
And  lips  of  Christian  Andersen. 
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They  tell  it  in  the  valleys  green 
Of  the  fair  island  he  has  seen, 
Low  lying  o£P  the  pleasant  Swedish  shore, 
Washed  by  the  BaJtic  Sea,  and  watched  by 
£lsmore." 


KALLUNDBORG  CHURCH 

**  Tie  itOle,  b€U7i  min  I 
Imorgen  kommer  Fin, 
Fa'er  din, 
Og  gi'er  dig  Bsbem  SnuM  0ine  oghjerta  at  lege  med  I  ** 

Zealand  Bhyme. 

"  Build  at  ELallundborg  by  the  sea 
A  church  as  stately  as  church  may  be. 
And  there  shalt  thou  wed   my  daughter 

fair," 
Said  the  Lord  of  Nesvek  to  Esbem  Snare. 

And  the  Baron  laughed.     But  Esbem  said, 
**  Though  I  lose  my  soul,  I  will  Helva  wed  I " 
And  off  be  strode,  in  his  pride  of  ¥rill. 
To  the  TroU  who  dwelt  in  Ulshoi  hill. 

<*  Build,  O  Troll,  a  church  for  me 
At  Kallundborg  by  the  mighty  sea ; 
Build  it  stately,  and  build  it  fair, 
Build  it  quickly,"  said  Esbem  Snare. 

But  the  sly    Dwarf  said,  "No  work  is 

wrought 
By  Trolls  of  the  Hills,  O  man,  for  naught. 
What  wilt  thou  give  for  thy  church  so  fair  ?  " 
**  Set  thy  own  price,"  quoth  Esbem  Snare. 

*<  When  Kallundborg  church  is  builded  well. 
Thou  must  the  name  of  its  builder  tell, 
Or  thy  heart  and  thy  eyes   must  be  my 

boon." 
"Build,"  said  Esbem,  **  and  build  it  soon. 
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By  night  and   by  day  the  Troll  wrought 


on  : 


He  hewed  the  timbers,  he  piled  the  stone  ; 
But  day  by  day,  as  the  walls  rose  fair. 
Darker  and  sadder  grew  Esbem  Snare. 

He  listened  by  night,  he  watched  by  day. 
He  sought  and  thought,  but  he  dared  not 

pray  ; 
In  vain  he  called  on  the  EUe-maids  shy. 
And  the  Neck  and  the  Nis  gave  no  reply. 

Of  his  evil  bargain  far  and  wide 

A  rumor  ran  through  the  country-side  ; 


And  Helva  of  Nesvek,  young  and  fair. 
Frayed  for  the  soul  of  Esbern  Snare. 

And  now  the  church  was  wellnigh  done  ; 

One  pillar  it  lacked,  and  one  alone  ; 

And  the  grim  Troll  muttered,  "  Fool  thou 

arti 
To-morrow  gives  me  thy  eyes  and  heart  I  '* 

By  Kallundborg  in  black  despair, 
Through  wood  and  meadow,  walked  Esbem 

Snare, 
Till,   worn  and   weary,   the    strong    man 

sank 
Under  the  birches  on  Ulshoi  bank. 

At  his  last  day's  work  he  heard  the  Troll 
Hammer  and  delve  in  the  quarry's  hole  ; 
Before   him   the  church  stood  large   and 

fair : 
"  I  have  builded  my  tomb,"  said  Esbem 

Snare. 

And  he  closed  his  eyes  the  sight  to  hide. 
When  he  heard  a  light  step  at  his  side  : 
"  O  Esbem  Snare  I     a  sweet  voice  said, 
"  Would  I  might  die  now  in  thy  stead  !  " 

With  a  grasp  by  love  and  by  fear  made 

strong. 
He  held  her  fast,  and  he  held  her  long  ; 
With  the  beating  heart  of  a  bird  afeard. 
She  hid  her  face  in  his  flame-red  beard. 

''O  love  I  "  he  cried,  "let  me  look  to-day 
In  thine  eyes  ere  mine  are  plucked  away  ; 
Let  me  hold  thee  close,  let  me  feel  thy 

heart 
Ere  mine  by  the  Troll  is  torn  apart  I 
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**  1  sinned,  O  Helva,  for  love  of  thee  I 
Pray  that  the  Lord  Christ  pardon  me  I 
But  fast  as  she  prayed,  and  faster  still, 
Hammered  the  Troll  in  Ulshoi  hilL 


He  knew,  as  he  wrought,  that  a  loving 

heart 
Was  somehow  bafiOing  his  evil  art ; 
For  more  than  spell  of  Elf  or  Troll 
Is  a  maiden's  prayer  for  her  lover's  souL 

And  Esbem  listened,  and  caught  the  sound 
Of  a  Troll-wife  singing  underground  : 
**  To-morrow  comes  Fine,  father  thine  : 
lie  still  and  hush  thee,  baby  mine  1 
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**  Lie  stiU,  my  darlins^ !  next  sunrise 
Thou  'It  play  with  Esbem  Snare's  heart  and 

eyes  I " 
'^  Ho !  ho  I "  quoth  Esbem,  **  is  that  your 

game? 
Thanks    to    the  Troll-wife,  I    know   his 

name  I" 

The  Troll  he  heard  him,  and  hurried  on 
To  Kailundborg  ohuroh  with  the  lacking 

stone. 
<<Too  late,  Gaffer  Fine  I"  cried  Esbem 

Snare; 
And  Troll  and  pillar  vanished  in  air  I 

That  night  the  hanresters  heard  the  sound 

Of  a  woman  sobbing  underground. 

And  the  voice  of  me  Hill- Troll  loud  with 

blame 
Of  the  careless  singer  who  told  his  name. 

Of  the  Troll  of  the  Church  they  sing  the 

rune 
By  the  Northern  Sea  in  the  harvest  moon  ; 
And  the  fishers  of  Zealand  hear  him  still 
Scolding  his  wife  in  Ulshoi  hill. 

And  seaward  over  its  noves  of  birch 
Still  looks  the  tower  of  Kailundborg  church, 
Where,  first  at  its  altar,  a  wedded  pair, 
Stood  Helva  of  Nesvek  and  Esbem  Snare  I 


"What,"  asked  the  Traveller,  "would 
our  sires. 
The  old  Norse  story-tellers,  say 
Of  sun-graved  pictures,  ocean  wires. 

And  smokin?  steamboats  of  to-day  ? 
And  this,  O  lady,  by  your  leave. 
Recalls  your  song  of  yester  eve  : 
Pray,  let  us  have  that  Cable-hymn  once 

more." 
"  Hear,  hear  I "   the  Book-man  cried,  "  the 
lady  has  the  floor. 

"  These  noisy  waves  below  perhaps 

To  such  a  strain  will  lend  their  ear, 
With  softer  voice  aud  lighter  lapse 

Come  stealing  up  the  sands  to  hear, 
And  what  they  once  refused  to  do 
For  old  King  Knut  accord  to  you. 
Nay,  even  the  fishes  shall  your  listeners  be, 
Ab  onoe,  the  legend  runs,  they  heard  St. 
Anthony." 


THE  CABLE   HYMN 

O  LONELY  bay  of  Trinity, 

O  dreary  shores,  give  ear  I 
Lean  down  unto  the  white-lipped  sea 

The  voice  of  God  to  hear  I 

From  world  to  world  His  couriers  fly, 
Thought-win^d  and  shod  with  fire  ; 

The  angel  of  His  stormy  sky 
Bides  down  the  sunken  wire. 

What  saith  the  herald  of  the  Lord  ? 

**  The  world's  long  strife  is  done  ; 
Close  wedded  by  that  mystic  cord. 

Its  continents  are  one. 

**  And  one  in  heart,  as  one  in  blood, 

Shall  all  her  peoples  be  ; 
The  hands  of  human  brotherhood 

Are  clasped  beneath  the  sea. 

**  Through  Orient  seas,  o*er  Afric's  plain 

And  Asian  mountains  borne, 
The  vigor  of  the  Northern  brain 

Shall  nerve  the  world  outworn. 

<<  From  clime  to  clime,  from  shore  to  sbore^ 

Shall  thrill  the  magic  thread  ; 
The  new  Prometheus  steals  once  more 

The  fire  that  wakes  the  dead." 

Throb  on,  strong  pulse  of  thunder  I  beat 
From  answering  beach  to  beach  ; 

Fuse  nations  in  thy  kindly  heat, 
And  melt  the  chains  of  each  I 

Wild  terror  of  the  sky  above, 
Glide  tamed  and  dumb  below  I 

Bear  gently.  Ocean's  carrier-dove, 
Thy  errands  to  and  fro. 

Weave  on,  swift  shuttle  of  the  Lord, 

Beneath  the  deep  so  far, 
The  bridal  robe  of  earth's  accord. 

The  funeral  shroud  of  war ! 

For  lo  I  the  fall  of  Ocean's  wall 
Space  mocked  and  time  outrun ; 

And  round  the  world  the  thought  of  all 
Is  as  the  thought  of  one  1 

The  poles  unite,  the  zones  ag^ree, 
Thia  tongues  of  striving  cease  ; 
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As  on  ihe  Sea  of  Gralilee 

The  ChriBt  is  whispering,  Peace ! 


*<61ad  prophecy  I  to  this  at  last," 
The  Reader   said,   <<  shall  all  things 
come. 
Forgotten  be  the  bugle's  blast, 

And  battle-music  of  the  drum. 
A  little  while  the  world  may  run 
Its  old  mad  way,  with  needle-gun 
And  ironclad,  but  truth,  at  last,  siudl  reign  : 
The  cradle-song  of  Christ  was  neTer  sung 
m  vam ! 

Shifting  his  scattered  papers,  "  Here," 
He  said,  as  died  the  faint  applause, 
*'  Is  something  that  I  found  last  year 
Down  on  the  island  known  as  Orr's. 
I  had  it  from  a  fair-haired  girl 
Who,  oddly,  bore  the  name  of  Pearl, 
(As  if  by  some  droll  freak  of  circumstance,) 
Classic,  or  wellnigh  so,  in  Harriet  Stowe's 
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romance. 
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What  flecks  the  outer  gray  beyond 

The  sundown's  golden  trail  ? 
The  white  flash  of  a  sea-bird's  wing. 

Or  gleam  of  slanting  sail  ? 
Let  young  eyes  watch  &om  Neck  and  Point, 

And  sea-worn  elders  pray, — 
The  ghost  of  what  was  once  a  ship 

Is  scaling  up  the  bay  I 

From  gray  sesrfog,  from  icy  drift. 

From  peril  and  from  pain, 
The  home-bound  fisher  greets  thy  lights, 

O  hundred-harbored  Maine  I 
But  many  a  keel  shall  seaward  turn. 

And  many  a  sail  outstand. 
When,  tall  and  white,  the  Dead  Ship  looms 

Against  the  dusk  of  land. 

She  rounds  the  headland's  bristling  pines  ; 

She  threads  the  isle-set  bay  ; 
No  spur  of  breeze  can  speed  her  on, 

Nor  ebb  of  tide  delay. 
Old  men  still  walk  the  Isle  of  Orr 

Who  tell  her  date  and  name. 
Old  Rhipwrights  sit  in  Freeport  yards 

Who  hewed  her  oaken  fiame. 


What  weary  doom  of  baffled  quest, 

Thou  sad  sea-ghost,  is  thine  ? 
What  makes  thee  in  the  haunts  of  home 

A  wonder  and  a  sign  ? 
No  foot  is  on  thy  silent  deck, 

Upon  thy  helm  no  hand  ; 
No  ripple  hath  the  soundless  wind 

That  smites  thee  from  the  land  I 

For  never  comes  the  ship  to  port, 

Howe'er  the  breeze  may  be  ; 
Just  when  she  nears  the  waiting  shore 

She  drifts  again  to  sea. 
No  tack  of  sail,  nor  turn  of  helm, 

Nor  sheer  of  veering  side  ; 
Stem-fore  she  drives  to  sea  and  night, 

Against  the  wind  and  tide. 

In  vain  o'er  Harpswell  Neck  the  star 

Of  evening  g^des  her  in  ; 
In  vain  for  her  the  lamps  are  lit 

Within  thy  tower,  Seguin  I 
In  vain  the  harbor-boat  shall  hail. 

In  vain  the  pilot  call ; 
No  hand  shall  reef  her  spectral  sail. 

Or  let  her  anchor  fall. 

Shake,  brown  old  wives,  with  dreary  joy. 

Your  £^y-head  hints  of  ill ; 
And,  over  sick-beds  whispering  low, 

Your  prophecies  fulfil. 
Some  home  amid  yon  birchen  trees 

Shall  drape  its  door  with  woe  ; 
And  slowly  where  the  Dead  Ship  sails, 

The  burial  boat  shall  row  I 

From  Wolf  Neck  and  from  Flying  Point, 

From  island  and  from  main. 
From  sheltered  cove  and  tided  creek, 

Shall  glide  the  funeral  train. 
The  dead-boat  with  the  bearers  four. 

The  mourners  at  her  stem,  — 
And  one  shall  go  the  silent  way 

Who  shall  no  more  return  I 

And  men  shall  sigh,  and  women  weep, 

Whose  dear  ones  pale  and  pine, 
Ajid  sadly  over  sunset  seas 

Await  the  ghostly  sign. 
They  know  not  that  its  sails  are  filled 

By  pity's  tender  breath. 
Nor  see  the  Ang^l  at  the  helm 

Who  steers  the  Ship  of  Death  f 
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*<  Chill  as  a  down-east  breeze  should  be," 
The  Book-man  said.    *'  A  ghostly  touch 
The  legend  has.    I  'm  glad  to  see 

Tour  fljiue  Yankee  ^at  the  Dutch." 
**  Well,  here  is  something  of  the  sort 
Which  one  midsummer  day  I  oaufi^ht 
In  Narra^fansett  Bt^,  for  lack  of  fish. 
•*  We  wait,"  the  Traveller  said ;  "  serve 
hot  or  cold  your  dish." 


THE  PALATINE 

Blcxsk  Island  in  Long  Island  Sound,  called 
by  the  Indians  Maiusees,  the  isle  of  the  little 
eod,  was  the  scene  of  a  tragic  incident  a  hun- 
dred years  or  more  agOj  when  The  Palatine,  an 
emigrant  ship  boond  for  Philadelphia,  driven 
off  its  course,  came  upon  the  coast  at  thia  point. 
A  mutiny  on  board,  followed  by  an  inhuman 
desertion  on  the  part  of  the  crew,  had  brought 
the  unhappy  passengers  to  the  verg^  of  starva- 
tion and  madness.  Tradition  says  that  wreck- 
ers on  shore,  after  rescuing  all  but  one  of  the 
survivors,  set  fire  to  the  vessel,  nvhich  was  driven 
out  to  sea  before  a  gale  which  had  sprung  up. 
Every  twelvemonth,  according  to  the  same  tradi- 
tion, the  spectacle  of  a  ship  on  fire  is  visible  to 
the  inhabitants  of  the  island. 

Leagues  north,  as  fly  the  gull  and  auk. 
Point  Judith  watches  with  eye  of  hawk  ; 
Leagues  south,  thy   beacon  flames,  Mon- 
taukl 

Lonely  and  wind-shorn,  wood-forsaken. 
With  never  a  tree  for  Spring  to  waken. 
For  tryst  of  lovers  or  farewells  taken. 

Circled  by  waters  that  never  freeze. 
Beaten  by  billow  and  swept  by  breeze, 
Lieth  the  island  of  Manisees, 

Set  at  the  month  of  the  Sound  to  hold 
The  coast  lights  up  on  its  turret  old. 
Yellow  with  moss  and  sea-fog  mould. 

Dreary  the  land  when  gust  and  sleet 
At  its  doors  and  windows  howl  and  beat, 
And  Winter  laughs  at  its  fires  of  peat  t 

But    in    summer    time,    when    pool    and 

pond. 
Held  in  the  laps  of  valleys  fond. 
Are  blue  as  the  glimpses  of  sea  beyond ; 


When  the  hills  are  sweet  with  the  biier- 

rose, 
And,  hid  in  the  warm,  soft  dells,  unclose 
Flowers  the  mainland  rarely  knows  ; 

When  boats  to  their  morning  fishing  go, 
And,  held  to  the  wind  and  slanting  low. 
Whitening  and  darkening  the  small  sails 
show,  — 

Then  is  that  lonely  island  fair  ; 

And  the  pale  health-seeker  findeth  there 

The  wine  of  life  in  its  pleasant  air. 

No  greener  valleys  the  sun  invite, 
On  smoother  beaches  no  sea-birds  light, 
No    blue    waves    shatter    to    foam   more 
white  I 

There,  circling  ever  their  narrow  range, 

Quaint  tradition  and  legend  strange 

Live  on  unchallenged,  and  know  no  change. 

Old  wives  spinning  their  webs  of  tow. 
Or  rocking  weirdly  to  and  fro 
In  and  out  of  the  peat's  dull  glow. 

And  old  men  mending  their  nets  of  twine. 
Talk  together  of  dream  and  sign, 
Talk  of  the  lost  ship  Palatine,  — 

The  ship  that,  a  hundred  years  before, 
Freighted  deep  with  its  g^oodly  store, 
In  the  gales  of  the  equinox  went  ashore. 

The  eager  islanders  one  by  one 
Counted  the  shots  of  her  signal  gun. 
And  heard  the  crash  when  she  drove  right 
on ! 

Into  the  teeth  of  death  she  sped  : 
(May  God  forgive  the  hands  that  fed 
The  false  lights  over  the  rocky  Head  I) 

O   men  and   brothers  !  what   sights  were 

there  I 
White  upturned  faces,  hands  stretched  in 

prayer  I 
Where  waves  had  pity,  could  ye  not  spare  ? 

Down  swooped  the  wreckers,  like  birds  of 

prey 
Tearing  the  heart  of  the  ship  away. 
And  the  dead  had  never  a  word  to  say. 
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And    then,    with    ghastly    shimmer    and 

shine 
Over  the  rooks  and  the  seething  brine, 
They  burned  the  wreck  of  the  Palatine. 

In  their  cruel  hearts,  as  they  homeward 

sped, 
**  The  sea  and  the  rooks  are  dumb,"  they 

said: 
''  There  '11  be  no  reckoning  with  the  dead." 

But  the  year  went  round,  and  when  once 

more 
Along  their  foam-white  ouryes  of  shore 
They  heard  the  line-storm  rave  and  roar. 

Behold  I  again,  with  shimmer  and  shine, 
Over  the  rocks  and  the  seething  brine, 
The  flaming  wreck  of  the  Palatine  I 

So,  haply  in  fitter  words  than  these, 
Mending  their  nets  on  their  patient  knees, 
They  tell  the  legend  of  Manisees. 

Nor  looks  nor  tones  a  doubt  betray  ; 

**It   is  known    to  us    all,"    they   quietly 

say; 
"  We  too  have  seen  it  in  our  day." 

Is  there,  then,  no  death  for  a  word  once 

spoken  ? 
Was  never  a  deed  but  left  its  token 
Written  on  tables  never  broken  ? 

Do  the  elements  subtle  reflections  give  ? 
Do  pictures  of  all  the  ages  live 
On  Nature's  infinite  negative. 

Which,  half  in  sport,  in  malice  half, 

She    shows    at    times,    with    shudder    or 

laugh, 
Phantom  and  shadow  in  photograph  ? 

For  still,  on  many  a  moonless  night, 
From  Kingston  Head  and  from  Montauk 

light 
The  spectre  kindles  and  bums  in  sight. 

Now  low  and  dim,  now  clear  and  higher. 
Leaps  up  the  terrible  Ghost  of  Fire, 
Then,  slowly  sinking,  the  flames  expire. 

And  the  wise  Sound  skippers,  thoagh  skies 
be  fine, 


Reef  their  sails  when  they  see  the  sign 
Of  the  blazing  wreck  of  the  Palatine  1 


"  A  fitter  tale  to  scream  than  sing," 
The  Book-man  said.     "  Well,  fancy, 
then," 
The  Reader  answered,  '*  on  the  wing 

The  searbirds  shriek  it,  not  for  men, 
But  in  the  ear  of  wave  and  breeze  ! " 
The  Traveller  mused  :  *'  Your  Manisees 
Is  fairy-land  :  off  Narragansett  shore 
Who  ever  saw  the  isle  or  heard  its  name 
before? 

*'  'T  is  some  strange  land  of  Flyaway, 

Whose  dreamy  shore  the  ship  beguiles, 
St.  Brandan's  in  its  sea-mist  gray. 

Or  sunset  loom  of  Fortunate  Isles  1 " 
**  No  ghost,  but  solid  turf  and  rock 
Is  the  good  island  known  as  Block," 
The  Reader  said.     ''For  beauty  and  for 

ease 
I  chose  its  Indian  name,  soft-flowing  Mani- 
sees I 

"  But  let  it  pass  ;  here  is  a  bit 

Of  unrhymed  story,  with  a  hint 
Of  the  old  preaching  mood  in  it. 

The  sort  of  sidelong  moral  squint 
Our  friend  objects  to,  which  has  grown, 
I  fear,  a  habit  of  my  own. 
'T  was  written  when  the  Asian  plague  drew 

near, 
And  the  land  held  its  breath  and  paled 
with  sudden  fear." 


ABRAHAM  DAVENPORT 

The  famous  Dark  Day  of  New  England,  May 
19,  1780,  was  a  physical  puzzle  for  many  years 
to  onr  anceBtorSf  but  its  occurrence  brought 
something  more  than  philosophical  speculation 
into  the  minds  of  those  who  paraed  through  it. 
The  incident  of  Colonel  Abraham  Davenport's 
sturdy  protest  is  a  matter  of  history. 

Ix  the  old  days  (a  custom  laid  aside 
With  breeches  and  cocked  hats)  the  people 

sent 
Their  wisest  men  to  make  the  public  laws. 
And  so,  from  a  brown  homestead,  where  thfr 

Sound 
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Drinks  the  small  tribute  of  the  Mianas, 
Waved  over  by  the  woods  of  Rippowams, 
And  hallowed  by  pure  lives  and  tranquil 

deaths, 
Stamford  sent  up  to  the  councils  of  the  State 
Wisdom  and  grace  in  Abraham  Davenport. 

'T  was  on  a  May-day  of  the  far  old  year 
Seventeen  hundred  eighty,  that  there  fell 
Over  the  bloom  and  sweet  life  of  the  Spring, 
Over  the  fresh  earth  and  the  heaven  of  noon, 
A  horror  of  great  darkness,  like  the  night 
In  day  of  which  the  Norland  sagas  tell,  — 
The  Twilight  of  the  Gods.     The  low-hung 

sky 
Waa  black  with  ominous  clouds,  save  where 

its  rim 
Was  frinj^ed  with  a  dull  glow,  like  that 

which  climbs 
The  crater's  sides  from  the  red  hell  below. 
Birds  ceased  to  sing,  and  all  the  barn-yard 

fowls 
Roosted  ;  the  cattle  at  the  pasture  bars 
Lowed,  and  looked  homeward ;  bats  on 

leathern  wings 
Flitted  abroad  ;  the  sounds  of  labor  died  ; 
Men  prayed,  and  women  wept ;  all  ears 

grew  sharp 
To  hear  the  doom -blast  of  the  trumpet 

shatter 
The  black  sky,  that  the  dreadful  face  of 

Christ 
Might  look  from  the  rent  clouds,  not  as 

he  looked 
A  loving  guest  at  Bethany,  but  stem 
As  Justice  and  inexorable  Law. 

Meanwhile  in  the  old  State  House,  dim 
as  ghosts, 
Sat  the  lawgivers  of  Connecticut, 
Trembling  beneath  their  leg^lative  robes. 
"  It  is  the  Lord's  Great  Day  !     Let  us  ad- 
journ," 
Some  said  ;  and  then,  as  if  with  one  accord, 
All  eyes  were  turned  to  Abraham  Daven- 
port. 
He  rose,  slow  cleaving  with  his  steady  voice 
The  intolerable  hush.     "  This  well  may  be 
The  Day  of  Judgment  which  the  world 

awaits  ; 
But  be  it  so  or  not,  I  only  know 
My  present  duty,  and  my  Lord's  command 
To  occupy  till  He  come.     So  at  the  post 
Where  He  hath  set  me  in  His  proviaenoey 


I  choose,  for  one,  to  meet  Him  face  to 

face, — 
No  faithless  servant  frightened  from  my 

task. 
But  ready  when  the  Lord  of  the  harvest 

calls  ; 
And  therefore,  with  all  reverence,  I  would 

say. 
Let  Grod  do  His  work,   we  will    see    to 

ours. 
Bring  in  the  candles."     And  they  brought 

them  in. 

Then  by  the  flaring  lights  the  Speaker 
read. 
Albeit  with  husky  voice  and  shaking  hands, 
An  act  to  amend  an  act  to  regulate 
The  shad  and  alewive  fisheries.     Where- 
upon 
Wisely  and  well  spake  Abraham  Davenport, 
Straight  to  the  question,  with  no  figures  of 

speech 
Save  the  ten  Arab  signs,  yet  not  without 
The  shrewd  dry  humor  natural  to  the  man  : 
His  awe-struck  colleagues  listening  all  the 

while. 
Between  the  pauses  of  his  argument. 
To  hear  the  thunder  of  the  wrath  of  God 
Break  froih  the  hollow  trumpet  of  the  oloud. 

And  there  he  stands  in  memory  to  this 
day. 
Erect,  self-poised,  a  rugged  face,  half  seen 
Against  the  background  of  unnatural  dark, 
A  witness  to  the  ages  as  they  pass. 
That  simple  duty  hath  no  place  for  fear. 


He  ceased  :  just  then  the  ocean  seemed 

To  lift  a  half-faced  moon  in  sight  ; 
And,    shore  -  ward,     o'er    the     waters 
gleamed. 
From  crest  to  crest,  a  line  of  light, 
Such  as  of  old,  with  solemn  awe, 
The  fishers  by  Gennesaret  saw, 
When  dry-shod  o'er  it  walked  the  Son  of 

God, 
Tracking  the  waves  with  light  where'er  his 
sandals  trod. 

Silently  for  a  space  each  eye 

Upon  that  sudden  glory  turned  : 
Cool  from  the  land  the  breeze  blew  by. 
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The  tent-ropes  flapped,  the  long  beach 
churned 
Its  waves  to  foam  ;  on  either  hand 
Stretched,  far  as  sight,  the  hills  of  sand  ; 
With  bays  of  marsh,  and  capes  of  bosh 

and  tree, 
The  wood's  black  shore-line  loomed  beyond 
the  meadowy  sea. 

The  lady  rose  to  leave.    ''  One  song. 
Or  hymn,"   they  urged,   "before  we 
part." 
And  she,  with  lips  to  which  belong 

Sweet  intuitions  of  all  art, 
Gave  to  the  winds  of  night  a  strain 
Which  they  who  heard  would  hear  again  ; 
And  to  her  voice  the  solemn  ocean  lent. 
Touching  its  harp  of  sand,  a  deep  accom- 
paniment. 
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The  harp  at  Nature's  advent  strung 

Has  never  ceased  to  play  ; 
The  song  the  stars  of  morning  sung 

Has  never  died  away. 

And  prayer  is  made,  and  praise  is  given. 

By  all  things  near  and  far  ; 
The  ocean  looketh  up  to  heaven. 

And  mirrors  every  star. 

Its  waves  are  kneeling  on  the  strand. 

As  kneels  the  human  knee. 
Their  white  locks  bowing  to  the  sand. 

The  priesthood  of  the  sea  I 

They  pour  their  glittering  treasures  forth, 
Their  gifts  of  pearl  they  bring, 

And  all  the  listening  hills  of  earth 
Take  up  the  song  they  sing. 

The  green  earth  sends  her  incense  up 
From  many  a  mountain  shrine  ; 

From  folded  leaf  and  dewy  cup 
She  pours  her  sacred  wine. 


The  mists  above  the  morning  rills 
Rise  white  as  wiuffs  of  prayer ; 

The  altar-curtains  of  the  hills 
Are  sunset's  purple  air. 

The  winds  with  hynms  of  praise  are  loud. 

Or  low  with  sobs  of  pain,  — 
The  thunderorgan  of  the  cloud, 

The  dropping  tears  of  rain. 

With  drooping  head  and  branches  crossed 

The  twilight  forest  grieves, 
Or  speaks  with  tongues  of  Pentecost 

From  all  its  sunlit  leaves. 

The  blue  sky  is  the  temple's  arch, 

Its  transept  earth  and  air, 
The  music  of  its  starry  march 

The  chorus  of  a  prayer. 

So  Nature  keeps  the  reverent  frame 

With  which  her  years  began. 
And  all  her  signs  and  voices  shame 

The  prayerless  heart  of  man. 


The  singer  ceased.  The  moon's  white  rays 
Fell  on  the  rapt,  still  face  of  her. 
"  Allah  U  A  llah  I  He  hath  praise 

From  all  things,"  said  the  Traveller. 
**  Oft  from  the  desert's  silent  nights, 

And  mountain  hymns  of  sunset  lights. 
My  heart  has  felt  rebuke,  as  in  his  tent 
The  Moslem's    prayer    has    shamed    my 
Christian  knee  unbent." 

He  paused,  and  lo  I  far,  faint,  and  slow 
The  bells  in  Newbury's  steeples  tolled 
The  twelve  dead  hours  ;  the  lamp  burned 
low ; 
The  singer  sought  her  canvas  fold. 
One  sadly  said,  "  At  break  of  day 
We  strike  our  tent  and  go  our  way." 
But  one  made  answer  cheerily, "  Never  fear, 
Well  pitch  this  tent  of  ours  in  type  an* 
other  year." 


ANTI-SLAVERY  POEMS 


TO  WILLIAM  LLOVD  GARRISON 

plead  at  the  ConTentJon  vhwh  formed  tha 
Amarioan  Anti-^laTery  iSoeiet;,  in  Philadel- 
phia, Deoember,  l»;j3.] 

Cbahpiok  of  those  irho  groan  beiwktb 

Oppreuian'ii  iron  hand  : 
In  view  of  penury,  hate,  and  death, 

I  aee  thee  fearleu  stand. 
Still  bearing  up  thy  lofty  brow, 

In  the  steadfast  strength  of  truth. 
In  mtuihood  aeaUng  well  tbe  vow 

And  promise  of  thy  youth. 

Go  on,  for  tbon  haat  chosen  well ; 

On  in  the  strength  of  God  1 
Long  aa  one  humai)  heart  shall  Bwell 

Beneath  the  tyrant's  rod. 
Speak  in  a  alumbering  nation's  ear, 

As  thou  hast  ever  spoken. 
Until  the  dead  in  sin  shall  hear, 

The  fetter's  link  be  broken  r 

I  love  thee  with  a  brother's  lore, 

I  feel  my  pqUgs  tbrill. 
To  mark  thy  spirit  soar  above 

The  cloud  of  human  ill. 
My  heart  hath  leaped  to  answer  thine, 

And  echo  back  thy  words. 
As  leaps  the  warrior's  at  the  shine 

And  flash  of  kindred  swords  I 

They  tell  me  thou  art  rash  and  vain, 

A  searcher  after  fame  ; 
That  thou  art  striving  but  to  gain 

A  long-eadnring  name  ; 
That  thou  hast  nerved  the  Afric's  band 

And  steeled  the  Afric's  heart. 
To  shake  aloft  his  vengeful  brand. 

And  reud  his  chain  apart. 

Have  I  not  known  thee  well,  and  read 

Thy  mighty  purpose  long  1 
And  watched  the  trials  which  have  made 

Tbf  imiiuui  spirit  strong  ? 


And  shall  the  slanderer's  demon  breatii 

Avail  with  one  like  me. 
To  dim  the  sunshine  of  my  faith 

And  earnest  trust  in  thee  7 

Go  on,  the  dagger's  point  may  glare 

Amid  thy  pathway's  gloom  ; 
The  fate  which  sternly  threatens  there 

Is  glorious  martyrdom  1 
Then  onward  with  a  martyr's  seal  ; 

And  wait  tby  sure  reward 
When  man  to  man  no  more  shall  ]um«1^ 

And  God  atone  be  Lord  J 


TOUSSAINT   L'OUVERTURE 


...  .  L'Onverture,  tha  blaok  chieftain 
of  Hayti,  waa  a  sLiTa  an  the  plantatiun  "dp 
Libeitae."  belonging  to  M.  Bayou.  When  tba 
rising  of  tb«  nugroea  took  place,  in  1791. 
ToussBint  refoBed  to  join  them  antdl  he  had 
aided  M.  Bavoa  and  hia  familv  to  escape  t<i 
Baltimore.  The  white  man  had  diacovend  in 
Toraaaint  many  noble  qoalitiea,  and  had  in- 
Btraoted  him  in  some  ol  the  fint  branchai  of 
education  ;  and  the  pnaervation  of  hje  life  waa 
owing  to  tlie  vmgto'*  gratitade  for  tliis  kind- 

In  1TQ7i  ToDBialnt  L'OnTertnra  was  ap- 
poiotod,  by  the  French  gorernment,  Oener^ 
m^hief  of  the  armies  of  St.  Domineo,  and,  as 
■Dofa,  aigned  the  Conventiau  with  General 
Haitdand  for  the  evacoation  of  the  island  by 
the  Britiah.  From  thia  period  until  I80I  tb« 
island,  nnder  the  government  of  Tonaaaint, 
was  happy,  tranqml,  and  prosperoiu.  The 
miserable  attempt  of  Napoleon  to  reeatabliafa 
alavery  in  St.  Domingo,  aJthoagh  it  failed  of 
its  intended  object,  proved  fatal  to  the  negro 
chieftain.  TreaoberoDgly  seized  by  Leclen^ 
he  waa  hurried  on  booj'd  a  vessei  by  night,  and 
conveyed  to  France,  where  he  waa  confined  in 
a  cold  subterranean  dung«on,  at  Beaangou, 
where,  in  ApHl,  160:1,  he  died.  The  treatment 
of  TouiHint  ends  a  parallel  only  in  the  mni^ 
der  of  the  Dnke  D'Enghien.  It  was  the  re- 
mark of  Godwin,  in  lua  Lectnres.  that  the 
West  India  i«iinwi^,  linee  their  £nt  diaooverr 
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by  Columbus,  oonld  not  boast  of  a  single  name 
\vliich  deserves  comparison  with  that  of  Tous- 
saint  L'Ouverture. 

'TwAS   night.      The    tranquil    moonlight 

smile 
With  which   Heaven  dreams  of  Earth, 

shed  down 
Its  beauty  on  the  Indian  isle,  — 

On  broad  green  field  and  white-walled 

town ; 
And  inland  waste  of  rock  and  wood, 
In  searching  sunshine,  wild  and  rude. 
Rose,  mellowed  through  the  silver  gleam, 
Soft  as  the  landscape  of  a  dream. 
All  motionless  and  dewy  wet. 
Tree,  vine,  and  flower  in  shadow  met : 
The  myrtle  with  its  snowy  bloom, 
Crossin?  the  nightshade's  solemn  gloom, — 
The  white  cecropia's  silver  rind 
Relieved  by  deeper  green  behind, 
The  orange  with  its  fruit  of  gold, 
The  lithe  paullinia's  verdant  fold, 
The  passion-flower  with  symbol  holy, 
Twiuing  its  tendrils  long  and  lowly, 
The  rhexias  dark,  and  cassia  tall. 
And  proudly  rising  over  all. 
The  kingly  palm's  imperial  stem. 
Crowned  with  its  leafy  diadem. 
Star-like,  beneath  whose  sombre  shade. 
The  fiery- winged  cuoullo  played  I 

How  lovely  was  thine  aspect,  then, 
Fair  island  of  the  Western  Sea  I 
Lavish  of  beauty,  even  when 
Thy  brutes  were  happier  than  thy  men. 

For  they,  at  least,  were  free  I 
Regardless  of  thy  glorious  clime, 

Unmindful  of  thy  soil  of  flowers, 
The  toiling  negro  sighed,  that  Time 

No  faster  sped  his  hours. 
For,  by  the  dewy  moonlight  still. 
He  fed  the  weary-turning  mill, 
Or  bent  him  in  the  chill  morass, 
To  pluck  the  long  and  tangled  grass, 
Ana  hear  above  his  scar-worn  Imck 
The  heavy  slave-whip's  frequent  crack  : 
While  in  his  heart  one  evil  thought 
In  solitary  madness  wrought. 
One  baleful  fire  surviving  still 

The  quenching  of  the  immortal  mind. 
One  sterner  passion  of  his  kind, 
Which  even  fetters  could  not  kill, 
The  savage  hope,  to  deal,  erelong, 
A  vengeance  bitterer  than  his  wrong  I 


Hark  to  that  cry  t  long,  loud,  and  shrill, 
From  field  and  forest,  rock  and  hill. 
Thrilling  and  horrible  it  rang, 

Around,  beneath,  above  ; 
The  wild  beast  from  his  cavern  sprang, 

The  wild  bird  from  her  g^ve  I 
Nor  fear,  nor  joy,  nor  ag^ny 
Were  mingled  in  that  midnight  cry  ; 
But  like  the  lion's  growl  of  wrath. 
When  falls  that  hunter  in  his  path 
Whose  barbed  arrow,  deeply  set. 
Is  rankling  in  his  bosom  yet, 
It  told  of  hate,  full,  deep,  and  strong.. 
Of  vengeance  kindling  out  of  ¥rrong  ; 
It  was  as  if  the  crimes  of  years  — 
The  unrequited  toil,  the  tears. 
The  shame  and  hate,  which  liken  well 
Earth's  g^arden  to  the  nether  hell  — 
Had  found  in  nature's  self  a  tongue. 
On  which  the  gathered  horror  hun? ; 
As  if  from  cliff,  and  stream,  and  glen 
Burst  on  the  startled  ears  of  men 
That  voice  which  rises  unto  Crod, 
Solemn  and  stem,  —  the  cry  of  blood  t 
It  ceased,  and  all  was  still  once  more, 
Save  ocean  chafing  on  his  shore, 
The  sighing  of  the  wind  between 
The  broad  Danana's  leaves  of  green, 
Or  bough  by  restless  plumage  shook. 
Or  murmuring  voice  of  mountain  brook. 

Brief  was  the  silence.    Once  again 

Pealed  to  the  skies  that  frantic  yell. 
Glowed  on  the  heavens  a  fiery  staui, 

And  flashes  rose  and  fell ; 
And  painted  on  the  blood-red  sky. 
Dark,  naked  arms  were  tossed  on  high  ; 
And,  round  the  white  man's  lordly  hall. 

Trod,  fierce  and  free,  the  brute  he  made  ; 
And  those  who  crept  along  the  wall, 
And  answered  to  his  lightest  call 

With  more  than  spaniel  dread. 
The  creatures  of  his  lawless  beck, 
Were  trampling  on  his  very  neck  I 
And  on  the  night-air,  wild  and  dear. 
Rose  woman's  shriek  of  more  than  fear  ; 
For  bloodied  arms  were  round  her  thrown^ 
And  dark  cheeks  pressed  against  her  own  ] 

Then,  injured  Afric  t  for  the  shame 
Of  thy  own  daughters,  vengeance  came 
Full  on  the  scornful  hearts  of  those, 
Who  mocked  thee  in  thy  nameless  woes* 
And  to  thy  hapless  children  gave 
One  choice,  —  pollution  or  the  grave  1 
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Where  then  was  he  whose  fiery  zeal 
Had  taught  the  trampled  heart  to  feel, 
Until  despair  itself  grew  strong, 
And  Tengeance  fed  its  torch  from  wrong? 
Now,  when  the  thunderbolt  is  speedine  ; 
Now,  when  oppression's  heart    b  bleed- 

Now,  when  the  latent  curse  of  Time 
Is  raining  down  in  fire  and  blood. 

That  curse  which,  through  long  years  of 
crime. 
Has  gathered,  drop  by  drop,  its  fiood,  — 

Why  strikes  he  not,  the  foremost  one, 

Where  murder's  sternest  deeds  are  done  ? 

He  stood  the  aged  palms  beneath. 

That  shadowed  o  er  his  humble  door, 
Listening,  with  half-suspended  breath. 
To  the  wild  sounds  of  fear  and  death, 

Toussaiut  L'Ouverture  I 
What  marvel  that  his  heart  beat  high  I 

The  blow  for  freedom  had  been  g^ven, 
And  blood  had  answered  to  the  cry 

Which  Earth  sent  up  to  Heaven  I 
What  marvel  that  a  fierce  delight 
Smiled  gprimly  o'er  his  brow  of  night, 
Ab  eroan  and  shout  and  bursting  flame 
Told  where  the  midnight  tempest  came, 
With  blood  and  fire  along  its  yan, 
And  death  behind  I  he  was  a  Man  I 

Yes,  dark-souled  chieftain  I  if  the  light 

Of  mild  Religion's  heavenly  ray 
Unyeiled  not  to  thy  mental  sight 

The  lowlier  and  the  purer  way, 
In  which  the  Holy  Sufferer  troo. 

Meekly  amidst  the  sons  of  crime  ; 
That  calm  reliance  upon  God 

For  justice  in  His  own  good  time  ; 
That  gentleness  to  which  belongps 
Forgiveness  for  its  many  wrongs, 
Even  as  the  primal  martyr,  kneeling 
For  mercy  on  the  evil-dealing  ; 
Let  not  the  favored  white  man  name 
Thy  stem  appeal,  with  words  of  blame. 
Has  he  not,  with  the  light  of  heaven 

Broadly  around  him,  made  the  same  ? 
Yea,  on  his  thousand  war-fields  striven, 

And  gloried  in  his  ghastly  shame  ? 
Kneeling  amidst  his  brother's  blood, 
To  offer  mockery  unto  Grod, 
As  if  the  High  and  Holy  One 
Could  smile  on  deeds  of  murder  done  1 
As  if  a  human  sacrifice 
Were  purer  in  His  holy  eyes, 


Though  offered  up  by  Christian  hands. 
Than  the  foul  rites  of  Pagan  lands  I 


Sternly,  amidst  his  household  band. 
His  carbine  grasped  within  his  hand. 

The  white  man  stood,  prepared  and  still, 
Waiting  the  shock  of  maddened  men. 
Unchained,  and  fierce  as  tigers,  when 

The  horn  winds  through  their  cayemed 
hiU. 
And.  one  was  weeping  in  his  sight. 

The  sweetest  flower  of  all  the  isle. 
The  bride  who  seemed  but  yesternight 

Love's  fair  embodied  smile. 
And,  clinging  to  her  trembling  knee, 
Looked  up  the  form  of  infancy. 
With  tearful  c'lance  in  either  face 
The  secret  of  its  fear  to  trace. 

'*  Ha  t  stand  or  die  I "   The  white  man's  eye 

His  steady  musket  gleamed  along, 
As  a  tall  Negro  hastened  nigh, 

With  fearless  step  and  strong. 
*^  What  ho,  Toussaint !  "    A  moment  more, 
His  shadow  crossed  the  lighted  floor. 
"  Away  I "  he  shouted  ;  "  fly  with  me, 
The  white  man's  bark  is  on  the  sea  ; 
Her  sails  must  catch  the  seaward  wind. 
For  sudden  vengeance  sweeps  behind. 
Our  brethren  from  their  graves  have  spoken, 
The  yoke  is  spumed,  the  chain  is  broken  ; 
On  all  the  hills  our  fires  are  glowing. 
Through  all  the  vales  red  blood  is  flowing  1 
No  more  the  mocking  White  shall  rest 
His  foot  upon  the  Negro's  breast ; 
No  more,  at  morn  or  eve,  shall  drip 
The  warm  blood  from  the  driver's  whip  : 
Yet,  though  Toussaint  has  vengeance  sworn 
For  all  the  wrongs  his  race  have  borne. 
Though  for  each  drop  of  Negro  blood 
The  white  man's  veins  shall  pour  a  flood  ; 
Not  all  alone  the  sense  of  ill 
Around  his  heart  is  lingering  still. 
Nor  deeper  can  the  white  man  feel 
The  generous  warmth  of  grateful  zeal. 
Friends  of  the  Neg^  I  fly  with  me. 
The  path  is  open  to  the  sea  : 
Away,  for  life  I  "    He  spoke,  and  pressed 
The  young  child  to  his  manly  breast. 
As,  headlong,  through  the  cracking  cane, 
Down  swept  the  dark  insurgent  train. 
Drunken  and  grim,  with  shout  and  yell 
JjpEowled  through  the  dark,  like  sounds  from 
hell. 
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Far  out,  in  peace,  the  white  man's  sail 
Swayed  free  before  the  sunrise  gale. 
Cloud-like  that  island  hung  afar, 

Along  the  bright  horizon's  verge, 
O'er  which  the  curse  of  servile  war 

Rolled  its  red  torrent,  surge  on  surge  ; 
And  he,  the  Negro  champion,  where 

In  the  fierce  tumult  struggled  he  ? 
Go  trace  him  by  the  fiery  glare 
Of  dwellings  in  the  midnight  air. 
The  yells  of  triumph  and  despair, 

The  streams  that  crimson  to  the  sea ! 

Sleep  calmly  in  thy  dun^on-tomb, 

Beneath  Besan^on's  ahen  sky. 
Dark  Hay  tien  !  for  the  time  shall  oome, 

Yea,  even  now  is  nigh. 
When,  everywhere,  thy  name  shall  be 
Redeemed  from  color's  infamy ; 
And  men  shall  learn  to  speak  of  thee 
As  one  of  earth's  great  spirits,  bom 
In  servitude,  and  nursed  in  scorn, 
Casting  aside  the  weary  weight 
And  fetters  of  its  low  estate. 
In  that  strong  majesty  of  soul 

Which  knows  no  color,  tongue,  or  clime. 
Which  still  hath  spurned  the  base  control 

Of  tyrants  through  all  time  I 
Far  other  hands  than  mine  may  wreathe 
The  laurel  roond  thy  brow  of  death. 
And  speak  thy  praise,  as  one  whose  word 
A  thousand  fiery  spirits  stirred. 
Who  crushed  his  foeman  as  a  worm. 
Whose  step  on  human  hearts  fell  finn  : 
Be  mine  the  better  task  to  find 
A  tribute  for  thy  lofty  mind, 
Amidst  whose  gloomy  vengeance  shone 
Some  milder  virtues  all  thme  own, 
Some  gleams  of  feeling  pure  and  warm. 
Like  sunshine  on  a  sky  of  storm. 
Proofs  that  the  Negro's  heart  retains 
Some  nobleness  amid  its  chains,  — 
That  kindness  to  the  wronged  is  never 

Without  its  excellent  reward. 
Holy  to  human-kind  and  ever 

Acceptable  to  God. 
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"  That  fatal,  that  perfidious  bark, 
Built  i'  the  eclipee,  and  rigged  with  curses  dark.** 

MiLTON*B  Lycidat. 

"The  French  ship  Le  Rodenr,  with  a  craw 
of  twenty-two  men,  and  with  one  hundred  and 


nzty  negro  slaves,  sailed  from  Bonny,  in  Africa, 
Apnl,  1819.  On  approaching  the  line,  a  terrible 
malady  broke  out,  —  an  obstinate  disease  of  the 
eyes,  —  contagious,  and  altogether  beyond  the 
resources  of  medicine.  It  was  aggravated  by 
the  scarcity  of  water  among  the  slaves  (only 
half  a  wine-glass  per  day  being  allowed  to  an 
individual),  and  by  the  extreme  impurity  of 
the  air  in  which  they  breathed.  By  the  advice 
of  the  physician,  they  were  brought  upon  deck 
occasionally;  but  some  of  the  poor  wretches, 
locking  themselves  in  each  other's  arms,  leaped 
overboard,  in  the  hope,  which  so  universally 
prevails  among  them,  of  being  swiftly  trans- 
ported to  their  own  homes  in  Africa.  To 
check  this,  the  captain  ordered  several,  who 
were  stopped  in  the  attempt,  to  be  shot,  or 
hanged,  before  their  companions.  The  disease 
extended  to  the  crew ;  and  one  after  another 
were  smitten  with  it,  until  only  one  remained 
unaffected.  Tet  even  this  dreadful  condition 
did  not  preclude  calculation :  to  save  the  ex« 
pense  of  supporting  slaves  rendered  unsalable, 
and  to  obtain  grounds  for  a  claim  against  the 
underwriters,  thirty-iix  of  the  negroes^  having 
become  blind,  were  thrown  into  the  sea  ana 
drowned  /  "  —  Speech  ofM,  Benjamin  Constant^ 
in  the  French  Chamber  of  D^tUies,  June  17, 
1820. 

In  the  midst  of  their  dreadful  fears  lest  the 
solitary  individual  whose  sight  remained  un- 
affected should  also  be  seized  with  the  malady, 
a  sail  was  discovered.  It  was  the  Spanish  sla- 
ver, Leon.  The  same  disease  had  been  there  ; 
and,  horrible  to  tell,  all  the  crew  had  become 
blind !  Unable  to  assist  each  other,  the  ves- 
sels parted.  The  Spanish  ship  has  never  since 
been  heard  of.  The  Rodeur  reached  Guada- 
loupe  on  the  21st  of  June  ;  the  only  man  who 
had  escaped  the  disease,  and  had  thus  been 
enabled  to  steer  the  slaver  into  port,  caught  it 
in  three  days  after  its  arrival.  —  Bibliotheque 
OphthcUmologique  for  November,  1819. 

"  All  ready  ?  "  cried  the  captain ; 
"  Ay,  ay  ! "  the  seamen  said  ; 
.  "Heave  up  the  worthless  lubbers, — 
The  dying  and  the  dead." 
Up  from  the  slave-ship's  prison 
Fierce,  bearded  heaas  were  thrust: 
**  Now  let  the  sharks  look  to  it,  — 
Toss  up  the  dead  ones  first  I " 

Corpse  after  corpse  came  up,  — 
Death  had  been  busy  there  ; 

Where  every  blow  is  mercy. 
Why  should  the  spoiler  spare  ? 

Corpse  after  corpse  they  cast 
Sullenly  from  the  ship. 
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Gloomily  atood  the  captsiti. 

With  his  arms  upon  bis  breast. 
With  hia  cold  brow  stemty  knotted 
And  his  iron  Up  compressed. 
"  Are  all  the  dead  dogs  over  ?  " 

Growled  through  tbet  matted  lipj 
''The  blind  ones  are  no  better. 
Let's  lighten  tbe  good  ship." 

Hark  1  from  the  ship's  dark  bosom, 

Tbe  vei;  sounds  of  hell  t 
The  ringing  clank  of  iron, 

Tbe  maniac's  short,  sharp  jell  I 
The  hoarse,  low  cuise,  throaOstifled  ; 

The  starving  infant's  moan. 
The  horror  of  a  breaking  heart 

Poured  through  a  mother's  groan- 


Below,  bad  all  been  darkness, 
Above,  was  still  the  same. 

Tet  the  holy  breath  of  heaven 
Was  aireetly  breathing  there, 

And  the  heated  broiv  of  feTer 
Cooled  in  the  soft  sea  ur. 

'OTerboaid  with  them,  shipnuiteB  t  " 

Cutlass  and  dirk  were  plied  ; 
Fettered  and  blind,  one  sftcr  one, 

Flanged  down  the  vessel's  side. 
The  sabre  smote  above. 

Beneath,  tbe  lean  shark  lay, 
Waiting  with  wide  and  blood;  jaw 

His  quick  and  human  prey. 

God  of  the  earth  I  what  cries 

Rang  upward  unto  thee  ? 
Voices  of  agony  and  blood. 

From  ship-deck  and  from  sea. 
The  last  dull  plunge  vras  beard, 

Tbe  last  wave  caught  its  st«in, 
And  the  nnsated  shark  looked  up 

For  human  hearts  in  vain. 


Bed  glowed  the  western  waters, 
The  setting  sun  was  there, 

Scattering  alike  on  wave  and  clood 
His  fiery  mesh  of  hair. 

Amidst  a  group  in  blindness, 
A  aolitaiy  eye 


Gazed,  from  the  burdened  slaTer'a  dec 
Into  that  burning  sky. 

"  A  storm,"  spoke  out  the  gazer, 
"Is  gathering  and  at  band  ; 
Curse  on  't,  I  'd  give  iny  other  eye 

For  one  firm  rood  of  Mod." 
And  then  be  laughed,  bnt  only 

His  echoed  laugh  replied. 
For  the  bliuded  and  the  suffering 
Alone  were  at  his  side. 

Nigbt  settled  on  the  waters, 

And  on  a  stonny  heaven. 
While  fiercely  on  that  lone  ship's  tr&ck 

Tbe  thunder-gust  was  driven. 
"  A  sail  J  —  thank  God,  a  sail  t " 

And  as  the  helmsman  spoke. 
Up  through  the  stormy  murmux 

A  shout  of  gladness  broke. 

Down  came  the  stranger  vessel. 

Unheeding  on  her  way, 
So  near  that  on  the  slaver's  deck 

Fell  off  her  driven  spray. 
"Ho  I  for  the  love  of  mercy. 

We  Ve  perishing  and  bliiid  I  '* 
A  ynH  of  utter  agony 

Came  back  upon  tbe  wind  : 


Ten  days  we  've  Hosted  fearfully, 

Unnoting  star  or  sun. 
Our  ship  's  the  slaver  Leon,  — 

We  've  but  a  score  on  b«Mrd  ; 
Our  slaves  are  all  gone  over,  — 

Help,  for  the  love  of  God  I " 

On  livid  brows  of  agony 

The  broad  red  li^tning  shone  ; 
But  the  roar  of  wind  and  thunder 

Stifled  tbe  answering  groan  ; 
Wailed  from  the  broken  waters 

A  last  despuring  cry. 
As,  kindling  m  tbe  stormy  light, 

The  stranger  abip  went  by. 


In  the  sunny  Gnadaloope 
A  dark-hulled  vessel  lay, 

With  a  crew  who  noted  never 
The  nightfall  or  the  day. 

The  blossom  of  the  orange 
Was  white  by  every  streain, 
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And  tropic  leaf,  and  flower,  and  bird 
Were  in  the  warm  sunbeam. 

And  the  sky  was  bright  as  eTer, 

And  the  moonlight  slept  as  well. 
On  the  palm-trees  by  the  hillside, 

And  Uie  streamlet  of  the  dell : 
And  the  glances  of  the  Creole 

Were  still  as  archly  deep. 
And  her  smiles  as  full  as  ever 

Of  passion  and  of  sleep. 

But  vain  were  bird  and  blossom, 

The  green  earth  and  the  sky, 
Aud  the  smile  of  human  faces, 

To  the  slaver's  darkened  eye  ; 
At  the  breaking  of  the  morning. 

At  the  star-lit  evening  time, 
O'er  a  world  of  light  and  beauty 

Pell  the  blackness  of  his  crime. 


EXPOSTULATION 

{Originally  termed  Stanzas,  then  FoUenS\ 

Dr.  Charles  Follen,  a  German  patriot,  who 
had  come  to  America  for  the  freedom  which  was 
denied  him  in  his  native  land,  allied  himself 
with  the  abolitionists,  and  at  a  convention  of 
delegates  from  all  the  aati-alavery  organiza- 
tions in  New  England,  held  at  Boston  in  May, 
1834,  was  ohainnan  of  a  committee  to  prepare 
an  addrras  to  the  people  of  New  England. 
Toward  the  close  of  the  address  occurred  the 
passaire  which  suggested  these  lines. 

"The  despotism  which  our  fathers  could 
not  bear  in  their  native  country  is  ezpirins^, 
and  the  sword  of  justice  in  her  reformed  hands 
has  applied  its  exterminating  edge  to  slavery. 
Shall  the  United  States  —  the  free  Uniteid 
States,  which  could  not  bear  the  bonds  of  a 
king"  —  cradle  the  bondage  which  a  kine  is 
abolishing  ?  Shall  a  Republic  be  less  free  Uian 
a  Monarchy  ?  Shall  we,  in  the  vigor  and  buoy- 
ancy of  our  manhood,  be  less  energetic  in  right- 
eousness than  a  kingdom  in  its  age  ?  "  —  Dr. 
Foilen*8  Address, 

**  Ge.iius  of  America  I  —  Spirit  of  our  free 
institution !  —  where  art  thou  ?  How  art  thou 
fallen,  O  Lucifer !  son  of  the  morning,  —  how 
art  thou  falien  from  Heaven !  Hell  from  be- 
neath is  moved  for  thee,  to  meet  thee  at  thy 
coining  I  The  kings  of  the  earth  cry  out  to 
thee.  Aha !  Aha  I  Art  thou  become  like  unto 
us  ?  "  —  Speech  of^ilSamHeijJ^  May, 

OiTR  fellow-countrymen  in  chains  I 
Slaves,  in  a  land  of  light  and  law  ) 


Slaves,  crouching  on  the  very  plains 
Where  rolled  the  storm  of  Freedom's 
war  1 

A  eroan  from  Eutaw's  haunted  wood, 
A  wail  where  Camden's  mar^rs  fell, 

By  every  shrine  of  patriot  blood, 
From  Moultrie's  wall  and  Jasper's  well ! 

By  storied  hill  and  hallowed  grot. 

By  mossy  wood  and  marshy  glen, 
Whence  rang  of  old  the  rifle-shot. 

And  hurrying  shout  of  Marion's  men  I 
The  groan  of  breaking  hearts  is  there, 

The  falling  lash,  the  fetter's  clank  1 
Slaves,  slaves  are  breathing  in  that  air 

Which  old  De  Kalb  and  Sumter  drank  I 

What  ho  I  our  countrymen  in  chains  ! 

The  whip  on  woman's  shrinking  flesh  I 
Our  soil  yet  reddening  with  the  stains 

Caught  from  her  scourging,  warm  and 
fresh  1 
What  I  mothers  from  their  children  riven  I 

What!  God's  own  image  bought   and 
soldi 
Americans  to  market  driven. 

And  bartered  as  the  brute  for  gold  t 

Speak  !  shall  their  agony  of  prayer 

Come  thrilling  to  our  hearts  in  vain  ? 
To  us  whose  fathers  scorned  to  bear 

The  paltry  menace  of  a  chain  ; 
To  us,  whose  boast  is  loud  and  long 

Of  holy  Liberty  and  Light ; 
Say,  shall  these  writhing  slaves  of  Wrong 

Plead  vainly  for  their  plundered  Right? 

What  I  shall  we  send,  with  lavish  breath. 

Our  sympathies  across  the  wave, 
Where  Manhood,  on  the  field  of  death, 

Strikes  for  his  freedom  or  a  grave  ? 
Shall  prayers  go  up,  and  hymns  be  sung 

For  Greece,  the  Moslem  fetter  spuming, 
And  millions  hail  with  pen  and  tongue 

Out  light  on  all  her  altars  burning  ? 

Shall  Belgium  feel,  aud  gallant  France, 

By  Vendome's  pile   and    Schoenbran's 
wall, 
And  Poland,  gasping  on  her  lance. 

The  impulse  of  our  cheering  call  ? 
And  shall  the  slave,  beneath  our  eye, 

Clank  o'er  our  fields  his  hateful  chain  ? 
And  toss  his  fettered  arms  on  high, 

And  groan  for  Freedom's  gift,  in  vain  ?. 
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Oh,  say,  shall  Prussia's  banner  be 

A  ref age  for  the  stricken  slave  ? 
And  shall  the  Russian  serf  go  free 

By  Baikars  lake  and  Neva's  wave  ? 
And  shall  the  wintry-bosomed  Dane 

Relax  the  iron  hand  of  pride, 
And  bid  his  bondmen  cast  the  chain 

From  fettered  soul  and  limb  aside  ? 

Shall  every  flap  of  England's  flag 

Proclaim  that  all  around  are  free, 
From  farthest  Ind  to  each  blue  crag 

That  beetles  o'er  the  Western  Sea  ? 
And  shall  we  scoff  at  Europe's  kings, 

When  Freedom's  fire  is  dim  with  us, 
And  round  our  country's  altar  clings 

The  damning  shade  of  Slavery's  curse  ? 

Go,  let  us  ask  of  Constantine 

To  loose  his  grasp  on  Poland's  throat ; 
And  beg  the  lord  of  Mahmoud's  line 

To  spare  the  struggling  Suliote  ; 
Will  not  the  scorching  answer  come 

From  turbaned  Turk,  and  scornful  Russ : 
**  Go,  loose  your  fettered  slaves  at  home. 

Then  turn  and  ask  the  like  of  us  t  " 

Jnst  God  I  and  shall  we  calmly  rest, 

The    Christian's    scorn,    the    heathen's 
mirth. 
Content  to  live  the  lingering  jest 

And  by-word  of  a  mocking  Earth  ? 
Shall  our  own  glorious  land  retain 

That    curse    which    Europe    scorns    to 
bear? 
Shall  our  own  brethren  drag  the  chain 

Which  not  even  Russia's  menials  wear  ? 

Up,  then,  in  Freedom's  manly  part. 

From  graybeard  eld  to  fiery  youth, 
And  on  the  nation's  naked  heart 

Scatter  the  living  coals  of  Truth  t 
Up  !  while  ye  slumber,  deeper  yet 

The  shadow  of  our  fame  is  growing  I 
Up  I  while  ye  pause,  our  sun  may  set 

In  blood  around  our  altars  flowing  I 

Oh  t  rouse  ye,  ere  the  storm  comes  forth. 

The  gathered  wrath  of  God  and  man, 
Like  that  which  wasted  Egypt's  earth, 

When  hail  and  fire  above  it  ran. 
Hear  ye  no  warnings  in  the  air  ? 

Feel  ye  no  earthquake  underneath  ? 
Up,  up  I  why  will  ye  slumber  where 

The  sleeper  only  wakes  in  death  ? 


Rise  now  for  Freedom  I  not  in  strife 

Like  that  your  sterner  fathers  saw. 
The  awful  waste  of  human  life, 

The  glory  and  the  guilt  of  war  : 
But  break  the  chain,  the  yoke  remove. 

And  smite  to  earth  Oppression's  rod,. 
With  those  mild  arms  of  Truth  and  Love^ 

Made  mighty  through  the  living  God  ! 

Down  let  the  shrine  of  Moloch  sink, 

And  leave  no  traces  where  it  stood  ; 
Nor  longer  let  its  idol  drink 

His  daily  cup  of  human  blood  ; 
But  rear  another  altar  there. 

To  Truth  and  Love  and  Mercy  g^ven. 
And  Freedom's  gift,  and  Freedom's  prayer. 

Shall  call  an  answer  down  from  Heavenl 


HYMN 

Written  for  the  meeting  of  the  Anti-Slavery 
Society,  at  Chatham  Street  Chapel,  New  York, 
held  on  the  4th  of  the  seventh  month,  1834. 
[Originally  entitled  Lines.] 

O  Thou,  whose  presence  went  before 
Our  fathers  in  their  weary  way, 

As  with  Thy  chosen  moved  of  yore 
The  fire  by  night,  the  cloud  by  day  f 

When  from  each  temple  of  the  free, 
A  nation's  song  ascends  to  Heaven, 

Most  Holy  Father  !  unto  Thee 

May  not  our  humble  prayer  be  given  ? 

Thy  children  all,  though  hue  and  form 
Are  varied  in  Thine  own  good  will. 

With  Thy  own  holy  breathings  warm. 
And  fashioned  in  Thine  image  still. 

We  thank  Thee,  Father  !  hill  and  plain 
Around  us  wave  their  fruits  once  more^ 

And  clustered  vine  and  blossomed  grain 
Are  bending  round  each  cottage  dGK>r. 


And  peace  is  here  ;  and  hope  ano/iove 
Are  round  us  as  a  mantle  tlirp\vn. 

And  unto  Thee,  supreme  above, 
The  knee  of  prayer  is  bow^d  alone. 

But  oh,  for  tho8§4]^^(W  ^^^  l>^& 
As  unto  us,  no  joyful  thrill ; 

For  those  who,  under  Freedom's  wing, 
Are  bound  in  Slavery's  fetters  still  r 
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For  those  to  whom  Thy  written  word 
Of  light  and  love  is  never  given  ; 

For  those  whose  ears  have  never  heard 
The  promise  and  the  hope  of  heaven  I 

For  broken  heart,  and  clouded  mind. 
Whereon  no  human  mercies  fall  ; 

Oh,  be  Thy  gracious  love  inclined, 
Who,  as  a  Father,  pitiest  all  1 

And  grant,  O  Father  I  that  the  time 
Of  Earth's  deliverance  may  be  near, 

When  every  land  and  tongue  and  clime 
The  message  of  Thy  love  shall  hear  ; 

When,  smitten  as  with  fire  from  heaven, 
The  captive's  chain  shall  sink  in  dost, 

And  to  his  fettered  soul  be  given 
The  glorious  freedom  of  the  just  1 


THE  YANKEE  GIRL 

She  sings  by  her  wheel  at  that  low  cot- 
tage-door. 

Which  the  long  evening  shadow  is  stretch- 
ing before, 

With  a  music  as  sweet  as  the  music  which 
seems 

Breathed  softly  and  faint  in  the  ear  of  our 
dreams  I 

How  brilliant  and  mirthful  the  light  of  her 

eye, 
Like  a  star  glancing  out  from  the  blue  of 

the  sky  t 
And  lightly   and  freely  her  dark  tresses 

play 
O  er  a  brow  and  a  bosom  as  lovely  as  they  1 

Who  comes  in  his  pride  to  that  low  cot- 
tage-door. 

The  haughty  and  rich  to  the  humble  and 
poor  ?  * 

'T  is  the  great  Southern  planter,  the  mas- 
ter who  waves 

His  whip  of  dominion  o'er  hundreds  of 
slaves. 

**  Nay,  Ellen,  for  shame  t  Let  those  Yan- 
kee fools  spin. 

Who  would  pass  for  our  slaves  with  a 
change  of  their  skin  ; 


Let  them  toil  as  they  will  at  the  loom  or 

the  wheel. 
Too  stupid  for  shame,  and  too  vulg^  to 

feell 

''But  thou  art  too  lovely  and  precious  a 

gem. 
To  be  bound  to  their  burdens  and  sullied 

by  them  ; 
For  shame,  Ellen,  shame,  cast  thy  bondage 

aside, 
And  away  to  the  South,  as  my  blessing  and 

pride. 

"  Oh,  come  where  no  winter  thy  footsteps 

can  wrong, 
But  where  flowers  are  blossoming  all  the 

year  lon^, 
Where  the  shade  of  the  palm-tree  is  over 

my  home. 
And  the  lemon  and  orange  are  white  in 

their  bloom  1 

**  Oh,  come  to  my  home,  where  my  servants 

shall  all 
Depart  at  thy  bidding  and  come  at  thy  call ; 
They   shall   heed  thee    as    mistress   with 

trembling  and  awe, 
And  each  wish  of  thy  heart  shall  be  felt  aa 

a  law." 

Oh,  could  ye  have  seen  her  —  that  pride  of 

our  girls  — 
Arise  and  cast  back  the  dark  wealth  of  her 

curls. 
With  a  scorn  in  her  eye  which  the  g^er 

could  feel. 
And  a  glance  like  the  sunshine  that  flashes 

on  steel  1 

"  Go  back,  haughty  Southron  I  thy  treas- 
ures of  gold 

Are  dim  with  the  blood  of  the  hearts  thou 
hast  sold  ; 

Thy  home  may  be  lovely,  but  round  it  I 
hear 

The  crack  of  the  whip  and  the  footsteps  of 
fear  1 

''  And  the  sky  of  thy  South  may  be  brighter 

than  ours. 
And  greener  thy  landscapes,  and  fairer  thy 

flowers ; 
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But  deafer  the  blast  round  our 

which  raves. 
Than   the    sweet    Euminer    zephjr    which 

breathes  over  slaTes  ! 

"  Fall  low  at  thj  bidding  thj  negroes  maj 
With  the  iroQ  of  bondage  od   spirit  and 

Yet  know   that  the   Yankee   girl    sooner 

would  be 
Id  fetters  with  them,  than  in  fi«edoiu  with 

thee  I" 


THE -HUNTERS  OF  MEN 

These  lines  were  vritten  when  the  orators  of 
the  Amencon  Colooizatdon  Society  were  de- 
manding' that  the  free  blacks  should  be  sent  to 


Hatx  ye  heard  of  oar  bunting,  o'er  moun- 
tain and  glen, 
Throngb  oane-brake  and  forest,  —  the  hunt- 

The  lords  of  onr  land  to  this  hnnting  have 

gone. 
As  the  lox-hauter  follows  the  sonnd  of  the 

Hark  1  the  cheer  and  the  hallo  I  the  ciaek 
of  the  whip. 

And  the  ^ell  of  the  hound  as  he  fastens  his 
gnp! 

All  Dlitbe  are  onr  hunters,  and  noble  tbeir 
match, 

Hough  hundreds  are  oaught,  there  are  mil- 
lions to  catch. 

So  speed  to  their  hunting,  o'er  mountain 

Through  cane-brake  and  forest,  —  the  bunt- 

Ga;  luck  to  OOF  hunters  1  how  nobl^f  thej 

In  the  glow  of  their  zeal,  and  the  strength 

ot  their  pride  ! 
The  priest  with  his  cassock  flung  back  on 

the  wind. 
Just  screening  the  politic  statesman  behind  ; 
The  saint  ana  the  sinner,  with  cursing  and 


The  dmnk  and  the  sober,  ride  merrily  theM. 
And  woman,  kind  woman,  wife,  widow,  and 

For  the  ^ood  of  the  honted,  is  lending  her 

Her  foot 's  in  the  slirrup,  her  hand  on  the 

How  blithely  she  rides  to  the  hunting  of 


Priest,  warrior,  and  statesman,  from  Geor- 
gia to  Maine, 
All  mounting  the  saddle,  all  grasping  the 

Kght  merrily  hunting  the  black  man,  whose 

Is  the  curl  of  his  hair  and  the  hue  of  his 

skin  I 
Woe,  now,  to  the  hunted  who  turns  him  at 

bayt 
WiU  our  hunters  be  turned  from  their  pnr- 

pose  and  prey  ? 
Will  their  hearts  fail  within  them  ?  their 

nerres  tremble,  when 
All  roughly  they  ride  to  the  hunting  of  men? 

Ho  t  alms  for  our  hunters  1  all  weary  and 

Wax  tbe  curse  of  the  sinner  and  prayer  of 

the  saint. 
Tlie  bom  is  wound  faintly,  the  echoes  nre 

still. 
Over  cane-brake  and  riyer,  and  forest  and 

bill. 
Haste,  alms  for  our  hunters  1  the  hunted 

Have  turned  from  their  flight  with  their 

backs  to  the  shore  : 
What  right  have  they  here  in  the  home  of 

the  white. 
Shadowed  o'er  by  our  banner  of  Freedom 

and  Right  ? 
Ho  1  alms  for  the  hunters  I  or  never  again 
Will  they  ride  in  tbeir  pomp  to  tbe  hunting 

of  men  I 

Alms,  alms  for  our  hunters  t  why  will  ye  de- 

Wben  their  pride  and  their  glory  are  melt- 
ing away  ? 
The  parson  has  turned  ;  for,  on  charge  of 
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Who  goeth  a  warfare,  or  hunting,  alone  ? 
Hie  politio  statesman  looks  back  with  a 

sigh, 
There  is  doubt  in  his  heart,  there  is  fear  in 

his  eye. 
Oh,  haste,  lest  that  doubting  and  fear  shall 

prevail. 
And  the  head  of  his  steed  take  the  place  of 

the  tail. 
Oh,  haste,  ere  he  leave  us  I  for  who  will 

ride  then, 
For  pleasure  or  gain,  to  the  hunting  of 

men? 


STANZAS  FOR  THE  TIMES 

The  *'  Times "  referred  to  were  those  evil 
times  of  the  pro-slavery  meeting  in  Fanenil 
Hall,  August  21,  1835,  in  which  a  demand  was 
made  for  the  suppression  of  free  nieech,  lest  it 
should  endanger  the  foundation  of  oommeroial 
society. 

Is  this  the  land  our  fathers  loved. 

The  freedom  which  they  toiled  to  win  ? 

Is  this  the  soil  whereon  they  moved  ? 
Are  these  the  fipraves  they  slumber  in  ? 

Are  we  the  sons  oy  whom  are  borne 

The  mantles  which  the  dead  have  worn  ? 

And  shall  we  crouch  above  these  graves, 
With  craven  soul  and  fettered  lip  ? 

Yoke  in  with  marked  and  branded  slaves. 
And  tremble  at  the  driver's  whip  ? 

Bend  to  the  earth  our  pliant  knees. 

And  speak  but  as  our  masters  please  ? 

Shall  outraged  Nature  cease  to  feel  ? 

Shall  Mercy's  tears  no  longer  flow  ? 
Shall  ruffian  threats  of  cord  and  steel, 

The  dungeon's  gloom,  the  assassin's  blow, 
Turn  back  the  spirit  roused  to  save 
The  Truth,  our  Country,  and  the  slave  ? 

Of  human  skulls  that  shrine  was  made. 
Round  which  the  priests  of  Mexico 

Before  their  loathsome  idol  prayed  ; 
Is  Freedom's  altar  fashioned  so  ? 

And  must  we  yield  to  Freedom's  Grod, 

As  offering  meet,  the  negro's  blood  ? 

8haU  tongiie   be    mute,  when   deeds    are 
wrought 
Which  well  might  shame  ertremest  hell  ? 


Shall  freemen  lock  the  indignant  thought  7 

Shall  Pity's  bosom  cease  to  swell  ? 
Shall  Honor  bleed  ?  —  shall    Truth  suo- 

cumb? 
Shall  pen,  and  press,  and  soul  be  dumb  ? 

No ;  by  each  spot  of  haunted  ground. 
Where  Freedom  weeps  her  children's 
faU; 
By  Plymouth's  rock,  and  Bunker's  mound  ; 
By  Griswold's  stained    and  shattered 
wall ; 
By  Warren's  ghost,  by  Langdon's  shade  ; 
By  all  the  memories  of  our  dead  I 

By  their  enlarging  souls,  which  burst 
The  bands  and  fetters  round  them  set ; 

By  the  free  Pilgrim  spirit  nursed 
Within  our  inmost  bosoms,  yet, 

By  all  above,  around,  below. 

Be  ours  the  indig^nant  answer,  —  No ! 

No  ;  guided  by  our  country's  laws. 

For  truth,  and  right,  and  suffering  man^ 

Be  ours  to  strive  in  Freedom's  cause. 
As  Christians  may,  as  freemen  can  I 

Still  pouring  on  unwilling  ears 

That  truth  oppression  omy  fears. 

What !  shall  we  guard  our  neighbor  still. 
While  woman  shrieks  beneath  his  rod, 

And  while  he  tramples  down  at  will 
The  image  of  a  common  Grod  ? 

Shall  watch  and  ward  be  round  him  set, 

Of  Northern  nerve  and  bayonet  ? 

And  shall  we  know  and  share  with  him 
The  danger  and  the  growing  shame  ? 

And  see  our  Freedom's  light  grow  dim. 
Which  should  have  filled  the  world  with 
flame? 

And,  writhing,  feel,  where'er  we  turn, 

A  world's  reproach  around  us  bum  ? 

Is  't  not  enough  that  this  is  borne  ? 

And  asks  our  haughty  neighbor  more  ? 
Must  fetters  which  his  slaves  have  worn 

Clank  round  the  Yankee  farmer's  door  ? 
Must  he  be  told,  beside  his  plough, 
What  he  must  speak,  and  when,  and  how  ? 

Must  he  be  told  his  freedom  stands 
On  Slavery's  dark  foundations  strong  ; 

On  breaking  hearts  and  fettered  hands. 
On  robbery,  and  crime,  and  wrong  ? 
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Its  life,  its  soul,  from  slavery  dmwn  I 
False,  foul,  profane  !     Go,  teach  as  well 

Of  holy  Truth  from  Falsehood  bom  I 
Of  Heaven  refreshed  by  aim  from  Hell  I 

Ot  Virtue  in  the  anm  of  Vice  1 

Of  DoDiuna  planting  Paradise  1 

Kail  on,  then,  bretliren  of  the  South, 
Ye  shall  not  bear  the  truth  the  less  ; 

No  seal  ia  on  the  Yankee's  inoutli, 
No  fetter  on  the  Yankee's  press  ! 

From  our  Greeu  Mountains  to  the  sea, 

One  voice  shall  thunder,  We  are  free  I 


CLERICAL  OPPRESSORS 

In  tha  rrport  of  the  celehrated  pro-slaTery 
mreling'  in  Charltston,  S.  C. .  on  the  4th  of  the 
ninth  month,  l^i,  published  in  the  Courjir  of 
thjit  city,  it  is  slated :  "The  clergy  of  nil  de- 
naminationB  attended  in  a  bod;,  lundine:  their 
sanction  to  the  proceKdings,  and  adding  by 
their  presence  to  the  inipresaive  charsctoi  oS 
the  scene  1  " 

Just  God  !  and  these  nrp  they 
Who  minietec  at  thbe  altar,  God  of  lti|ht  I 
Hen  who  their  bands  with  prayer  and  bless- 

inglay 
On  grael's  Ark  of  light  t 

What !  preaob,  and  kidnap  meD  7 
Give   thanks,   and   rob   thy   own   afBiuted 

rDor? 
thy  glorious  liberty,  and  then 
Bolt  banl  the  captive's  door  ? 

Wnat  I  servants  of  thy  own 
Merciful  Son,  who  came  to  seek  aod  save 
The   homeless  and    the  outcast,  fettering 

The  tasked  and  plundered  slave  I 


Just  God  and  holy  t  is  that  obnTcli,  whicb 

Strength  to  the  spoiler,  thute  ? 

Paid  hy^ooriteii,  who  tarn 
Judgment  aaiAe,  and  rob  the  Holy  Botdc 


Of  those  high  words  of  truth  which  search 

In  warning  and  rebuke  j 

Feed  fat,  ye  locusts,  feed  I 
And,  in  your  tasselled  pulpits,  thank  Um 

That,  from  the  toiling  bondman's  utter  need, 
Y^e  pile  your  own  fuU  board. 

How  long,  O  Ijord  !  how  long 
Shall  such  a  priesthood  barter  truth  awaj. 
And  in  Thy  name,  for  robbery  and  wrong 

At  Thy  own  aitws  pray  ? 


Shall  not  the  living  God  of  all  the  earth, 
And  heaven  above,  do  right  ? 

Woe,  then,  to  all  who  grind 
Their  brethren  of  a  comnioii  Father  down  I 
To   all   who   plunder   from   the   im mortal 

Its  bright  aud  glorious  erown  I 

Woe  to  the  priesthood  1  woe 
To  those  whose  hire  is  with  the   price  of 

Perrerting,  darkening,  changing,  a>  they 
go. 
The  searching  truths  of  God  I 

Their  glor;  and  their  might 
Shall   perish  ;  aud  their  very  names  shall 


Oh,  speed  the  n 
When  Wrong  shall  cease,  and  Liberty  uid 

And  Truth  and  Right  throughout  the  earth 
be  known 
As  in  their  home  above. 


A   SUMMONS 

Written  on  the  adoption  of  Piockne^'s  Reso- 
lutions in  the  House  of  RepresentativeB,  and 
the  pussBgv  of  Calhoun's  "  Bill  for  excluding 
Papen  written  or  printed,  tnnching  the  snb- 
JBOt  of  Slavery,  from  the  U.  S.  P  ~       "  ' 

the  Senate  of  the  United  SUtes. 
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Mr.  Pinckney's  resolutions  were  in  brief  that 
Congre^  had  no  authority  to  interfere  in  any 
way  with  slavery  in  the  States ;  that  it  ought 
not  to  interfere  with  it  in  the  District  of  Co- 
lumbia, and  that  all  resolutions  to  that  end 
should  be  laid  on  the  table  without  printing. 
Mr.  Calhoun ^s  bill  made  it  a  penal  offence  for 
postmasters  in  any  State,  District,  or  Territory 
"  knowingly  to  deliver,  to  any  person  whatever, 
any  pamphlet,  newspaper,  handbill,  or  other 
printed  paper  or  pictorial  representation,  touch- 
ing the  subject  of  slavery,  where,  by  the  laws 
of  the  said  State,  District,  or  Territory,  their 
circulation  was  prohibited.*'  [Originally  en- 
titled Lines] 

Men  of  the  North-land  !  where 's  the  manly 
spirit 
Of  the  tnie-hearted  and  the  unshackled 
gone  ? 
Sons  of  old  freemen,  do  we  but  inherit 
Their  names  alone  ? 

Is  the  old  Pilgrim  spirit  quenched  within  us, 
Stoops  the  strong  manhood  of  our  souls 
so  low, 
That  Mammon's  lure  or  Party's  wile  can 
win  us 
To  silence  now  ? 

Now,   when  our  land  to  ruin's  brink  is 
verging, 
In  God's  name,  let  us  speak  while  there 
is  time  f 
Now,  when  the  padlocks  for  our  lips  are 
forging. 

Silence  is  crime  ! 

What !  shall   we  henceforth  humbly   ask 
as  favors 
Rights  all  our  own  ?    In  madness  shall 
we  barter. 
For  treacherous  peace,  the  freedom  Nature 
gave  us, 

God  and  our  charter  ? 

Here  shall  the  statesman  forge  his  human 
fetters, 
Here  the  false  jurist  human  rights  deny. 
And  in  the  church,  their  proud  and  skilled 
abettors 

Make  truth  a  lie  ? 

Torture  the  pages  of  the  hallowed  Bible, 
To   sanction    crime,  and   robbery,   and 
blood? 


And,  in  Oppression's  hateful  service,  libel 
Both  man  and  (xod  ? 

Shall  our  New  England  stand  erect  no 
longer, 
But  stoop  in  chains  upon  her  downward 
way, 
Thicker  to  gather  on  her  limbs  and  stronger 
Day  after  day  ? 

Oh  no  ;  methinks  from  all  her  wild,  green 
mountains  ; 
From    valleys    where    her    slumbering 
fathers  lie  ; 
From   her    blue    rivers  and  her  welling 
fountains. 

And  clear,  cold  sky  ; 

From  her  rou^h  coast,  and  isles,  which 
hungry  Ocean 
Gnaws  with   his  surges  ;  from  the  fish- 
er's skift, 
With  white  sail  swaying  to  the  billow's  mo- 
tion 

Round  rock  and  cliff  ; 

From   the   free  fireside   of  her  unbought 
farmer ; 
From  her  free  laborer  at  his  loom  and 
wheel  ; 
From  the   brown  smith-shop,  where,  be- 
neath the  hammer. 
Rings  the  red  steel ; 

From  each  and  all,  if  God  hath  not  forsaken 

Our  land,  and  left  us  to  an  evil  choice. 
Loud  as   the  sunmier   thunderbolt    shall 
waken 
A  People's  voice. 

Startling  and  stern !  the  Northern  winds 
shall  bear  it 
Over  Potomac's  to  St.  Mary's  wave  ; 
And  buried  Freedom  shall  awake  to  hear  it 
Within  her  grave. 

Oh,  let  that  voice  go  forth !    The  bond- 
man sighing 
By  Santee's  wave,  in  Mississippi's  cane, 
Shall  feel  the  hope,  within  his  bosom  dying, 
Revive  again. 

Let  it  go  forth !    The  millions  who  are 
gazing 
Sadly  upon  us  from  afar  shall  smilA^ 


274 


ANTI-SLAVERY  POEMS 


And  onto  God  devout  thanksgiving  raising, 
Bleis  OS  the  while. 

Oh  for  yoor  ancient  freedom,  pure  and 
holy, 
For  the  deliverance  of  a  groaning  earth. 
For  the  wronged  captive,  bleeding,  crushed, 
and  lowly. 

Let  it  go  forth  ! 

Sons  of  the  best  of  fathers  I  will  ye  fal- 
ter 
With  all  they  left  ye  perilled  and  at 
stake? 
Ho  1  once  again  on  Freedom's  holy  altar 
The  fire  awake  I 

Prayer-strengthened  for  the  trial,  come  to- 
gether, 
Put  on  the  harness  for  the  moral  fight, 
And,  with  the  blessing  of  your  Heavenly 
Father, 

Maintain  the  right  1 


TO   THE   MEMORY  OF   THOMAS 

SHIPLEY 

Thomas  Shipley  of  Philadelphia  was  a  life- 
long Christian  philanthropiat,  and  adyocate 
of  emancipation.  At  his  funeral  thousands  of 
colored  people  came  to  take  their  last  look  at 
their  friend  and  protector.  He  died  Septem- 
ber 17,  1836. 

Gone  to  thy  Heavenly  Father's  rest ! 

The  flowers  of  Eden  round  thee  blow- 
ing, 
And  on  thine  ear  the  murmurs  blest 

Of  Siloa's  waters  softly  flowing  ! 
Beneath  that  Tree  of  Life  which  gives 
To  all  the  earth  its  healing  leaves 
Li  the  white  robe  of  angels  clad, 

And  wandering  by  that  sacred  river. 
Whose  streams  of  holiness  make  glad 

The  city  of  our  God  forever  I 

Grentlest  of  spirits  !  not  for  thee 

Our  tears  are  shed,  our  sighs  are  g^iven  ; 

Why  mourn  to  know  thou  art  a  free 
Partaker  of  the  joys  of  heaven  ? 

finished  thy  work,  and  kept  thy  faith 

Li  Christian  firmness  unto  death  ; 

And  beautiful  as  sky  and  earth, 


When  autumn's  sun  is  downward  going. 
The  blessed  memory  of  thy  worth 

Around  thy  place  of  slumber  glowing  I 

Bnt  woe  for  us  !  who  linger  still 

With  feebler  strength  and  hearts  leas 
lowly. 
And  minds  less  steadfast  to  the  will 

Of  Him  whose  every  work  is  holy. 
For  not  like  thine,  is  crucified 
The  spirit  of  our  human  pride  : 
And  at  the  bondman's  tale  of  woe. 

And  for  the  outcast  and  forsaken. 
Not  warm  like  thine,  but  cold  and  slow. 

Our  weaker  sympathies  awaken. 

Darkly  upon  our  struggling  way 

The  storm  of  human  hate  is  sweeping  ; 
Hunted  and  branded,  and  a  prey. 

Our  watch  amidst  the  darkness  keeping 
Oh,  for  that  hidden  strength  which  can 
Nerve  unto  death  the  inner  man  I 
Oh,  for  thy  spirit,  tried  and  true, 

And  constant  in  the  hour  of  trial. 
Prepared  to  suffer,  or  to  do, 

In  meekness  and  in  self-denial. 

Oh,  for  that  spirit,  meek  and  mild, 
Derided,  spumed,  yet  uncomplaining  ; 

By  man  deserted  and  reviled, 

Yet  faithful  to  its  trust  remaining. 

Still  prompt  and  resolute  to  save 

From  scourge  and  chain  the  hunted  slave  ; 

Unwavering  in  the  Truth's  defence, 

Even  where  the  fires  of  Hate  were  bum- 

The  unquailing  eye  of  innocence 
Alone  upon  the  oppressor  turning  1 

O  loved  of  thousands  !  to  thy  grave, 

Sorrowing  of  heart,  thy  brethren  bore 
thee. 
The  poor  man  and  the  rescued  slave 

Wept  as   the   broken  earth   closed  o'er 
thee  ; 
And  grateful  tears,  like  summer  rain. 
Quickened  its  dying  grass  again  ! 
And  there,  as  to  some  pilgrim-shrine, 

Shall  come  the  outcast  and  the  lowly. 
Of  gentle  deeds  and  words  of  thine 

Recalling  memories  sweet  and  holy  I 

Oh,  for  the  death  the  righteous  die  ! 
An  end,  like  autumu's  day  declining, 
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On  human  hearts,  as  on  the  sky, 

With  holier,  tenderer  beauty  shining  ; 

As  to  the  parting  soul  were  given 

The  radiance  of  an  openine  heaven  ! 

As  if  that  pure  and  blessed  light, 
From  off  the  Eternal  altar  flowing, 

Were  bathing,  in  its  upward  flight. 
The  spirit  to  its  worship  going  ! 


THE   MORAL  WARFARE 

When  Freedom,  on  her  natal  day, 
Within  her  war-rocked  cradle  lay, 
An  iron  race  around  her  stood. 
Baptized  her  infant  brow  in  blood  ; 
And,  through  the  storm  which  round  her 

swept, 
Their  constant  ward  and  watching  kept. 

Then,  where  our  quiet  herds  repose, 
The  roar  of  balef  uh  battle  rose. 
And  brethren  of  a  common  tongue 
To  mortal  strife  as  tigers  sprung. 
And  every  gift  on  Freedom's  shrine 
Was  man  for  beast,  and  blood  for  wine  I 

Our  fathers  to  their  graves  have  gone  ; 
Their  strife  is  past,  their  triumph  won  ; 
But  sterner  trials  wait  the  race 
Which  rises  in  their  honored  place  ; 
A  moral  warfare  with  the  crime 
And  folly  of  an  evil  time. 

So  let  it  be.     In  God's  own  might 

We  gird  us  for  the  coming  fight. 

And,  strong  in  Him  whose  cause  is  ours 

In  conflict  with  unholy  powers. 

We  grasp  the  weapons  He  has  given, — 

The  Light,  and  Truth,  and  Love  of  Heaven. 


RITNER 

Written  on  reading  the  Message  of  Governor 
Ritner,  of  Pennsylvania,  18^36.  The  fact  re- 
dounds to  the  credit  and  serves  to  perpetuate 
the  memory  of  the  independent  farmer  and 
high-souled  statesman,  that  he  alone  of  all  the 
Governors  of  the  Union  in  1SS6  met  the  insulting 
demands  and  menaces  of  the  South  in  a  manner 
becoming  a  freeman  and  hater  of  Slavery,  in 
his  message  to  the  Legislature  of  Pennsylvania. 
[Originally  entitled  Lines,] 


Thank  God  for  the  token  I  one  lip  is  still 

free, 
One  spirit  untrammelled,  unbending  one 

knee ! 
Like  the  oak  of  the  mountain,  deep-rooted 

and  firm. 
Erect,  when  the  multitude  bends  to  the 

storm  ; 
When  traitors  to    Freedom,  and    Honor, 

and  God, 
Are  bowed  at  an  Idol  polluted  with  blood  ; 
When  the  recreant  North  has  forgotten  her 

trust. 
And  the  lip  of  her  honor  is  low  in  the  dust, — 
Thank  Grod,  that  one  arm  from  the  shackle 

has  broken ! 
Thank  God,  that  one  man  as  a  freeman  has 

spoken  I 

O'er  thy  crags,  Alleghany,  a  blast  has  been 

blown  I 
Down  thy  tide,  Susquehanna,  the  murmur 

has  gone  ! 
To  the  land  of  the  South,  of  the  charter  and 

chain. 
Of  Liberty  sweetened  with  Slavery's  pain  ; 
Where  the  cant  of  Democracy  dwells  on  the 

lips 
Of  the  forgers  of  fetters,  and  wielders  of 

whips ! 
Where  "  chivalric  "  honor  means  really  no 

more 
Than  scourging  of  women,  and  robbing  the 

poor ! 
Where  the  Moloch  of  Slavery  sitteth  on 

high, 
And  the  words  which  he  utters,  are  — Wor- 
ship, or  die  f 

Right  onward,  oh,  speed  it !     Wherever  the 

blood 
Of  the  wronged  and  the  gutless  is  crying 

to  God  ; 
Wherever  a  slave  in  his  fetters  is  pining  ; 
Wherever  the  lash  of  the  driver  is  twining  ; 
Wherever  from  kindred,  torn  rudely  apart. 
Comes  the  sorrowful  wail  of  the  broken  of 

heart ; 
Wherever  the  shackles  of  tyranny  bind, 
In  silence  and  darkness,  the  God -given 

mind  ; 
There,  God  speed  it  onward  I  its  truth  will 

be  felt, 
The  bonds  shall  be  loosened,  the  iron  shall 

melt  I 
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And  oh,  will  the  land  where  the  free  soul 

of  Penn 
Still  lingers  and  breathes  over  mountain  and 

glen  ; 
Will    the   land   where   a  Benezet's  spirit 

went  forth 
To  the  peeled  and  the  meted,  and  outcast 

of  Earth  ; 
Where  the  words  of  the  Charter  of  Liberty 

first 
From  the  soul  of  the  sage  and  the  patriot 

burst ; 
Where  first  for  the  wronged  and  the  weak 

of  their  kind, 
The   Christian  and  statesman  their  efforts 

combined  ; 
Will  that   land  of  the  free  and  the  good 

wear  a  chain  ? 
Will  the  call  to  the  rescue  of  Freedom  be 

vain? 

No,  Ritner  I  her  "  Friends "  at  thy  warn- 
ing shall  stand 
Erect   for  the   truth,  like  their  ancestral 

baud  ; 
Forgetting  the  feuds  and  the  strife  of  past 

time. 
Counting  coldness  injustice,  and  silence  a 

crime  ; 
Turning  back  from  the  cavil  of  creeds,  to 

unite 
Once  again  for  the  poor  in  defence  of  the 

Right ; 
Breastinjg;  calmly,  but  firmly,  the  full  tide 

of  Wrong, 
Overwhelmed,  but  not  borne  on  its  surges 

along  ; 
Unappalled  by  the  danger,  the  shame,  and 

the  pain, 
And  counting  each  trial  for  Truth  as  their 

gain  I 

And   that  bold-hearted  yeomanry,  honest 

and  true, 
Who,  haters  of  fraud,  give  to  labor  its  due  ; 
Whose   fathers,   of    old,   sang  in   concert 

witli  thine, 
On  the  banks  of  Swetara,  the  songs  of  the 

Rhine,  — 
The  German-born  pilgrims,  who  first  dared 

to  brave 
The  scorn  of  the  proud  in  the  cause  of  the 

slave  ; 
Will  the  sons  of  such  men  yield  the  lords 

of  the  South 


One  brow  for  the  brand,  for  the  padlock 

one  mouth  ? 
They  cater  to  tyrants?    They  rivet  the 

chain, 
Which  their  fathers  smote  off,  on  the  negro 

again? 

No,  never  !  one  voice,  like  the  sound  in  the 

cloud. 
When   the  roar  of  the  storm  waxes  loud 

and  more  loud. 
Wherever  the  foot  of  the  freeman  hath 

pressed 
From  the  Delaware's  marge  to  the  Lake 

of  the  West, 
On  the  South-going  breezes  shall  deepen 

and  grow 
Till  the  land  it  sweeps  over  shall  tremble 

below  I 
The  voice  of  a  people,  uprisen,  awake, 
Pennsylvania's  watchword,  with  Freedom 

at  stake. 
Thrilling  up  from  each  valley,  flung  down 

from  each  height, 
"  Our  Country  and  Liberty  I    God  for  the 

Right ! " 


THE   PASTORAL   LETTER 

The  General  Association  of  Congregational 
mioisters  in  Massachusetts  met  at  Brookfield, 
June  27,  1837,  and  issued  a  Pastoral  Letter  to 
the  churches  under  its  care.  The  immediate 
occasion  of  it  was  the  profound  sensation  pro- 
duced by  the  recent  public  lecture  in  Massa- 
chusetts by  Angelina  and  Sarah  Grimk^,  two 
noble  women  from  South  Carolina,  who  bore 
their  testimony  against  slavery.  The  Letter 
demanded  that "  the  perplexed  and  agitating 
subjects  which  are  now  common  amongst  us 
.  .  .  should  not  be  forced  upon  any  church 
as  matters  for  debate,  at  the  hazard  of  aliena- 
tion and  division,"  and  called  attention  to  tlie 
dangers  now  seeming  ''  to  threaten  the  female 
character  with  widespread  and  permanent  in- 
jury." 

So,  this  is  all,  —  the  utmost  reach 

Of  priestly  power  the  mind  to  fetter  f 
When  laymen  think,  when  women  preach, 

A  war  of  words,  a  "  Pastoral  Letter  !  " 
Now,  shame  upon  ye,  parish  Popes  ! 

Was  it  thus  with  those,  your  predecessorSi 
Who  sealed  with  racks,  and  fire,  and  ropea 

Their  loving-kindness  to  transgressors  ? 
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A  **  Pastoral  Letter,"  grave  and  dull  ; 

Alas  !  in  hoof  and  boms  and  features, 
How  different  is  your  Brookiield  bull 

From  him  who  bellows  from  St.  Peter's  I 
Your  pastoral  rights  and  powers  from  harm, 

Think  ye,  can  words  alone  preserve  them? 
Your  wiser  fathers  taught  the  arm 

And  sword  of  temporal  power  to  serve 
them. 

Oh,  glorious  days,  when  Church  and  State 

Were  wedded  by  your  spiritual  fathers  ! 
And  on  submissive  shoulders  sat 

Your  Wilsons  and  your  Cotton  Mathers. 
No  vile  "  itinerant "  then  could  mar 

The  beauty  of  your  tranquil  Zion, 
But  at  his  peril  of  the  scar 

Of  hangman's  whip  and  branding-iron. 

Then,  wholesome  laws  relieved  the  Church 

Of  heretic  and  mischief-maker, 
And  priest  and  bailiff  joined  in  search, 

By  turns,  of  Papist,  witch,  and  Quaker  ! 
The  stocks  were  at  each  church's  door, 

The  gallows  stood  on  Boston  Common, 
A  Papist's  ears  the  pillory  bore,  — 

The  gallows-rope,  a  Quaker  woman  ! 

Your  fathers  dealt  not  as  ye  deal 

With  "non-professing  "  frantic  teachers  ; 
They  bored  the  tongue  with  red-hot  steel, 

And  flayed  the  backs  of  "  female  preach- 
ers." 
Old  Hampton,  had  her  fields  a  tongue. 

And  Salem's  streets  could  tell  their  story. 
Of  fainting  woman  dragged  along. 

Gashed  by  the  whip  accursed  and  gory  ! 

And  will  ye  ask  me,  why  this  taunt 

Of  memories  sacred  from  the  scomer  ? 
And  why  with  reckless  hand  I  plant 

A  nettle  on  the  graves  ye  honor  ? 
Not  to  reproach  New  England's  dead 

This  record  from  the  past  I  summon, 
Of  manhood  to  the  scaffold  led. 

And  suffering  and  heroic  woman. 

No,  for  yourselves  alone,  I  turn 

The  pages  of  intolerance  over. 
That,  in  their  spirit,  dark  and  stem, 

Ye  haply  may  your  own  discover  I 
For,  if  ye  claim  the  "  pastoral  right " 

To  silence  Freedom's  voice  of  warning. 
And  from  your  precincts  shut  the  light 

Of  Freedom's  day  around  ye  dawning  ; 


If  when  an  earthquake  voice  of  power 

And  signs  in  earth  and  heaven  are  show- 
ing 
That  forth,  in  its  appointed  hour, 

The  Spirit  of  the  Lord  is  going  I 
And,  with  that  Spirit,  Freedom's  light 

On  kindred,  tongue,  and  people  break- 
ing, 
Whose  slumbering  millions,  at  the  sight, 

In  glory  and  in  strength  are  waking  I 

When  for  the  sighing  of  the  poor. 

And  for  the  needy,  God  hath  risen, 
And  chains  are  breaking,  and  a  door 

Is  opening  for  the  souls  in  prison  1 
If  then  ye  would,  with  puny  hands. 

Arrest  the  very  work  of  Heaven, 
And  bind  anew  the  evil  bands 

Which  God's  right  arm  of  power  hath 
riven ; 

What  marvel  that,  in  many  a  mind, 

Those  darker  deeds  of  bigot  madness 
Are  closely  with  your  own  combined. 

Yet  "  less  in  anger  than  in  sadness  "  ? 
What  marvel,  if  the  people  learn 

To  claim  the  right  of  free  opinion  ? 
What  marvel,  if  at  times  they  spurn 

The  ancient  yoke  of  your  dominion  ? 

A  glorious  remnant  linger  yet, 

Whose  lips  are  wet  at  Freedom's  foun- 
tains. 
The  comin|^  of  whose  welcome  feet 

Is  beautiful  upon  our  mountains  I 
Men,  who  the  gospel  tidings  bring 

Of  Liberty  and  Love  forever. 
Whose  joy  is  an  abiding  spring, 

Whose  peace  is  as  a  gentle  river  t 

But  ve,  who  scorn  the  thrilling  tale 

Of  Carolina's  high-souled  daughters, 
Which  echoes  here  the  mournful  wail 

Of  sorrow  from  Edisto's  waters. 
Close  while  ye  may  the  public  ear, 

With  malice  vex,  with  slander   wound 
them. 
The  pure  and  good  shall  throng  to  hear. 

And  tried  and  manly  hearts  surround 
them. 

Oh,  ever  may  the  power  which  led 
Their  way  to  such  a  fiery  trial, 

And  strengthened  womanhood  to  tread 
The  wine-press  of  such  self-denial, 
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Be  round  them  in  an  evil  land, 

With  wisdom  and  with  strength  from 
Heaven, 
With  Miriam's  voice,  and  Judith's  hand. 

And  Deborah's  song,  for  triumph  given ! 

And  what  are  ye  who  strive  with  God 

Against  the  ark  of  His  salvation. 
Moved  by  the  breath  of  prayer  abroad, 

With  blessings  for  a  dyine  nation  ? 
What,  but  the  stubble  and  the  hay 

To  perish,  even  as  flax  consuming, 
With  all  that  bars  His  glorious  way, 

Before  the  brightness  of  His  coming  ? 

And  thou,  sad  Angel,  who  so  long 

Hast  waited  for  the  glorious  token. 
That  Earth  from  all  her  bonds  of  wrong 

To  liberty  and  light  has  broken,  — 
Angel  of  Freedom  f  soon  to  thee 

The  sounding  trumpet  shall  be  given. 
And  over  Earth's  full  jubilee 

Shall  deeper  joy  be  felt  in  Heaven  I 


HYMN 

Written  for  the  celebration  of  the  third  an- 
nivenary  of  British  emancipation,  at  the  Broad- 
way Tabernacle,  New  York,  fint  of  Aug^nat, 
1837.     [OrigmaUy  entitled  Lines.] 

O  Holt  Father  !  just  and  true 

Are  all  Thy  works  and  words  and  ways. 
And  unto  Thee  alone  are  due 

Thanksgivingand  eternal  praise  I 
As  children  of  Thy  gracious  care, 

We  veil  the  eye,  we  bend  the  knee. 
With  broken  words  of  praise  and  prayer, 

Father  and  Grod,  we  come  to  Thee. 

For  Thou  hast  heard,  O  God  of  Right, 

The  sighing  of  the  island  slave  ; 
And  stretched  for  him  the  arm  of  might, 

Not  shortened  that  it  could  not  save. 
The  laborer  sits  beneath  his  vine. 

The  shackled  soul  and  hand  are  free  ; 
Thanksgiving  I  for  the  work  is  Thine  I 

Praise  I  for  the  blessing  is  of  Thee  I 

And  oh,  we  feel  Thy  presence  here. 
Thy  awful  am,  in  judgment  bare  I 

Thine  eye  hath  seen  the  bondman's  tear  ; 
Thine  ear  hath  heard  the  bondman's 
prayer. 


Praise  I  for  the  pride  of  man  is  low, 
The  counsels  of  the  wise  are  naught, 

The  fountains  of  repentance  flow  ; 

What  hath  our  Grod  in  mercy  wrought  ? 

Speed  on  Thy  work.  Lord  Grod  of  Hosts  ! 

And  when  the  bondman's  chain  is  xiven. 
And  swells  from  all  our  guilty  coasts 

The  anthem  of  the  free  to  Heaven, 
Oh,  not  to  those  whom  Thou  hast  led. 

As  with  Thy  cloud  and  fire  before, 
But  unto  Thee,  in  fear  and  dread. 

Be  praise  and  glory  evermore. 


THE    FAREWELL 

OF  A  VIRGINIA  SLAVE  MOTHER  TO  HER 
DAUGHTERS  SOLD  INTO  SOUTHERN 
BONDAGE 

Gone,  gone,  —  sold  and  gone. 
To  the  rice-swamp  dank  and  lone. 
Where  the  slave-whip  ceaseless  swings 
Where  the  noisome  insect  stings, 
Where  the  fever  demon  strews 
Poison  with  the  falling  dews. 
Where  the  sickly  simbeams  glare 
Through  the  hot  and  misty  air  ; 
Gone,  gone,  —  sold  and  gone, 
To  the  rice-swamp  dank  and  lone. 
From  Virginia's  hills  and  waters  ; 
Woe  is  me,  my  stolen  daughters  ! 

Grone,  gone,  —  sold  and  gone, 
To  the  rice-swamp  dank  and  lone* 
There  no  mother's  eye  is  near  them. 
There  no  mother's  ear  can  hear  them  ; 
Never,  when  the  torturing  lash 
Seams  their  back  with  many  a  gash. 
Shall  a  mother's  kindness  bless  them, 
Or  a  mother's  arms  caress  them. 
Gone,  gone,  — sold  and  gone, 
To  the  rice-swamp  dank  and  lone. 
From  Virginia's  hills  and  waters  ; 
Woe  is  me,  my  stolen  daughters  ! 

Gone,  gone,  —  sold  and  gone, 
To  the  rice-swamp  dank  and  lone. 
Oh,  when  weary,  sad,  and  slow. 
From  the  fields  at  night  they  go. 
Faint  with  toil,  and  racked  with  pain, 
To  their  cheerless  homes  again. 
There  no  brother's  voice  shall  greet  them 
There  no  father's  welcome  meet  them. 
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Crone,  gone,  —  sold  and  gone, 
To  the  lice-swamp  dank  and  lone. 
From  Virginia's  lulls  and  waters  ; 
Woe  is  me,  my  stolen  daughters  ! 

Grone,  gone,  —sold  and  gone, 

To  the  rice-swamp  dank  and  lone. 

From  the  tree  whose  snadow  lay 

On  their  childhood's  place  of  play  ; 

From  the  cool  spring  where  they  drank  ; 

Rock,  and  hill,  and  rivulet  bank  ; 

From  the  solemn  house  of  prayer, 

And  the  holy  counsels  there  ; 

Grone,  gone,  —  sold  and  g^ne. 
To  the  rice-swamp  dank  and  lone, 
From  Virg^ia's  hills  and  waters  ; 
Woe  is  me,  my  stolen  daughters  ! 

Gone,  gone,  —  sold  and  gone. 

To  the  rice-swamp  dank  and  lone  ; 

Toiling  through  the  weary  day. 

And  at  night  the  spoiler's  prey. 

Oh,  that  they  had  earlier  died. 

Sleeping  calmly,  side  by  side. 

Where  the  tyrant's  power  is  o'er, 

And  the  fetter  galls  no  more  I 
Gone,  gone,  —  sold  and  gone. 
To  the  rice-swamp  dank  and  lone. 
From  Virginia's  hills  and  waters  ; 
Woe  is  me;  my  stolen  daughters  ! 

Gone,  gone,  —  sold  and  gone, 
To  the  rice-swamp  dank  and  lone. 
By  the  holy  love  He  beareth  ; 
By  the  bruis^  reed  He  spareth  ; 
Oh,  may  He,  to  whom  alone 
All  their  cruel  wrongs  are  known. 
Still  their  hope  and  refuge  prove, 
With  a  more  than  mother's  love. 
Grone,  gone,  —  sold  and  gone. 
To  the  rice-swamp  dank  and  lone, 
From  Virginia's  hills  and  waters  ; 
Woe  is  me,  my  stolen  daughters  I 

PENNSYLVANIA   HALL 

Read  at  the  dedication  of  Pennsylvaiiia  Hall, 
Philadelphia,  May  15,  1838.  The  building  was 
erected  by  an  association  of  gentlemen,  irre- 
Bpective  of  sect  or  party,  "  that  the  citizens  of 
Philadelphia  should  possess  a  room  wherein 
the  principles  of  Liberty,  and  Equality  of  Civil 
Rignts,  could  be  freely  discussed,  and  the  evils 
of  slavery  fearlessly  portrayed."  On  the  even- 
ing of  the  17th  it  was  burned  by  a  mob,  de- 


stroying the  office  of  the  Pennsylvania  FreO" 
man,  of  which  I  was  editor,  ana  with  it  my 
books  and  papers. 

Not  with  the  splendors  of  the  days  of  old, 
The  spoil  of  nations,  and  barbaric  gold  ; 
No  weapons  wrested  from  the  fields  of 

blood. 
Where  dark  and  stem  the  unyielding  Ro- 
man stood. 
And  the  proud  eagles  of  his  cohorts  saw 
A  world,  war- wasted,  crouching  to  his  law  ; 
Nor  blazoned  car,  nor  banners  floating  gay, 
Like  those  which  swept  along  the  Appian 

Way, 
When,  to  the  welcome  of  imperial  Rome, 
The  victor  warrior  came  in  triumph  home, 
And  trumpet  peal,  and  shoutings  wild  and 

high. 
Stirred  the  blue  quiet  of  the  Italian  sky  ; 
But  calm  and  grateful,  prayerful  and  sin- 
cere. 
As  Christian  freemen  only,  gathering  here. 
We  dedicate  our  fair  and  lofty  Hall, 
Pillar  and  arch,  entablature  and  waU, 
As  Virtue's  shrine,  as  Liberty's  abode. 
Sacred  to  Freedom,  and  to  Freedom's  Grod  I 
Far  statelier  Halls,  'neath  brighter  skies 

than  these. 
Stood  darkly  mirrored  in  the  ^gean  seas. 
Pillar  and  shrine,  and  life-like  statues  seen, 
Graceful  and  pure,  the  marble  shafts  be- 
tween ; 
Where  glorious  Athens  from  her  rocky  hill 
Saw  Art  and  Beauty  subject  to  her  will  ; 
And  the   chaste  temple,  and  the  classic 

grove. 
The  haJl  of  sages,  and  the  bowers  of  love. 
Arch,  fane,  and  column,  graced  the  shores, 

and  gave 
Their  shadows  to  the  blue  Saronic  wave  ; 
And  statelier  rose  on  Tiber's  wmding  side, 
The  Pantheon's  dome,  the  Col£se&'s  pride, 
The  Capitol,  whose  arches  backward  flung 
The   deep,   clear  cadence  of  the  Roman 

tongue. 
Whence  stem  decrees,  like  words  of  fate, 

went  forth 
To  the  awed  nations  of  a  conquered  earth. 
Where  the  proud  Csesars  in  their  glory 

came. 
And   Brutus    lightened  from  his  lips  of 

flame  I 
Yet  in  the  porches  of  Athena's  halls. 
And  in  the  shadow  of  her  stately  walls. 
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Lurked  the  sad  bondman,  and  his  tears  of 

woe 
Wet  the  cold  marble  with  unheeded  flow ; 
And   fetters  clanked    beneath   the   silyer 

dome 
Of  the  proud  Pantheon  of  imperious  Rome. 
Oh,  not  for  him,  the  chained  and  stricken 

slave, 
By  Tiber's  shore,  or  blue  ^gina's  wave, 
In  the  thronged  forum,  or  the  sages'  seat, 
The  bold  lip  pleaded,  and  the  warm  heart 

beat ; 
No  soul  of  sorrow  melted  at  his  pain. 
No  tear  of  pity  rusted  on  his  chiun  I 

But  this  fair  Hall  to  Truth  and  Freedom 

given. 
Pledged  to  the  Right  before  all  Earth  and 

Heaven, 
A  free  arena  for  the  strife  of  mind. 
To  caste,  or  sect,  or  color  unconfined. 
Shall  thrill  with  echoes  such  as  ne'er  of 

old 
From  Roman  hall  or  Grecian  temple  rolled  ; 
Thoughts  shall  find  utterance  such  as  never 

yet 
The  Propylea  or  the  Forum  met. 
Beneath  its  roof  no  gladiator's  strife 
Shall  win  applauses  with  the  waste  of  life  ; 
No  lordly  lictor  urge  the  barbarous  game, 
No  wanton  Lais  glory  in  her  shame. 
But  here  the  tear  of  sympathy  shall  flow. 
As  the  ear  listens  to  the  tale  of  woe  ; 
Here  in  stem  judgment  of  the  oppressor's 

wrong 
Shall  strong  rebukings  thrill  on  Freedom's 

tongue, 
No  partial  justice  hold  th'  unequal  scale. 
No  pride  of  caste  a  brother's  rights  assul. 
No  tyrant's  mandates  echo  from  this  wall. 
Holy  to  Freedom  and  the  Rights  of  All  I 
But  a  fair  field,  where  mind  may  close  with 

mind. 
Free  as  the  sunshine  and  the  chainless  wind  ; 
Where   the  high   trust  is  fixed  on  Truth 

alone, 
And  bonds  and  fetters  from  the  soul  are 

thrown  ; 
Where  wealth,  and  rank,  and  worldly  pomp, 

and  might, 
Yield  to  the  presence  of  the  True  and  Right. 

And  fitting  is  it  that  this  Hall  should  stand 
Where  Pennsylvania's  Founder  led  his  band, 
From  thy  blue  waters,  Delaware  I  —  to  press 


The  virgin  verdure  of  the  wilderness. 

Here,  where  all  Europe  with  amazement 
saw 

The  soul's  high  freedom  trammelled  by  no 
law  ; 

Here,  where  the  fierce  and  warlike  forest- 
men 

Grathered,  in  peace,  around  the  home  of 
Penn, 

Awed  by  the  weapons  Love  alone  had  given 

Drawn  from  the  holy  armory  of  Heaven  ; 

Where  Nature's  voice  against  the  bondman's 
wrong 

First  found  an  earnest  and  indignant 
tongue  ; 

Where  Lay's  bold  message  to  the  proud 
was  borne  ; 

And  Keith's  rebuke,  and  Franklin's  manly 
scorn  f 

Fitting  it  is  that  here,  where  Freedom  first 

From  her  fair  feet  shook  off  the  Old  World's 
dust, 

Spread  her  white  pinions  to  our  Western 
blast, 

And  her  free  tresses  to  our  sunshine  cast, 

One  Hall  should  rise  redeemed  from  Sla- 
very's ban, 

One  Temple  sacred  to  the  Rights  of  Man  I 

Oh  !  if  the  spirits  of  the  parted  come, 
Visiting  angels,  to  their  olden  home  ; 
If  the  dead  fathers  of  the  land  look  forth 
From  their  fair  dwellings,  to  the  things  of 

earth. 
Is  it  a  dream,  that  with  their  eyes  of  love. 
They  gaze  now  on  us  from  the  bowers  above? 
Lay's  ardent  soul,  and  Benezet  the  mild. 
Steadfast  in  faith,  yet  gentle  as  a  child, 
Meek-hearted  Woolman,  and  that  brother- 
band. 
The  sorrowing  exiles  from  their  **  Father- 
land," 
Leaving  their  homes  in  Krieshiem's  bowers 

of  vine, 
And  the  blue  beauty  of  their  glorious  Rhine, 
To  seek  amidst  our  solemn  depths  of  wood 
Freedom  from  man,  and  holy  peace  with 

God  ; 
Wlio  first  of  all  their  testimonial  gave 
Against  the  oppressor,  for  the  outcast  slave, 
Is  it  a  dream  that  such  as  these  look  down, 
And   with    their   blessing   our   rejoicings 

crown? 
Let  us  rejoice,  that  while  the  pulpit's  door 
Is  barred  against  the  pleaders  for  the  poor ; 
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While  the  Church,  wrangling  upon  points 

of  faith, 
Forgets  her  bondmen  suffering  unto  death  ; 
While  crafty  Traffic  and  the  lust  of  Gain 
Unite  to  forge  Oppression's  triple  chain, 
One  door  is  open,  and  one  Temple  free. 
As  a  resting-place  for  hunted  Liberty  ! 
Where   men  may   speak,  unshackled   and 

unawed. 
High  words  of  Truth,  for  Freedom  and  for 

God. 
And  when  that  truth  its  perfect  work  hath 

done. 
And  rich  with  blessings  o'er  our  land  hath 

gone  ; 
When  not  a  slave  beneath  his  yoke  shall 

pine. 
From  broad  Potomac  to  the  far  Sabine  : 
When  unto  angel  lips  at  last  is  given 
The  silver  trump  of  Jubilee  in  Heaven  ; 
And  from   Virginia's    plains,   Kentucky's 

shades, 
And  through  the  dim  Floridian  everglades. 
Rises,  to  meet  that  aneel-tmmpet's  sound. 
The  voice  of  millions  m>m  their  chains  un- 
bound ; 
Then,  though  this  Hall  be  crumbling  in  de- 
cay, 
Its  strong  walls  blending  with  the  common 

clay, 
Yet  round  the  ruins  of  its  strength  shall 

stand 
The  best  and  noblest  of  a  ransomed  land  — 
Pilgrims,  like  these  who  throng  around  the 

shrine 
Of  Mecca,  or  of  holy  Palestine  I 
A  prouder  glory  shall  that  ruin  own 
Than  that  which  lingers  round  the  Parthe- 
non. 
Here  shall  the  child  of  after  years  be  taught 
The  works  of  Freedom  which  his  fathers 

wrought ; 
Told  of  the  trials  of  the  present  hour. 
Our  weary  strife  with  prejudice  and  power  ; 
How  the  high  errand  quickened  woman's 

soul. 
And  touched  her  lip  as  with  a  living  coal ; 
How  Freedom's  martyrs  kept  their  lofty 

faith 
True  and  unwavering,  unto  bonds  and  death; 
The  pencil's   art  shall  sketch  the  ruined 

HaU, 
The  Muses'  garland  crown  its  aged  wall. 
And  History's  pen  for  after  times  record 
Its  consecration  unto  Freedom's  God  1 
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Addressed  to  the  Patrons  of  the  Pennsylvania 
Freeman. 

The  wave  is  breaking  on  the  shore, 
The  echo  fading  from  the  chime  ; 

A^in  the  shadow  moveth  o'er 
The  dial-plate  of  time  1 

O  seer-seen  Anj^el  I  waiting  now 
With  weary  &et  on  sea  and  shore. 

Impatient  for  the  last  dread  vow 
That  time  shall  be  no  more  1 

Once  more  across  thy  sleepless  eye 
The  semblance  of  a  smile  has  passed : 

The  year  departing  leaves  more  nigh 
Time's  fearfullest  and  last. 

Oh,  in  that  dying  year  hath  been 
The  sum  of  all  since  time  began  ; 

The  birth  and  death,  the  joy  and  pain. 
Of  Nature  and  of  Man. 

Spring,  with  her  change  of  sun  and  shower. 
And  streams   released    from    Winter's 
chain. 

And  bursting  bud,  and  opening  flower, 
And  greenly  growing  grain  ; 

And  Summer's  shade,  and  sunshine  warm. 
And  rainbows  o'er  her  hill-tops  bowed. 

And  voices  in  her  rising  storm  ; 
God  speaking  from  His  cloud  1 

And  Autumn's  fruits  and  clustering  sheaves, 
And  soft,  warm  days  of  golden  light, 

The  glory  of  her  forest  leaves. 
And  harvest-moon  at  night ; 

And  Winter  with  her  leafless  grove. 

And  prisoned  stream,  and  drifting  snowi 

The  brilliance  of  her  heaven  above 
And  of  her  earth  below  : 

And  man,  in  whom  an  angel's  mind       xf^ 
With  earth's  low  instincts  finds  abode,  ""^^ 

The  highest  of  the  links  which  bind 
Brute  nature  to  her  God  ; 

His  infant  eye  hath  seen  the  light. 

His  childhood's  merriest  laughter  rung, 

And  active  sports  to  manlier  might 
The  nerves  of  boyhood  strung  I 


■*•< 


282 


ANTI-SLAVERY  POEMS 


And  quiet  love,  and  passion's  fires. 

Have  soothed  or  burned  in  manhood's 
breast, 

And  lofty  aims  and  low  desires 
By  turns  disturbed  his  rest. 

The  wailing  of  the  newly-born 

Has  mingled  with  the  funeral  knell ; 

And  o'er  the  dying's  ear  has  gone 
The  merry  marriage-belL 

And  Wealth  has  filled  his  halls  with  mirth, 
While  Want,  in  many  a  humble  shed. 

Toiled,  shivering  by  her  cheerless  hearth, 
The  live-long  night  for  bread. 

And  worse  than  all,  the  human  slave. 
The  sport  of  lust,  and  pride,  and  scorn  I 

Plucked  off  the  crown  his  Maker  gave. 
His  regal  manhood  gone  ! 

Oh,  still,  my  country  !  o'er  thy  plains, 
Blackened  with  slavery's  blight  and  ban, 

That  human  chattel  drags  his  chains. 
An  uncreated  man ! 

And  still,  where'er  to  sun  and  breeze, 
My  country,  is  thv  flag  unrolled. 

With  scorn,  the  gazing  stranger  sees 
A  stain  on  every  fold. 

Oh,  tear  the  gorgeous  emblem  down ! 

It  ^thers  scorn  from  every  eye, 
And  despots  smile  and  good  men  trown 

Whene'er  it  passes  by. 

Shame  !  shame  !  its  starry  splendors  glow 
Above  the  slaver's  loathsome  jail ; 

Its  folds  are  ruffling  even  now 
His  crimson  flag  of  sale. 

Still  round  our  country's  proudest  hall 
The  trade  in  human  flesh  is  driven, 

And  at  each  careless  hammer-fall 
A  human  heart  is  riven. 

And  this,  too,  sanctioned  hj  the  men 
Vested  with  power  to  shield  the  right, 

And  throw  each  vile  and  robber  den 
Wide  open  to  the  light. 

Tet,  shame  upon  them  !  there  they  sit. 
Men  of  the  North,  subdued  and  still ; 

Meek,  pliant  poltroons,  only  fit 
To  work  a  master's  wilL 


Sold,  bar^runed  off  for  Southern  voteSy 
A  passive  herd  of  Northern  mules, 

Just    braying    through    their    purchased 
throats 
Whate'er  their  owner  rules. 

And  he,  the  basest  of  the  base. 
The  vilest  of  the  vile,  whose  name, 

Embalmed  in  infinite  disg^race. 
Is  deathless  in  its  shame  ! 

A  tool,  to  bolt  the  people's  door 

Against  the  people  clamoring  there. 

An  ass,  to  trample  on  their  floor 
A  people's  right  of  prayer  ! 

Nailed  to  his  self-made  gibbet  fast. 
Self-pilloried  to  the  public  view, 

A  mark  for  every  passmg  blast 
Of  scorn  to  whistle  through  ; 

There  let  him  hang,  and  hear  the  boast 
Of  Southrons  o'er  their  pliant  tool,  -^ 

A  new  Stylites  on  his  post, 
"  Sacred  to  ridicule  1 " 

Look  we  at  home  I  our  noble  hall. 
To  Freedom's  holy  purpose  given^ 

Now  rears  its  black  and  ruined  wall. 
Beneath  the  wintry  heaven. 

Telling  the  story  of  its  doom. 

The  fiendish  mob,  the  prostrate  law. 

The  fiery  jet  through  midnight's  gloom. 
Our  gazing  thousands  saw. 

Look  to  our  State  !  the  poor  man's  right 
Tom  from  him  :  and  the  sons  of  those 

Whose  blood  in  Freedom's  sternest  fight 
Sprinkled  the  Jersey  snows. 

Outlawed  within  the  land  of  Penn, 

That  Slavery's  guilty  fears  might  cease. 

And  those  whom  God  created  men 
Toil  on  as  brutes  in  peace. 

Yet  o'er  the  blackness  of  the  storm 
A  bow  of  promise  bends  on  high. 

And  gleams  of  sunshine,  soft  and  warm, 
Break  through  our  clouded  sky. 

East,  West,  and  North,  the  shout  is  heard. 
Of  freemen  rising  for  the  right :  • 

Each  valley  hath  its  rallying  word, 
Each  hill  its  signal  light. 
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O'er  MassaohuBotts'  rocks  of  gray 

The    strengthening    light    of   freedom 
shines, 

Rhode  Island's  Narragansett  Bay, 
And  Vermont's  snow-hung  pines  I 

From  Hudson's  frownin?  palisades 
To  Alleghany's  laurelled  crest, 

O'er  lakes  and  prairies,  streams  and  glades, 
It  shines  upon  the  West. 

Speed  on  the  light  to  those  who  dwell 
In  Slavery's  land  of  woe  and  sin, 

And  through  the  blackness  of  that  Hell 
Let  Heaven's  own  light  break  in. 

So  shall  the  Southern  conscience  quake 
Before  that  light  poured  full  and  strong, 

So  shall  the  Southern  heart  awake 
To  all  the  bondman's  wrong. 

And  from  that  rich  and  sunny  land 
The  song  of  gratefiil  millions  rise, 

Like  that  of  Israel's  ransomed  band 
Beneath  Arabia's  skies : 

And  all  who  now  are  bound  beneath 
Our  banner's  shade,  our  eaele's  wing. 

From  Slavery's  night  of  menu  death 
To  light  and  life  shall  spring. 

Broken  the  bondman's  chain,  and  gone 
The  master's  guilt,  and  hate,  and  fear. 

And  unto  both  alike  shall  dawn 
A  New  and  Happy  Tear. 

THE  RELIC 

Written  on  receiving  a  cane  wrought  from  a 
fragment  of  the  wood-work  of  Pennsylvania 
Hall  which  the  fire  had  spared. 

Token  of  friendship  true  and  tried. 
From  one  whose  fiery  heart  of  youth 

With  mine  has  beaten,  side  by  side. 
For  Liberty  and  Truth  ; 

With  honest  pride  the  gift  I  take. 

And  prize  it  for  the  giver's  sake. 

But  not  alone  because  it  tells 

Of  gfenerous  hand  and  heart  sincere  ; 
Around  that  gift  of  friendship  dwells 
*  .    A  memory  doubly  dear  ; 
Earth's  noblest  aim,  man's  holiest  thought. 
With  that  memorial  frail  inwrought  I 


Pure  thoughts  and  sweet  like  flowers  unf old. 
And  precious  memories  round  it  oliogy 

Even  as  the  Prophet's  rod  of  old 
In  beauty  blossoming : 

And  buds  of  feeling,  pure  and  good. 

Spring  from  its  cold  onconscious  wood. 

Relic  of  Freedom's  shrine  I  a  brand 
Plucked  from  its  burning  1  let  it  be 

Dear  as  a  jewel  from  the  hand 
Of  a  lost  friend  to  me  1 

Flower  of  a  perished  garland  left, 

Of  life  and  beauty  unbereft ! 

Oh,  if  the  young  enthusiast  bears, 
O'er  weary  waste  and  sea,  the  stone 

Which  crumbled  from  the  Forum's  staiiSy 
Or  round  the  Parthenon  ; 

Or  olive-bou^h  from  some  wild  tree 

Hung  over  old  Thermopyls  ; 

If  leaflets  from  some  hero's  tomb. 
Or  moss-wreath  torn  from  ruins  hoary ; 

Or  faded  flowers  whose  sisters  bloom 
On  fields  renowned  in  story  ; 

Or  fragment  from  the  Alhambra's  crest. 

Or  the  gray  rock  by  Druids  blessed  ; 

Sad  Erin's  shamrock  greenly  growing 
Where  Freedom  led  her  stiuwart  kem, 

Or  Scotia's  "  rough  bur  thistle  "  blowing 
On  Bruce's  Bannockbum  ; 

Or  Runnymede's  wild  English  rose. 

Or  lichen  plucked  from  Sempach's  snows  I 

If  it  be  true  that  things  like  these 
To  heart  and  eye  bright  visions  bring. 

Shall  not  far  holier  memories 
To  this  memorial  cling  ? 

Which  needs  no  mellowmg  mist  of  time 

To  hide  the  crimson  stains  of  crime  1 

Wreck  of  a  temple,  unprofaned  ; 

Of  courts  where  Peace  with  Freedom  trod. 
Lifting  on  high,  with  hands  unstained. 

Thanksgiving  unto  Grod  ; 
Where  Mercy's  voice  of  love  was  pleading 
For  human  hearts  in  bondage  bleeding  I 

Where,  midst  the  sound  of  rushing  feet 
And  curses  on  the  night-air  flung, 

That  pleading  voice  rose  calm  and  sweet 
From  woman's  earnest  tongue  ; 

And  Riot  turned  his  scowling  glaiice. 

Awed,  from  her  tranquil  countenance  I 
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That  temple  now  in  ruin  lies  I 
The  fire-stain  on  its  shattered  wall. 

And  open  to  the  changing  skies 
Its  black  and  roofless  hall, 

It  stands  before  a  nation's  sight, 

A  gravestone  over  buried  Right  I 

But  from  that  ruin,  as  of  old. 

The  fire-scorched  stones  themselves  are 
crying, 
And  irom  their  ashes  white  and  cold 

Its  timbers  are  replying  f 
A  voice  which  slavery  cannot  kill 
Speaks  from  the  crumbling  arches  still  I 

And  even  this  relic  from  thy  shrine, 

O  holy  Freedom  f  hath  to  me 
A  potent  power,  a  voice  and  sign 

To  testify  of  thee  ; 
And,  grasping  it,  methinks  I  feel 
A  deeper  faith,  a  stronger  zeal. 

And  not  unlike  that  mystic  rod, 

Of  old  stretched  o'er  the  Egyptian  wave, 
Which  opened,  in  the  strength  of  Grod, 

A  pathway  for  the  slave. 
It  yet  may  point  the  bondman's  way, 
And  turn  the  spoiler  from  his  prey. 


THE  WORLD'S  CONVENTION 

OF    THE    FRIENDS    OF    EMANCIPATION, 
HELD   IN   LONDON   IN    184O 

Joseph  Stnrg^,  the  founder  of  the  British 
and  Foreign  Anti- Slavery  Society,  proposed 
the  calling  of  a  world's  anti-slavery  convention, 
and  the  proposal  was  promptly  seconded  by 
the  American  Anti-Slavery  Society.  The  call 
was  adressed  to  '*  friends  of  the  slave  of  every 
nation  and  of  every  clime." 

Yes,  let  them  gather  !     Summon  forth 
The  pledged  philanthropy  of  Earth. 
From  every  land,  whose  hills  have  heard 
The  bugle  blast  of  Freedom  waking  ; 
Or  shrieking  of  her  symbol-bird 

From  out  his  cloudy  eyrie  breaking : 
Where  Justice  hath  one  worshipper, 
Or  truth  one  altar  built  to  her  ; 
Where'er  a  human  eye  is  weeping 

O'er  wrongs  which  Earth's  sad  children 
know  ; 
Where'er  a  single  heart  is  keeping 

Its  prayerful  watch  with  human  woe  : 


Thence  let  them  come,  and  greet  each 

other, 
And  know  in  each  a  friend  and  brother ! 

Yes,  let  them  come  !  from  each  green  vala 

Where  England's  old  baronial  halls 
Still  bear  upon  their  storied  walls 
The  grim  crusader's  rusted  mail, 
Battered  by  Paynim  spear  and  brand 
On  Malta's  rock  or  Syria's  sand  ! 
And  mouldering  pennon-staves  once  set 

Within  the  soil  of  Palestine, 
By  Jordan  and  Gennesaret ; 

Or,  borne  with  England's  battle  line. 
O'er  Acre's  shattered  turrets  stooping, 
Or,  midst  the  camp  their  banners  drooping^ 

With  dews  from  hallowed  Hermon  wet» 
A  holier  summons  now  is  given 
Than  that  g^y  hermit's  voice  of  old, 
Which  unto  aU  the  winds  of  heaven 

The  banners  of  the  Cross  unrolled  I 
Not  for  the  long-deserted  shrine  ; 

Not  for  the  dull  unconscious  sod, 
Which  tells  not  by  one  lingering  sign 

That  there  the  hope  of  Israel  trod  ; 
But  for  that  truth,  for  which  alone 

In  pil^im  eyes  are  sanctified 
The  garaen  moss,  the  mountain  stone. 
Whereon  His  holy  sandals  pressed,  — 
The  fountain  which  His  lip  hath  blessed,  — 
Whate'er  hath  touched  His  garment's  hem 

At  Bethany  or  Bethlehem, 

Or  Jordan  s  river-side. 
For  Freedom  in  the  name  of  Him 

Who  came  to  raise  Earth's  drooping  poor, 
To  break  the  chain  from  every  limb, 
The  bolt  from  every  prison  door  ! 
For  these,  o'er  all  the  earth  hath  passed 
An  ever-deepening  trumpet  blast, 
As  if  an  angel's  breath  had  lent 
Its  vigor  to  the  instrument. 

And  Wales,  from  Snowdcn's  mountain  wall, 
Shall  startle  at  that  thrilling  call, 

As  if  she  heard  her  bards  again  ; 
And  Erin's  "  harp  on  Tara's  wall " 

Give  out  its  ancient  strain, 
Mirthful  and  sweet,  yet  sad  withal,  — 

The  melody  which  Erin  loves, 
When  o'er  that  harp,  'mid  bursts  of  glad- 
ness 
And  slogan  cries  and  lyke-wake  sadness, 

The  hand  of  her  O'Connell  moves  1 
Scotland,  from  lake  and  tarn  and  rill. 
And  mountain  hold,  and  heathery  hiU, 
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Shall  cjitch  and  echo  hack  the  note, 
As  if  she  heard  upon  the  air 
Once  more  her  CameroDian's  prayer 

And  song  of  Freedom  float. 
And  cheering  echoes  shall  reply 
From  each  remote  dependency, 
Where  Britain's  mighty  sway  is  known, 
In  tropic  sea  or  frozen  zone  ; 
Where'er  her  simset  flag  is  furling, 
Or  morning  g^n-flre's  smoke  is  curling ; 
From  Indian  Bengal's  groves  of  palm 
And  rosy  fields  and  giJes  of  balm, 
Where  Eastern  pomp  and  power  are  rolled 
Through  regal  Ava's  gates  of  gold  ; 
And  from  the  lakes  and  ancient  woods 
And  dim  Canadian  solitudes, 
Whence,  sternly  from  her  rocky  throne, 
Queen  of  the  North,  Quebec  looks  down  ; 
And  from  those  bright  and  ransomed  Isles 
Where  all  unwonted  Freedom  smiles. 
And  the  dark  laborer  still  retains 
The  scar  of  slavery's  broken  chains  I 

From  the  hoar  Alps,  which  sentinel 
The  gateways  of  the  land  of  Tell, 
Where  morning's  keen  and  earliest  glance 

On  Jura's  rocky  wall  is  thrown. 
And  from  the  olive  bowers  of  France 

And  vine  eroves  g;arlanding  the  Rhone,  — 
**  Friends  ojf  the  Blacks,"  as  true  and  tned 
As  those  who  stood  by  Oge's  side. 
And  heard  the  Haytien's  tale  of  wrong, 
Shall  gather  at  that  summons  strong  ; 
Broglie,  Fassy,  and  he  whose  song 
Breathed  over  Syria's  holy  sod. 
And  in  the  paths  which  Jesus  trod, 
And  murmured  midst  the  hills  which  hem 
Crownless  and  sad  Jerusalem, 
Hath  echoes  wheresoe'er  the  tone 
Of  Israel's  prophet-lyre  is  known. 

Still  let  them  come  ;  from  Quito's  walls. 

And  from  the  Orinoco's  tide, 
From  Lima's  Inca-haunted  halls. 
From  Santa  F4  and  Yucatan,  — 

Men  who  by  swart  Guerrero's  side 
Proclaimed  the  deathless  rights  of  man, 

Broke  every  bond  and  fetter  off, 

And  hailed  in  every  sable  serf 
A  free  and  brother  Mexican  ! 
Chiefs  who  across  the  Andes'  chain 

Have  followed  Freedom's  flowing  pennon, 
And  seen  on  Junin's  fearful  plain. 
Glare  o'er  the  broken  ranks  of  Spain 

The  fire-burst  of  Bolivar's  cannon ! 


And  Ilayti   from  her  moimtain  land, 

Shall  send  the  sous  of  those  who  hurled 
Defiance  from  her  blazine  strand, 
The  war-gage  from  her  Petion's  hand, 
Alone  against  a  hostile  world. 

Nor  all  unmindful,  thou,  the  while. 
Land  of  the  dark  and  mystic  Nile  ! 

Thy  Moslem  mercy  yet  may  shame 

All  tyrants  of  a  Chnistian  name. 
When  in  the  shade  of  Gizeh's  pile, 
Or,  where,  from  Abyssinian  huls 
£1  Gerek's  upper  fountain  fills. 
Or  where  from  Mountains  of  the  Moon 
£1  Abiad  bears  his  watery  boon. 
Where'er  thy  lotus  blossoms  swim 

Within  their  ancient  hallowed  waters  ; 
Where'er  is  heard  the  Coptic  hymn. 

Or  song  of  Nubia's  sable  daughters  ; 
The  curse  of  slavery  and  the  crime. 
Thy  beauest  from  remotest  time. 
At  thy  dark  Mehemet's  decree 
Forevermore  shall  pass  from  thee  ; 

And  chains  forsake  each  captive's  limb 
Of  all  those  tribes,  whose  hills  aroimd 
Have  echoed  back  the  cymbal  sound 

And  victor  horn  of  Ibrahim. 

And  thou  whose  glory  and  whose  crime 
To  earth's  remotest  bound  and  clime. 
In  mingled  tones  of  awe  and  scorn. 
The  echoes  of  a  world  have  borne. 
My  country  I  glorious  at  thy  birth, 
A  day-star  flashing  brightly  forth. 

The  herald-sign  of  ^'eedom's  dawn  I 
Oh,  who  could  obeam  that  saw  thee  then. 

And  watched  thy  rising  from  afar. 
That  vapors  from  oppression's  fen 

Would  cloud  the  upward  tending  star  ? 
Or,  that  earth's  tyrant  powers,  which  heard, 

Awe-struck,  the  shout  which  hailed  thy 
dawning, 
Would  rise  so  soon,  prince,  peer,  and  king, 
To  mock  thee  with  their  welcoming. 
Like  Hades  when  her  thrones  were  stirred 

To  g^et  the  down-cast  Star  of  Morning  I 
**  Aha  !  and  art  thou  fallen  thus  ? 
Art  thou  become  as  one  of  us  ?  " 

Land  of  my  fathers !  there  will  stand, 
Amidst  that  world-assembled  band, 
Those  owning  thy  maternal  claim 
Unweakened  by  thy  crime  and  shame  ; 
The  sad  reprovers  of  thy  wrong  ; 
The  children  thou  hast  spumed  so  long. 
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Still  with  affection's  fondest  yearning 
To  their  unnatural  mother  turning. 
No  traitors  they  I  but  tried  and  leiEd, 
Whose  own  is  but  thy  general  weal, 
Still  blending  with  the  patriot's  zeal 
The  Christian's  love  for  human  kind^ 
To  caste  and  climate  unconfined. 

A  holy  gathering !  peaceful  aU  : 
No  threat  of  war,  no  savage  call 

For  yeneeance  on  an  erring  brother  I 
But  in  their  stead  the  godlike  plan 
To  teach  the  brotherhood  of  man 

To  love  and  reverence  one  another. 
As  sharers  of  a  common  blood, 
The  children  of  a  common  Grod  ! 
Tet,  even  at  its  lightest  word, 
Shall  Slavery's  darkest  depths  be  stirred  : 
Spain,  watclung  from  her  Moro's  keep 
tier  slave-ships  traversing  the  deep, 
And  Rio,  in  her  strong^  and  pride. 
Lifting,  along  her  mountain-side. 
Her  snowy  battlements  and  towers, 
Her  lemon-groves  and  tropic  bowerSi 
With  bitter  hate  and  sullen  fear 
Its  freedom-giving  voice  shall  hear  ; 
And  where  my  country's  flag  is  flowing, 
On  breezes  from  Mount  Vernon  blowing, 

Above  the  Nation's  council  halls. 
Where  Freedom's  praise  is  loud  and  long. 

While  close  beneath  the  outward  walls 
The  driver  plies  his  reeking  thon?  ; 

The  hammer  of  the  man-thief  falls. 
O'er  hypocritic  cheek  and  brow 
The  crimson  flush  of  shame  shall  glow  : 
And  all  who  for  their  native  land 
Are  pledging  life  and  heart  and  hand, 
Worn  watchers  o'er  her  changing  weal. 
Who  for  her  tarnished  honor  feel, 
Through  cottage  door  and  council-hall 
Shall  thunder  an  awakening  call. 
The  pen  along  its  page  shafi  bum 
With  all  intolerable  scorn  ; 
An  eloquent  rebuke  shall  go 
On  all  the  winds  that  Southward  blow  ; 
From  priestly  lips,  now  sealed  and  dumb, 
Warning  and  dread  appeal  shall  come, 
Like  those  which  Israel  heard  from  him, 
The  Prophet  of  the  Cherubim  ; 
Or  those  which  sad  Esaias  hurled 
Against  a  sin-accursed  world  ! 
Its  wizard  leaves  the  Press  shall  fling 
Unceasing  from  its  iron  wing. 
With  characters  inscribed  thereon. 

As  fearful  in  the  despot's  hall 


As  to  the  pomp  of  Babylon 

The  firchsign  on  the  palace  wall  I 

And,  from  her  dark  iniquities, 
Methinks  I  see  my  country  rise  : 
Not  challenging  the  nations  round 

To  note  her  tardy  justice  done  ; 
Her  captives  from  their  chains  unboundt 

Her  prisons  opening  to  the  sun  : 
But  teiurf  ally  her  arms  extending 
Over  the  poor  and  unoffending  ; 

Her  regal  emblem  now  no  longer 
A  bird  of  prey,  with  talons  reeking^ 
Above  the  dying  captive  shrieking. 
But,  spreading  out  her  ample  wing, 
A  broad,  impartial  covering, 

The  weaker  sheltered  by  the  stronger  I 
Oh,  then  to  Faith's  anointed  eyes 

The  promised  token  shall  be  given  ; 
And  on  a  nation's  sacrifice. 
Atoning  for  the  sin  of  years. 
And  wet  with  penitential  tears, 

The  fire  shall  fall  from  Heaven  t 


MASSACHUSETTS  TO  VIRGINIA 

Written  on  reading  an  account  of  the  pio- 
ceedingB  of  the  citizens  of  Norfolk,  Va.,  in 
reference  to  Qeorg^  Latimer,  the  alleged  fugi- 
tive slave,  who  was  seized  in  Boston  withont 
warrant  at  the  request  of  James  B.  Grey,  of 
Norfolk,  claiming  to  be  his  master.  The  case 
caused  great  excitement  North  and  South,  and 
led  to  the  presentation  of  a  petition  to  Con- 
gress, signed  by  more  than  fifty  thousand  cit- 
izens of  Massachusetts,  calling  for  such  laws 
and  proposed  amendments  to  the  Constitution 
as  should  relieve  the  Commonwealth  from  aU 
further  participation  in  the  crime  of  oppression. 
G^rge  Xatimer  himself  was  finally  given  free 
papers  for  the  sum  of  four  hundred  aoUars. 

The  blast  from  Freedom's  Northern  hills, 

upon  its  Southern  way. 
Bears   greeting  to  Virginia  from  Massa* 

chusetts  Bay : 
No  word  of  haughty  challenging,  nor  battle 

bugle's  peal, 
Nor  steady  tread  of  marching  files,  nor 

clang  of  horsemen's  steel. 

No  trains  of  deep-mouthed  cannon  along 

our  highways  go ; 
Around  our  silent  arsenals  untrodden  lies 

the  snow  ; 
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And  to  the  land-breeze  of  our  ports,  upon 

their  errands  far, 
A  thousand  sails  of  commerce  swell,  but 

none  are  spread  for  war. 

We  hear  thy  threats,  Virginia  !  thy  stormy 

words  and  high 
Swell  harshly  on  the  Southern  winds  which 

melt  along  our  sky  ; 
Yet,  not  one  brown,  hard  hand  foregoes  its 

honest  labor  here. 
No  hewer  of  our  mountain  oaks  suspends 

his  axe  in  fear. 

Wild  are  the  waves  which  lash  the  reefs 
along  St.  George's  bank  ; 

Cold  on  the  shores  of  Labrador  the  fog 
lies  white  and  dank  ; 

Through  storm,  and  wave,  and  blinding 
mist,  stout  are  the  hearts  which  man 

The  fishing-smacks  of  Marblehead,the  sea- 
boats  of  Cape  Ann. 

The  cold  north  light  and  wintry  sun  glare 

on  their  icy  forms. 
Bent  grimly  o'er  their  straining  lines  or 

wrestling  with  the  storms  ; 
Free  as  the  winds  they  drive  before,  rough 

as  the  waves  they  roam. 
They  laugh  to  scorn  the   slaver's  threat 

against  their  rocky  home. 

What  means  the  Old  Dominion?    Hath 

she  forgot  the  day 
When  o'er  her  conquered  valleys  swept 

the  Briton's  steel  array  ? 
How  side  by  side,  with  sons  of  hers,  the 

Massachusetts  men 
Encountered  Tarleton's  charge  of  fire,  and 

stout  Cornwallis,  then  ? 

Forgets  she  how  the  Bay  State,  in  answer 

to  the  call 
Of  her  old  House  of  Burgesses,  spoke  out 

from  Faneuil  Hall  ? 
When,   echoing    back    her     Henry's  cry, 

came  pulsing  on  each  breath 
Of  Northern  winds  the  thrilling  sounds  of 

"  Liberty  or  Death  !  " 

What  asks  the  Old  Dominion?    If  now 

her  sons  have  proved 
False  to  their  fathers'  memory,  false  to  the 

faith  they  loved ; 


If  she  can  scoff  at  Freedom,  and  its  great 

charter  spurn. 
Must  we  of  Massachusetts  from  truth  and 

duty  turn  ? 

We  hunt  your  bondmen,  flying  from  Slar 

very's  hateful  hell  ; 
Our  voices,  at  your  bidding,  take  up  the 

bloodhound's  yell ; 
We  gather,  at  your  summons,  above  our 

fathers'  epraves. 
From  Freedom^  holy  altar-horns  to  tear 

your  wretched  slaves ! 

Thank  God !  not  yet  so  vilely  can  Massa- 
chusetts bow ; 

The  spirit  of  her  early  time  is  with  her  even 
now  ; 

Dream  not  because  her  Pilgrim  blood  moves 
slow  and  calm  and  cool. 

She  thus  can  stoop  her  chainless  neck,  a  sis- 
ter's slave  and  tool ! 

All  that  a  sister  State  should  do,  all  that  a 

free  State  may. 
Heart,  hand,  and  purse  we  proffer,  as  in  our 

early  day ; 
But  that  one  dark  loathsome  burden  ye  must 

stagger  with  alone. 
And  reap  the  bitter  harvest  which  ye  youiv 

selves  have  sown ! 

Hold,  while  ye  may,  your  struggling  slaveSi 

and  burden  God's  free  air 
With  woman's  shriek  beneath  the  lash,  and 

manhood's  wild  despair ; 
Cling  closer  to  the  ''  cleaving  curse  "  that 

writes  upon  your  plains 
The  blasting  of  Almighty  wrath  against  a 

land  of  chains. 

Still  shame  your  gallant  ancestry,  the  cava- 
liers of  old. 

By  watching  round  the  shambles  where  hu- 
man flesh  is  sold  ; 

Gloat  o'er  the  new-bom  child,  and  count 
his  market  value,  when 

The  maddened  mother's  cry  of  woe  shall 
pierce  the  slaver's  den  I 

Lower  than  plummet  soundeth,  sink  the 

Virgima  name  ; 
Plant,  if  ye  will,  your  fathers'  graves  with 

nmkest  weeds  of  shame  ; 
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Be,  if  ye  will,  the  scandal  of  God's  fair  uni- 
verse ; 

We  wash  our  hands  forever  of  your  sin  and 
shame  and  curse. 

A  voice  from  lips  whereon  the  coal  from 
Freedom's  shrine  hath  heen, 

Thrilled,  as  but  yesterday,  the  hearts  of 
Berkshire's  mountam  men : 

The  echoes  of  that  solemn  voice  are  sadly 
lingering  still 

In  all  our  sunny  vaUeys,  on  every  wind- 
swept hilL 

And  when  the  prowling  man-thief  came 

hunting  for  his  prey 
Beneath  the  very  shadow  of  Bunker's  shaft 

of  gray, 
How,  through  the  free  lips  of  the  son,  the 

father's  warning  spoke  ; 
How,  from  its  bonds  m  trade  and  sect,  the 

Pilgrim  city  broke  ! 

A  hundred  thousand  right  arms  were  lifted 

up  on  high, 
A  hundrod  thousand  voices  sent  back  their 

loud  reply  ; 
Through  the  thronged  towns  of  Essex  the 

startling  summons  rang, 
And  up  from  bench  and  loom  and  wheel  her 

young  mechanics  sprang  I 

The  voice  of  free,  broad  Middlesex,  of  thou- 
sands as  of  one. 

The  shaft  of  Bunker  calling  to  that  of  Lex- 
ington ; 

From  Norfolk's  ancient  villages,  from  Fly- 
mouth's  rocky  boimd 

To  where  Nantucket  feels  the  arms  of  ocean 
close  her  round ; 

From  rich  and    rural  Worcester,  where 

through  the  calm  repose 
Of  cultured  vales  and  fringing  woods  the 

gentle  Nashua  flows, 
To  where  Wachuset's  wintry  blasts  the 

mountain  larches  stir, 
Swelled  up  to  Heaven  the  thrilling  cry  of 

"  God  save  Latimer  ! " 

And  sandy  Barnstable  rose  up,  wet  with  the 

salt  sea  spray ; 
And  Bristol  sent  her  answering  shout  down 

Narragansett  Bay  I 


Along  the  broad  Connecticut  old  Hampden 

felt  the  thrill, 
And  the  cheer  of  Hampshire's  woodmen 

swept  down  from  Holyoke  Hill. 

The  voice  of  Massachusetts  I  Of  her  free 
sons  and  daughters. 

Deep  calling  unto  deep  aloud,  the  Boand  of 
many  waters ! 

Against  the  burden  of  that  voice  what  ty- 
rant power  shall  stand  ? 

No  fetters  m  the  Bay  State  I  No  alave 
upon  her  land  1 

Look  to  it  well,  Virginians  !      In  calmness 

we  have  borne, 
In  answer  to  our  faith  and  trust,  your  insult 

and  your  scorn ; 
Ton  've    spumed    our    kindest    counsels ; 

you  've  hunted  for  our  lives  ; 
And  shaken  round  our  hearths  and  homes 

your  manacles  and  gyves  I 

We  wage  no  war,  we  lift  no  arm,  we  fling 

no  torch  within 
The  fire-damps  of  the  quaking  mine  beneath 

your  soil  of  sin  ; 
We  leave  ye  with  your  bondmen,  to  wrestle, 

while  ye  can, 
With  the  strong  upward  tendencies  and 

godlike  soul  of  man  ! 

But  for  us  and  for  our  children,  the  tow 

which  we  have  given 
For  freedom  and  humanity  is  registered  in 

heaven  ; 
No  slave-hunt  in  our  borders,  —  no  pirate 

on  our  strand ! 
No  fetters  in  the  Bay  State,  —  no  slave 

upon  our  land  I 


THE  CHRISTIAN   SLAVE 

In  a  publication  of  L.  F.  Tasistro  —  Random 
Shots  and  Southern  Breezes  —  is  a  description  id 
a  dAYB  auction  at  New  Orleans,  at  which  the 
auctioneer  recommended  the  woman  on  the 
stand  as  "  A  OOOD  Chrirtiait  I  "  It  was  not 
uncommon  to  see  advertisementB  of  slaves  for 
sale,  in  which  they  were  described  as  pious  or 
as  members  of  the  church.  In  one  adieitise 
ment  a  slave  was  noted  as  **  a  Biq;>ti8t  preacher.* 
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A  Christian  !  going,  gone  ! 
Who  bids  for  God's  own  image  ?   for  his 

grace, 
Which  that  poor  victim  of  the  market-place, 

Hath  in  her  suffering  won  ? 

My  God  I  can  such  things  be  ? 
Hast  Thou  not  said  that  whatsoe'er  is  done 
Unto  Thy  weakest  and  Thy  humblest  one 

Is  even  done  to  Thee  ? 

In  that  sad  victim,  then, 
Child  of  Thy  pitying  love,  I  see  Thee  stand  ; 
Once  more  the  jest- word  of  a  mocking  band, 

Bound,  sold,  and  scourged  again ! 

A  Christian  up  for  sale  ! 
Wet  with  her  blood  your  whips,  o'ertask 

her  frame, 
Make  her  life  loathsome  with  your  wrong 
and  shame. 
Her  patience  shall  not  fail ! 

A  heathen  hand  might  deal 
Back  on  your  heads  the  gathered  wrong  of 

years  : 
But  her  low,  broken  prayer  and  nightly 
tears, 
Te  neither  heed  nor  feel. 

Con  well  thy  lesson  o'er, 
Thou  prudent  teacher,  tell  the  toiling  slave 
No  dangerous  tale  of  Him  who  came  to  save 

The  outcast  and  the  poor. 

But  wisely  shut  the  ray 
Of  God's  free  Gospel  from  her  simple  heart, 
And  to  her  darkened  mind  alone  mipart 

One  stem  command,  Obey  ! 

So  shalt  thou  deftly  raise 
The  market  price  of  human  flesh  ;  and  while 
On  thee,  their  pampered  guest,  the  planters 
smile. 

Thy  church  shall  praise. 

Grave,  reverend  men  shall  tell 
From  Northern  pulpits  how  thy  work  was 

blest, 
While  in  that  vile  South  Sodom  first  and 
best. 
Thy  poor  disciples  selL 

Oh,  shame  !  the  Moslem  thndl, 
Who,  iD^th  his  master,  to  the  Prophet  kneels. 


While  turning  to  the  sacred  Kebla  feels 
His  fetters  break  and  fall. 

Cheers  for  the  turbaned  Bey 
Of  robber-peopled  Tunis  !  he  hath  torn 
The  dark  slave  -  dungeons  open,  and  hath 
borne 

Their  inmates  into  day  : 

But  our  poor  slave  in  vain 
Turns  to  the  Christian  shrine  his  aching 

eyes  ; 
Its  rites  wiU  only  swell  his  market  price, 

And  rivet  on  his  chain. 

Grod  of  all  rifi^ht !  how  long 
Shall  priestly  robbers  at  Thine  altar  stand. 
Lifting  in  prayer  to  Thee  the  bloody  hand 

And  haughty  brow  of  wrong  ? 

Oh,  from  the  fields  of  cane, 
From  the  low  rice-swamp,  from  the  trader^! 

cell ; 
From  the  black  slave-ship's  foul  and  loath- 
some hell. 
And  coffle's  weaiy  chain ; 

Hoarse,  horrible,  and  strong. 
Rises  to  Heaven  that  agonizing  cry. 
Filling  the  arches  of  the  hollow  sky. 

How  long,  O  God,  how  long  ? 


THE     SENTENCE    OF    JOHN    L. 

BROWN 

John  L.  Brown,  a  young  white  man  of  South 
Carolina,  was  in  1844  sentenced  to  death  for 
aiding  a  young  slave  woman,  whom  he  loved 
and  had  married,  to  escape  from  slavery.  In 
pronouncing  the  sentence  Judge  O^Neale  ad- 
dressed to  &e  prisoner  words  of  appalling  blas- 
phemy [of  which  the  following  passages  give 
some  notion]  :  — 

You  are  to  die  I  .  .  .Of  your  put  life  I  know  no- 
thing, except  what  your  trial  furniabed.  That  told  me 
that  the  crime  for  which  you  are  to  suffer  waa  the  con- 
aequence  of  a  want  of  attention  on  your  part  to  the 
dutiea  of  life.  The  strange  woman  anared  you.  She 
flattered  you  with  her  worda,  and  you  became  her  t1o> 
tim.  The  conaequence  waa,  that,  led  on  bv  a  deaire  to 
aenre  her,  you  committed  the  offence  of  aiding  a  alare 
to  run  away  and  depart  from  her  maater*a  aernoe ;  .and 
now,  for  it  you  are  to  die  1  ..  . 

Tou  are  young;  quite  too  young  to  be  where  yon 
are.  If  you  had  remembered  your  Creator  in  your  past 
davB,  you  would  not  now  be  in  a  felon's  place,  to  re- 
ceive a  felon's  judgment.  Still,  it  is  not  too  late  to 
roBMrnber  your  Creator.    He  calla  early,  and  He  calla 
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« uTa 


No  event  in  the  hiatory 
•traggfle  *o  itdired  the  tvo 

thii  dreadful  aaateace.  A  cr?  dC  harm  «aa 
heard  from  Europe.  Id  the  British  Hoiue  of 
IiOidi  Btongham  and  Deaman  spoke  of  it  with 
DUDeled  patboa  and  indignatioa.  Thirteen 
hnnared  cleigymen  and  church  ofGcera  in 
Great  Britain  addraned  a  memorial  to  the 
chniDhe*  of  Sonth  Carolina  against  the  atrocntT. 
Indeed,  H)  strong  vaa  the  prewnre  of  the 
timent  of  abhoire]  '  "        -■>.'- 

CBTolina  yielded  b 


Ho  t  thou  who  aeekest  late  and  long 

A  License  from  the  HoIt  Book 
For  brutal  luat  and  fiendish  wrong, 

Man  of  the  Pulpit,  look  1 
Lift  up  those  cold  and  atheist  eyes. 

This  ripe  fruit  of  thy  teaching  see  ; 
And  tell  us  bow  to  heaven  will  rise 
The  incense  of  this  sacrifice  — 

Tiua  blossom  of  the  gallows  tree  I 

Search  oat  for  slaTery's  hour  of  need 

Some  fitting  text  of  sacred  writ ; 
Give  heavea  the  credit  of  a  deed 

Which  shniues  the  nether  pit- 
Kneel,  smooth  blasphemer,  nnto  Him 

Whose  truth  is  on  thy  lips  a  lie  ; 
Ask  that  His  bright  winged  eherubim 
M^  bend  around  that  scaffold  grim 

To  guard  and  bless  and  sanctify. 

O  champion  of  the  people's  cause  t 

Suspend  thy  loud  and  vain  rebuke 
Of  foreign  wrong  and  Old  World's  laws, 

Man  of  the  Senate,  look  t 
Was  this  the  promise  of  the  free. 

The  great  hope  of  our  early  time. 
That  Blavery's  poison  vine  should  be 
Upborne  by  Freedom's  pmyer-nntsed  tree 

O'erclustered  with  such  fruits  of  crime  ? 


Send  ont  the  summons  East  and  West, 

And  South  and  North,  let  all  be  there 
Wbere  he  who  pitied  the  oppressed 

Swings  out  in  sun  and  air. 
Let  not  a  Democratic  hand 

The  grisly  hangman's  task  refuse  ; 
There  let  each  loyal  patriot  stand, 
AwMtiog  slavery's  command, 

To  CwiM  the  rope  and  draw  the  oooae  I 


But  VI 

ItSI 

In  fiery  and  indignant  beat 

The  pulses  of  the  heart. 
Leave  studied  wit  and  guarded  phrase 

For  those  who  think  bat  do  not  feel  ; 
Let  men  speak  out  in  words  which  raise 
Wbere'er  they  fall,  an  answering  blaze 

Like  flints  which  strike  the  fire  from  steeL 

Still  let  a  mounug  priesthood  plj 

llieir  garbled  text  and  gloss  of  sin. 
And  make  the  lettered  scroll  deny 

Its  living  soul  within : 
Still  let  the  place-fed,  tiUed  knave 

Plead  robbery's  right  with  purchased  lips, 
And  tell  US  that  our  fathers  gave 
For  Freedom's  pedestal,  a  slave. 

The  frieze  atid    moulding,  chains  and 


Speak  out  in  words  of  power  and  awe 

That  God  is  living  yet  I 
Breathe  forth  once  more  those  tones  sublime 

Which  thrilled   the  burdened  prophet's 

And  in  a  dark  and  evil  time 
Smote  down  on  Israel's  fast  of  crinM 
And  gift  of  blood,  a  rain  of  fire  I 

Oh,  not  for  na  the  graceful  lay 

To  whose  soft  measures  lightly  move 
The  footsteps  of  the  faun  and  fay, 

O'er-locked  by  mirth  and  love  1 
But  such  a  stem  and  startling  strain 

As  Britain's  hunted  bards  flung  dowa 
From  Snowdea  to  the  conquered  plain, 
Wbere  harshly  clanked  the  Saxon  chain 

On  trampled  field  and  smoking  town. 

By  Liberty's  dishonored  name. 

By  man  s  lost  hope  and  failing  trnst, 
By  words  and  deeds  which  bow  with  sbsime 

Our  foreheads  to  the  dust, 
By  the  exulting  strangers'  sneer, 

Borne   to   us   from    the    Old    World'3 
thrones. 
And  by  their  victims*  grief  who  hear, 
In  sunless  mines  and  dungeons  drear, 

How  Freedom's  land  her  faith  disowns  I 

Speak  out  in  acte.     The  time  for  words 
Has  passed,  and  deeds  sufBoe  alone  ; 
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In  vain  against  the  clang  of  swords 

The  wfuling  pipe  is  blown  I 
Act,  act  in  God's  name,  while  ye  may  I 

Smite  from  the  church  her  leprous  limb  ! 
Throw  open  to  the  light  of  day 
The  bondman's  cell,  and  break  away 

The  chains  the  state  has  boimd  on  him  ! 

Ho  !  every  true  and  living  soul, 

To  Freedom's  perilled  altar  bear 
The  Freeman's  and  the  Christian's  whole 

Tongue,  pen,  and  vote,  and  prayer  ! 
One  last,  great  battle  for  the  right  — 

One  short,  sharp  struggle  to  be  free  I 
To  do  is  to  succeed  —  our  fight 
Is  waged  in  Heaven's  approving  sight ; 

The  smile  of  God  is  Victory. 


TEXAS 

VOICE    OF    NEW    ENGLAND 

The  five  poems  immediately  following  indi- 
cate the  intense  feeling  of  the  friends  of  free- 
dom in  view  of  the  annexation  of  Texas,  with 
its  vast  territory  sufficient,  as  was  boasted,  for 
six  new  slave  States.  [The  first  poem  seems 
to  have  been  written  at  the  earnest  entreaty 
of  Lowell,  who  called  on  Whittier  "to  cry 
aloud  and  spare  not  against  the  accursed  Texas 
plot."] 

Up  the  hillside,  down  the  glen, 
Rouse  the  sleeping  citizen ; 
Summon  out  the  might  of  men  ! 

Like  a  lion  growling  low, 
Like  a  night-storm  rising  slow, 
Like  the  tread  of  unseen  foe  ; 

It  is  coming,  it  is  nigh  ! 

Stand  your  homes  and  altars  by; 

On  your  own  free  thresholds  die. 

Clang  the  bells  in  all  your  spires  ; 
On  the  gray  hills  of  your  sires 
Fling  to  heaven  your  signal-fires. 

From  Wachuset,  lone  and  bleak, 

Unto  Berkshire's  tallest  peak, 

Let  the  flame-tongued  heralds  speak. 

Oh,  for  God  and  duty  stand, 
Heart  to  heart  and  hand  to  hand. 
Round  the  old  graves  of  the  land. 


Whoso  shrinks  or  falters  now^ 
Whoso  to  the  yoke  would  bow. 
Brand  the  craven  on  his  brow  1 

Freedom's  soil  hath  only  place 
For  a  free  and  fearless  race. 
None  for  traitors  false  and  base. 

Perish  party,  perish  clan  ; 
Strike  together  while  ye  can. 
Like  the  arm  of  one  strong  man. 

Like  that  angel's  voice  sublime, 
Heard  above  a  world  of  crime, 
Crying  of  the  end  of  time  ; 

With  one  heart  and  with  one  mouthy 
Let  the  North  unto  the  South 
Speak  the  word  befitting  both  : 

*'  What  though  Issachar  be  strong  t 
Te  may  l<Mid  his  back  with  wrong 
Overmuch  and  over  long  : 

''  Patience  with  her  cup  o'errun. 
With  her  weary  thread  outspun, 
Murmurs  that  ner  work  is  d!one. 

<*  Make  our  Union-bond  a  chain. 
Weak  as  tow  in  Freedom's  strain 
Link  by  link  shall  snap  in  twain. 

*^  Vainly  shall  your  sand-wrought  rope 
Bind  the  starry  cluster  up. 
Shattered  over  heaven's  blue  cope  1 

**  Give  us  bright  though  broken  rays, 
Rather  than  eternal  haze. 
Clouding  o'er  the  full-orbed  blaze. 

**  Take  your  land  of  sun  and  bloom ; 
Only  leave  to  Freedom  room 
For  her  plough,  and  forge,  and  loom  | 

*'  Take  your  slavery-blackened  vales  ; 
Leave  us  but  our  own  free  gales. 
Blowing  on  our  thousand  sails. 

"  Boldly,  or  with  treacherous  art. 
Strike  the  blood-wrought  chain  apart  $ 
Break  the  Union's  mighty  heart ; 

"  Work  the  ruin,  if  ye  will ; 
PI  nek  upon  your  heads  an  ill 
Which  shall  grow  and  dee\ietL  ^t^^L 
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**  With  your  bondman's  right  tarn  bare, 
With  his  heart  of  black  despair. 
Stand  alone,  if  stand  je  dare  ! 

**  Onward  with  yonr  fell  design  ; 
Dig  the  gulf  and  draw  the  fine  : 
Fire  beneath  your  feet  the  mine  t 

**  Deeply,  when  the  wide  abyss 
Tawns  between  your  land  and  this, 
Shall  ye  feel  your  helplessness. 

**  By  the  hearth,  and  in  the  bed, 
Shaken  by  a  look  or  tread, 
Ye  shall  own  a  guilty  dread. 

"  And  the  curse  of  unpaid  toil. 
Downward  through  your  generous  soil 
Like  a  fire  shall  bum  and  spoil. 

"  Our  bleak  hills  shall  bud  and  blow, 
Vines  our  rocks  shall  overgrow. 
Plenty  in  our  vaUeys  flow  ;  — 

^  And  when  yengeance  clouds  your  skies. 
Hither  shall  ye  turn  your  eyes. 
As  the  lost  on  Paradise  ! 

^  We  but  ask  our  rocky  strand. 
Freedom's  true  and  brother  band, 
Freedom's  strong  and  honest  hand  ; 

**  Valleys  by  the  slave  untrod, 
And  the  Pilgrim's  mountain  sod, 
Bless^  of  our  fathers'  God  ! " 


TO   FANEUIL  HALL 

Written  in  1844,  on  reading  a  call  by  *'  a 
3la8Bachii8ett8  Freeman"  for  a  meeting  in 
Fanenil  Hall  of  the  citizens  of  Maasachuaette, 
without  distinction  of  party,  opposed  to  the  an- 
nexation of  Texas  and  the  aggresrionB  of  South 
Carolina,  and  in  favor  of  deoirive  action  against 
slavery. 

Men  !  if  manhood  still  ye  claim, 

If  the  Northern  pulse  can  thrill, 
Roused  by  wrong  or  stung  by  shame. 

Freely,  strongly  still ; 
Let  the  sounds  of  traffic  d^e  .* 

Shut  the  mill-gate,  leave  the  stall, 
Fline  the  axe  and  hammer  by  ; 

Throng  to  Fanenil  Hall  I 


Wrongs  which  freemen  never  brooked^ 

Dangers  grim  and  fierce  as  they. 
Which,  like  couching  Hons,  looked 

On  your  fathers'  way  ; 
These  your  instant  zeaJ  demand. 

Shaking  with  their  earthquake-call 
Every  rood  of  Pilgrim  land, 

Ho,  to  Faneuil  HaU  I 

From  your  capes  and  sandy  bars. 

From  your  mountain-ridges  cold. 
Through  whose  pines  the  westering  stars 

Stoop  their  crowns  of  gold  ; 
Come,  and  with  your  footsteps  wake 

Echoes  from  that  holy  wall ; 
Once  ag^ain,  for  Freedom's  sake, 

Rock  your  fathers'  hall  I 

Up,  and  tread  beneath  your  feet 

JSvery  cord  by  party  spun  : 
Let  your  hearts  together  beat 

As  the  heart  of  one. 
Banks  and  tariffs,  stocks  and  trade. 

Let  them  rise  or  let  them  fall : 
Freedom  asks  your  common  aid,  — 

Up,  to  Faneuil  Hall  I 

U^  and  let  each  voice  that  speaks 

King  from  thence  to  Southern  plaiiu^ 
Sharpfy  as  the  blow  which  breaks 

Pnson-bolts  and  chains ! 
Speak  as  well  becomes  the  free  : 

Dreaded  more  than  steel  or  ball. 
Shall  your  calmest  utterance  be. 

Heard  from  Faneuil  Hall ! 

Have  they  wronged  us  ?    Let  us  then 

Render  back  nor  threats  nor  prayers  ; 
Have  they  chained  our  free-bom  men  ? 

Let  us  unchain  theirs  I 
Up,  your  banner  leads  the  van. 

Blazoned,  "  Liberty  for  all ! " 
Finish  what  your  sires  began  1 

Up,  to  Faneuil  Hall  I 


TO   MASSACHUSETTS 

What  though  around  tbee  blazes 

No  fiery  rallying  sign  ? 
From  all  thy  own  nigh  places, 

Give  heaven  the  light  of  thine  I 
What  though  unthriUed,  unmoving. 

The  statesman  stand  apart, 
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And  comes  no  warm  approying 
From  Mammon's  crowded  mart  ? 

Still  let  the  land  be  shaken 

By  a  summons  of  thine  own  t 
By  all  save  truth  forsaken, 

Stand  fast  with  that  alone  I 
Shrink  not  from  strife  unequal  t 

With  the  best  is  always  hope  ; 
And  ever  in  the  sequel 

God  holds  the  right  side  up  I 

But  when,  with  thine  uniting, 

Come  voices  long  and  loud^ 
And  far-off  hills  are  writing 

Thy  fire-words  on  the  cloud  ; 
When  from  Penobscot's  fountains 

A  deep  response  is  heard. 
And  across  the  Western  mountains 

Rolls  back  thy  rallying  word  ; 

Shall  thy  line  of  battle  falter, 

With  its  allies  just  in  view  ? 
Oh,  by  hearth  and  holy  altar, 

My  fatherland,  be  true  ! 
Fling  abroad  thy  scrolls  of  Freedom  t 

Speed  them  onward  far  and  tnst  1 
Over  hill  and  valley  speed  them. 

Like  the  sibyl's  on  the  blast  I 

Lo  f  the  Empire  State  is  shaking 

The  shackles  from  her  hand  ; 
With  the  ragged  North  is  waking 

The  level  sunset  land  ! 
On  they  come,  the  free  battalions  f 

East  and  West  and  North  they  come, 
And  the  heart-beat  of  the  millions 

Is  the  beat  of  Freedom's  drum. 

^  To  the  tyrant's  plot  no  favor  ! 

No  heed  to  place-fed  knaves  f 
Bar  and  bolt  tne  door  forever 

Against  the  land  of  slaves  I " 
Hear  it,  mother  Earth,  and  hear  it, 

The  heavens  above  us  spread ! 
The  land  is  roused,  —  its  spirit 

Was  sleeping,  but  not  dead  I 


NEW   HAMPSHIRE 

•GrOD    bless    New    Hampshire !  from    her 

granite  peaks 
Once  more  the  voice  of  Stark  and  Langdon 

speaks. 


The  long-bound  yassal   of   the    exulting 
South 
For  very  shame  her  self-forged  chain 
has  broken  ; 
Tom  the  black  seal  of  slavery  from  her 
mouth. 
And  in  the  clear  tones  of  her  old  time 
spoken ! 
Oh,   all  undreamed-of,  all  unhoped-for 
changes ! 
The  tyrant's  ally  proves  his  sternest  foe  ; 
To  all  his  biddings,  from  her  mountain 
ranges, 
New  Hampshire  thunders  an  indignant 

Who  is  it  now  despairs?    Oh,  faint  of 
heart, 
Look  upward  to  those  Northern  moun- 
tains cold, 
ilouted  by  Freedom's  victor -flag  un- 
rolled. 

And  gather   strength  to  bear  a  manlier 
part! 

All  is  not  lost.    The  angel  of  God's  bless- 
ing 
Encamps  with  Freedom  on  the  field  of 
fiRbt; 

Still  to  her  banner,  day  by  day,  are  press- 
ing 
Unlocked  -  for    allies,  striking  for  the 
right  f 

Courage,  then,  Northern  hearts  !    Be  firm, 
be  true : 

What  one  brave  State  hath  done,  can  ye  not 
also  do? 


THE   PINE-TREE 

Written  on  hearing  that  the  Anti-Slavery  Re- 
solves of  Stephen  C.  Phillips  had  been  rejected 
by  the  Whig  Convention  m  Fanenil  Hall,  in 

Lift  again  the  stately  emblem  on  the  Bay 

State's  rusted  shield. 
Give  to  Northern  winds  the  Pine-Tree  on 

our  banner's  tattered  field. 
Sons  of  men  who  sat  in  council  with  their 

Bibles  round  the  board. 
Answering  England's  royal  missive  with  a 

firm,  <<  Thus  saith  the  Lord !  " 
Rise  again  for  home  and  freedom  !  set  the 

battle  in  array  I 
What  the  fathers  did  of  old  time  we  their 

sons  must  do  to-day. 


294 


ANTI-SLAVERY  POEMS 


Tell  us  not  of  banks  and  tariffs,  cease  your 

paltry  pedler  cries  ; 
Shall  the  good  State  sink  her  honor  that 

your  gambling  stocks  may  rise  ? 
Would  ye  barter  man  for  cotton  ?    That 

your  gains  may  sum  up  higher, 
Must  we  kiss  the  feet  of  Moloch,  pass  our 

children  through  the  fire  ? 
Is  the  dollar  only  real  ?    Grod  and  truth 

and  right  a  dream  ? 
Weighed  against  your  lying  ledgers  must 

our  manhood  kick  the  beam  ? 

O  my  God  !  for  that  free  spirit,  which  of 

old  in  Boston  town 
Smote  the  Province  House   with  terror, 

struck  the  crest  of  Andros  down  ! 
For  another  strong-yoiced  Adams  in  the 

city's  streets  to  cry, 
**  Up  for  God  and  Massachusetts  !      Set 

your  feet  on  Mammon's  lie  ! 
Perish  banks  and  perish  traffic,  spin  your 

cotton's  latest  pound. 
But  in  Heaven's  name  keep  your   honor, 

keep  the  heart  o'   the  Bay  State 

sound  I " 

Where  's    the    man    for    Massachusetts  ? 

Where 's  the  voice  to  speak  her  free  ? 
Where 's  the  hand  to  light  up  bonfires  from 

her  mountains  to  the  sea  ? 
Beats  her  Pilgrim  pulse  no  longer  ?     Sits 

she  dumb  in  her  despair  ? 
Has  she  none  to  break  the  silence  ?    Has 

she  none  to  do  and  dare  ? 
O  my  Grod  !  for  one  right  worthy  to  lift  up 

her  rusted  shield, 
And  to  plant  again  the  Pine-Tree  in  her 

banner's  tattered  field  I 


TO  A  SOUTHERN   STATESMAN 

John  C.  Calhoun,  who  had  strongly  urged 
the  extension  of  slave  territory  by  the  annexa- 
tion of  Texas,  even  if  it  should  involve  a  war 
with  England,  was  unwilling  to  promote  the 
acquisition  of  Oregon,  which  would  enlarge 
the  Northern  domain  of  freedom,  and  pleaded 
as  an  excuse  the  peril  of  foreign  complications 
which  he  had  defied  when  the  interests  of  sla- 
very were  involved. 

1&  this  thy  voice  whose  treble  notes  of  fear 
Wail  in  the  wind  ?    And  dost  thou  shake 
to  hear. 


Actseon-like,  the  bay  of  thine  own  hounds, 

Spuming  the  leash,  and  leaping  o'er  their 
bounds? 

Sore  -  baffled  statesman  I  when  thy  eager 
hand, 

With  game  afoot,  unslipped  the  hungry 
pack. 

To  hunt  down  Freedom  in  her  chosen  land, 

Hadst  thou  no  fear,  that,  erelong,  doubling' 
back. 

These  dogs  of  thine  might  snuff  ou  Sla- 
very's track  ? 

Where 's  now  the  boast,  which  even  thy 
guarded  tongue. 

Cold,  calm,  and  proud,  in  the  teeth  o'  the 
Senate  flung. 

O'er  the  fulfilment  of  thy  baleful  plan. 

Like  Satan's  triumph  at  the  fall  of  man  ? 

How  stood'st  thou  then,  thy  feet  on  Free- 
dom planting, 

And  pointing  to  the  lurid  heaven  afar, 

Whence  all  could  see,  through  the  south 
windows  slantin?, 

Crimson  as  blood,  the  beams  of  that  Lone 
Star! 

The  Fates  are  just ;  they  give  us  but  our 
own  ; 

Nemesis  ripens  what  our  hands  have  sown* 

There  is  an  Eastern  story,  not  unknown, 

Doubtless,  to  thee,  of  one  whose  magic 
skill 

Called  demons  up  his  water- jars  to  fill ; 

Deftly  and  silently,  they  did  his  will. 

But,  when  the  task  was  done,  kept  pouring 

stm. 

In  vain  with  spell  and  charm  the  wizard 

wrought. 
Faster  and  raster  were  the  buckets  broueht^ 
Higher  and  higher  rose  the  flood  around, 
TiU  the  fiends  clapped  their  hands  above 

their  master  drowned ! 
So,  Carolinian,  it  may  prove  with  thee, 
For  God  still  overrules  man's  schemes,  and 

takes 
Craftiness  in  its  self-set  snare,  and  makes 
The  wrath  of  man  to  praise  Him.    It  may- 
be. 
That  the  roused  spirits  of  Democracy 
May  leave  to  freer  States  the  same  wide 

door 
Through  which  thy  slave-cursed  Texas  en- 
tered in, 
From  out  the  blood  and  fire,  the  wrong  and 

sin. 
Of  the  stormed  city  and  the  ghastly  plain. 
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Beat  by  hot  hail,  and  wet  with  bloody  rain, 
The  myriad-handed  pioneer  may  pour, 
And  the  wild  West  with  the  roused  North 

combine 
And  heave  the  engineer  of  evil  with  his 

mine. 


AT  WASHINGTON 

Suggested  by  a  visit  to  the  city  of  Washing- 
ton, in  the  12th  month  of  1845.  [Originally  en- 
titled Lijies.] 

With  a  cold  and  wintry  noon-light 

On  its  roofs  and  steeples  shed, 
Shadows  weaving  with  the  sunlight 
From  the  gray  sky  overhead, 
Broadly,  vaguely,  all  around  me,  lies  the 
half-built  town  outspread. 

Through  this  broad  street,  restless  ever. 

Ebbs  and  flows  a  human  tide. 
Wave  on  wave  a  living  river  ; 
Wealth  and  fashion  side  by  side  ; 
Toiler,  idler,  slave  and  master,  in  the  same 
quick  current  glide. 

Underneath  yon  dome,  whose  coping 
Springs  above  them,  vast  and  tal^ 
Grave  men  in  the  dust  are  groping 
For  the  largess,  base  and  soiall. 
Which  the  hand  of  Power  is  scattering, 
crumbs  which  from  its  table  fall. 

Base  of  heart !    They  vilely  barter 
Honor's  wealth  for  party's  place  ; 
Step  by  step  on  Freedom's  charter 
Leaving  footprints  of  disgrace  ; ' 
For  to-day's  poor  pittance  turning  from  the 
great  hope  of  their  race. 

Tet,  where  festal  lamps  are  throwing 

Glory  round  the  dancer's  hair. 
Gold-tressed,  like  an  angel's,  flowing 
Backward  on  the  sunset  air  ; 
And  the  low  quick  pulse  of  music  beats  its 
measure  sweet  and  rare  : 

There  to-night  shall  woman's  glances, 

Star-like,  welcome  give  to  them  ; 
Fawning  fools  with  shy  advances 
Seek  to  touch  their  garments'  hem. 
With  the  tongue  of  flattery  glozing  deeds 
which  God  and  Tmtii  condemn. 


From  this  flittering  lie  my  vision 
Takes  a  broader,  sadder  range, 
Full  before  me  have  arisen 

Other  pictures  dark  and  strange  ; 
From  the  parlor  to  the  prison  must  the 
scene  and  witness  change. 

Hark !  the  heavy  gate  is  swinging 
On  its  hinges,  harsh  and  slow  ; 

One  pale  prison  lamp  is  flinging 
On  a  fearful  group  below 
Such  a  light  as  leaves  to  terror  whatsoe'er 
^  it  does  not  show. 

Fitving  Grod  !    Is  that  a  woman 

On  whose  wrist  the  shackles  clash  ? 
Is  that  shriek  she  utters  human. 
Underneath  the  stinging  lash  ? 
Axe  they  men  whose  eyes  of  madness  from 
that  sad  procession  flash  ? 

Still  the  dance  goes  gayly  onward  I 
What  is  it  to  WeiUth  and  Pride 
That  without  the  stars  are  looking 
On  a  scene  which  earth  should  hide  ? 
That  the  slave-ship  lies  in  waiting,  rocking 
on  Potomac's  tide  ! 

Vainly  to  that  mean  Ambition 

Which,  upon  a  rival's  fall, 
Winds  above  its  old  condition, 
With  a  reptile's  slimy  crawl, 
Shall  the  pleading  voice  of  sorrow,  shall  the 
slave  in  anguish  calL 

Vainly  to  the  child  of  Fashion, 

Giving  to  ideal  woe 
Gracefm  luxurv  of  compassion. 
Shall  the  stricken  mourner  go  ; 
Hateful  seems  the  earnest  sorrow,  beautifol 
the  hollow  show  ! 

Nay,  my  words  are  all  too  sweeping : 

In  this  crowded  human  mart. 
Feeling  is  not  dead,  but  sleeping  ; 
Mairs  strong  will  and  woman  s  heart, 
In  the  coming  strife  for  Freedom,  yet  shall 
bear  their  generous  part. 

And  from  yonder  sunny  valleys, 
Southward  in  the  distance  lost, 
Freedom  yet  shall  summon  allies 
Worthier  than  the  North  can  boast. 
With  the  Evil  by  their  hearth-stones  grap* 
pling  at  severer  cost. 
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Now,  the  soul  aloue  is  willing  : 

Faint  the  heart  and  weak  the  knee  ; 
And  as  yet  no  lip  is  thrilling 

With  the  mighty  words,  «  Be  Free  I  ** 
Tarzieth  long  the  land's  Good  Angel,  bnt 
his  advent  is  to  be  I 

Meanwhile,  turning  from  the  reyel 

To  the  prison-cell  my  sight, 
For  intenser  hate  of  evil, 
For  a  keener  sense  of  right, 
Shaking  off  thy  dust,  I  thank  thee,  City  of 
the  Slaves,  to-night  I  1 

**  To  thy  duty  now  and  ever  f 

Dream  no  more  of  rest  or  stay  : 
Give  to  Freedom's  great  endeavor 
All  thou  art  and  hast  to-day  :  " 
Thus,  above  the  city's  murmur,  saith  a 
Voice,  or  seems  to  say. 

Te  with  heart  and  vision  gifted 
To  discern  and  love  the  right. 
Whose  worn  faces  have  been  lifted 
To  the  slowly-growing  light. 
Where    from  Freedom's    sunrise    drifted 
slowly  back  the  murk  of  night  1 

Te  who  through  long  years  of  trial 
Still  have  held  vour  purpose  fast. 
While  a  lengthenmg  shade  the  dial 
From  the  westering  sunshine  cast, 
And  of  hope  each  hour  s  denial  seemed  an 
echo  of  the  last  I 

O  my  brothers  I     O  my  sisters  ! 

Would  to  God  that  ye  were  near, 
Gazing  with  me  down  the  vistas 
Of  a  sorrow  strange  and  drear  ; 
Would  to  Grod  that  ye  were  listeners  to  the 
Voice  I  seem  to  hear  ! 

With  the  storm  above  us  driving, 

With  the  false  earth  mined  below. 
Who  shall  marvel  if  thus  striving 
We  have  counted  friend  as  foe  ; 
Unto  one  another  giving  in  the  darkness 
blow  for  blow. 

Well  it  may  be  that  our  natures 

Have  grown  sterner  and  more  hard. 
And  the  freshness  of  their  features 
Somewhat  harsh  and  battle-scarred, 
And  their  harmonies  of  feeling  overtasked 
and  rudely  jarred. 


Be  it  so.    It  should  not  swerve  us 

From  a  purpose  true  and  brave  ; 
Dearer  Freedom's  rugg^  service 
Than  the  pastime  of  the  slave  ; 
Better  is  the  storm  above  it  than  the  quiet 
of  the  grave. 

Let  us  then,  uniting,  bury 

All  our  idle  feuds  in  dust. 
And  to  future  conflicts  carry 

Mutual  faith  and  conunon  trust ; 
Always  he  who  most  f  orgiveth  in  his  brother 
is  most  just. 

From  the  eternal  shadow  rounding 

All  our  sun  and  starlight  here. 
Voices  of  our  lost  ones  sounding 
Bid  us  be  of  heart  and  cheer, 
Through  the  silence,  down  the  spaces,  fall^ 
ing  on  the  inward  ear. 

Elnow  we  not  our  dead  are  looking 

Downward  with  a  sad  surprise. 
All  our  strife  of  words  rebuking 
With  their  mild  and  loving  eyes  ? 
Shall  we  grieve  the  holy  angels  ?     Shall  we 
cloud  their  blessed  skies  ? 

Let  us  draw  their  mantles  o'er  us 
Which  have  fallen  in  our  way  ; 
Let  us  do  the  work  before  us, 
Cheerly,  bravely,  while  we  may. 
Ere  the  long    night-silence  cometh,  and 
with  us  it  is  not  day  !  / 


THE  BRANDED   HAND 

Captain    Jonathan    Walker,    of.  Harwich,^ 
Mass.,  was  solicited  by  several  fugitive  slaves' 
at  Pensacola,   Florida,  to  carry  UieiH  in  hia 
vessel  to  the  British  West  Indies.     Although 
well  aware  of  the  great  hazard  of  thei  enter- 
prise he  attempted  to  comply  with  the  ] 
but  was  seized  at  sea  by  an  American  ves 
consigned  to  the  authorities  at  Key  West, 
thence  sent  back  to  Pensacola,  where, 
a  long  and   rigorous  confinement  in  prison,  hi 
was  tried  and  sentenced  to  be  branded  on  hi 
right  hand  with  the  letters  "S.  S."   (slave- 
stealer)  and  amerced  in  a  heavy  fine. 

Welcome  home  again,  brave  seaman  I 
with  thy  thoughtful  brow  and  gray. 

And  the  old  heroic  spirit  of  our  earlier, 
better  day  ; 
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With  that  front  of  calm  endurance,  on 
whose  steady  nerve  in  vain 

Pressed  the  iron  of  the  prison,  smote  the 
fiery  shafts  of  pain  ! 

Is  the  tyrant's  brand  upon  thee  ?  Did  the 
brutal  cravens  aim 

To  make  Grod's  truth  thy  falsehood,  His 
holiest  work  thy  shame  ? 

When,  all  blood-quenched,  from  the  tor- 
ture the  iron  was  withdrawn. 

How  laughed  their  evil  angel  the  baffled 
fools  to  scorn  I 

They  change  to  wrong  the  duty  which  God 

hath  written  out 
On  the  great  heart  of  humanity,  too  legible 

for  doubt ! 
They,  the  loathsome  moral  lepers,  blotched 

from  footsole  up  to  crown. 
Give  to  shame  what  God  hath  given  unto 

honor  and  renown ! 

Why,  that  brand  is  highest  honor  I  than 

its  traces  never  yet 
Upon    old    armorial    hatchments    was    a 

prouder  blazon  set ; 
And  thy  unborn  generations,  as  they  tread 

our  rocky  strand, 
Shall  tell   with  pride  the   story  of  their 

father's  branded  hand ! 

As  the  Templar  home  was  welcome,  bear- 
ing back  from  Syrian  wars 

The  scars  of  Arab  lances  and  of  Paynim 
scimitars. 

The  pallor  of  the  prison,  and  the  shackle's 
crimson  span, 

So  we  meet  thee,  so  we  g^et  thee,  truest 
friend  of  God  and  man. 

He  suffered  for  the  ransom  of  the  dear 
Redeemer's  g^ve, 

Thou  for  His  living  presence  in  the  bound 
and  bleeding  slave  ; 

He  for  a  soil  no  longer  by  the  feet  of  an- 
gels trod, 

Thou  for  the  true  Shechinah,  the  present 
home  of  God  I 

!'or,   while    the    jurist,   sitting    with    the 
slave-whip  o'er  him  swung, 
>m  the  tortured  truths  of  freedoi 
lie  of  slavery  wrung,  V/^ 


'>' 


And  the  solemn  priest  to  Moloch,  on  each 

God-deserted  shrine. 
Broke  the  bondman's  heart  for  bread,  poured 

the  bondman's  blood  for  wine  ; 

While  the  multitude  in  blindness  to  a  far- 
off  Saviour  knelt. 

And  spurned,  the  while,  the  temple  where 
a  present  Saviour  dwelt ; 

Thou  beheld'st  Him  in  the  task-field,  in  the 
prison  shadows  dim, 

And  thy  mercy  to  the  bondman,  it  was 
mercy  unto  Him ! 

In  thy  lone  and  long  night-watches,  sky 

above  and  wave  below. 
Thou  didst  learn  a  h^her  wisdom  than  the 

babbling  schoounen  know  ; 
Grod's  stars  and  silence  taught  thee,  as  His 

angels  only  can, 
That  the  one  sole  saci«d  thing  beneath  the 

cope  of  heaven  is  Man  1 

That  he  who  treads  profanely  on  the  scrolls 

of  law  and  creed. 
In  the  depth  of  God's  great  goodness  may 

find  mercy  in  his  need  ; 
But  woe  to  him  who  crushes  the  soul  with 

chain  and  rod. 
And  herds  with  lower  natures  the  awful 

form  of  God  ! 

Then  lift    that    manly  right-hand,  bold 

ploughman  of  the  wave  ! 
Its  branded  palm  shall  prophesy,  '*  Salvation 

to  the  Slave  !  " 
Hold  up  its  fire -wrought  language,  that 

whoso  reads  may  feel 
His  heart  swell    strong  within   him,  hia 

sinews  change  to  steel. 

Hold  it  up  before  our  sunshine,  up  against 

our  Northern  air ; 
Ho  !  men  of  Massachusetts,  for  the  love  of 

God,  look  there  I 
Take  it  henceforth  for  your  standard,  like 

the  Bruce 's  heart  of  yore, 
In  the  dark  strife  closing  round  ye,  let  that 

hand  be  seen  before  1 


And  the  masters  of  the  slave-land  shall 
---—-'  ipiUliH^^  that  sign, 
r^WS^^vMnS^bikJinger  Southward  along 


thePunI 
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Can  the  craft  of  State  avail  them  !  Can  a 
Christless  church  withstand, 

In  the  yan  of  Freedom's  onset,  the  coming 
of  that  hand  ? 


THE  FREED   ISLANDS 

Written  for  the  anniversary  celebration  of 
the  first  of  Aueiist,  at  Milton,  1846.  [Origi- 
nally entitled  LinesJ] 

A  FEW  brief  years  have  passed  away 

Since  Britain  drove  her  million  slaves 
Beneath  the  tropic's  fiery  ray  : 
God  willed  their  freedom  ;  and  to-daj 
Life  blooms  above  those  island  graves  I 

He  spoke  !  across  the  Carib  Sea, 

We  heard  the  clash  of  breaking  chains, 

And  felt  the  heart-throb  of  the  free, 

The  first  strong  pulse  of  liberty 

Which  thrilled  along  the  bondman's  veins. 

Though  long  delated,  and  far,  and  slow. 

The  Briton's  triumph  shall  be  ours  : 
Wears  slavery  here  a  prouder  brow 
Than  that  which  twelve  short  years  ago 
Scowled  darkly  from  her  island  bow- 
ers? 

Mighty  alike  for  good  or  ill 

With  Mother-land,  we  fully  share 

The  Saxon  strength,  the  nerve  of  steel. 

The  tireless  energy  of  will, 

The  power  to  do,  the  pride  to  dare. 

What  she  has  done  can  we  not  do  ? 

Our  hour  and  men  are  both  at  hand  ; 
The  blast  which  Freedom's  angel  blew 
O'er  her  g^en  islands,  echoes  through 

Each  valley  of  our  forest  land. 

Hear  it,  old  Europe  !  we  have  sworn 

The  death  of  slavery.     When  it  faUs, 
Look  to  your  vassals  in  their  turn. 
Your  poor  dumb  millions,  crushed  and  worn. 
Your  prisons  and  your  palace  walls  ! 

O  kingly  mockers  I  scoffing  show 

What  deeds  in  Freedom's  name  we  do  ; 
Yet  know  that  every  taunt  ye  throw 
Across  the  waters,  goads  our  slow 
Progression  towards  the  right  and  true. 


Not  always  shall  your  outraged  poor. 
Appalled  by  democratic  crime. 

Grind  as  their  fathers  ground  before  ; 

The  hour  which  sees  our  prison  door 
Swing  wide  shall  be  their  triumph  time. 

On  then,  my  brothers  !  every  blow 

Ye  deal  is  felt  the  wide  earth  through  ; 
Whatever  here  uplifts  the  low 
Or  humbles  Freedom's  hateful  foe. 
Blesses  the  Old  World  through  the  New. 

Take  heart  !      The  promised  hour  draws 
near; 

I  hear  the  downward  beat  of  wings. 
And  Freedom's  trumpet  sounding  c&ar : 
**  Joy  to  the  people  I  woe  and  fear 

To  new-world  tyrants,  old-world  kings  I " 


A  LETTER 

Supposed  to  be  written  by  the  chairman  of 
the  ''  Central  Clique "  at  Concord,  N.  H.,  to 
the  Hon.  M.  N.,  Jr.,  at  Washington,  giving  the 
result  of  the  election. 

The  following  verses  were  published  in  the 
Botton  Chronatype  in  1846.  iJiey  refer  to  the 
contest  in  New  Hampshire,  which  resulted  in 
the  defeat  of  the  piY>^avery  Democracy,  and 
in  the  election  of  John  P.  Hale  to  the  United 
States  Senate.  Although  their  authorship  was 
not  acknowledged,  it  was  strongly  suspected. 
They  furnish  a  specimen  of  the  way,  on  the 
whole  rather  cfood-natured,  in  which  the  lib- 
ertv-lovers  of  half  a  century  ago  answered  the 
social  and  political  outlawry  and  mob  violeneo 
to  which  they  were  subjected. 

'T  IS  over,  Moses  !    All  is  lost  I 

I  hear  the  bells  a-ringing  ; 
Of  Pharaoh  and  his  Red  Sea  host 

I  hear  the  Free- Wills  singing. 
We  're  routed,  Moses,  horse  and  foot^ 

If  there  be  truth  in  figures. 
With  Federal  Whigs  in  hot  pursuit. 

And  Hale,  and  all  the  **  niggers." 

Alack  !  alas  !  this  month  or  more 

We  've  felt  a  sad  foreboding  ; 
Our  very  dreams  the  burden  bore 

Of  central  cliques  exploding  ; 
Before  our  eyes  a  furnace  shone, 

Where  heads  of  dough  were  roasting-. 
And  one  we  took  to  be  your  own 

The  traitor  Hale  was  toasting  1 
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Our  Belknap  brother  heard  with  awe 

The  Congo  minstrels  playing  ; 
At  Pittsfield  Reuben  Leavitt  saw 

The  ghost  of  Storrs  a-praying  ; 
And  Carroll's  woods  were  sad  to  see, 

With  black-winged  crows  a-darting  ; 
And  Black  Snout  looked  on  Ossipee, 

New-glossed  with  Day  and  Martin. 

We  thought  the  "  Old  Man  of  the  Notch  " 

His  face  seemed  changing  wholly  — 
His  lips  seemed  thick  ;  his  nose  seemed  flat ; 

His  misty  hair  looked  woolly  ; 
And  Coos  teamsters,  shrieking,  fled 

From  the  metamorphosed  figure. 
«*  Look  there  !  '*  they  said,  "  the  Old  Stone 
Head 

Himself  is  turning  nigger  !  " 

The  schoolhouse,  out  of  Canaan  hanled, 

Seemed  turning  on  its  track  again, 
And  like  a  great  swamp-turtle  crawled 

To  Canaan  village  back  again. 
Shook  off  the  mud  and  settled  flat 

Upon  its  underpinning  ; 
A  nigger  on  its  ridge-pole  sat. 

From  ear  to  ear  a-grinning. 

Gray  H d  heard  o'»  nie^hts  the  sound 

Of  rail-cars  onward  faring  ; 
Right  over  Democratic  ground 

The  iron  horse  came  tearing. 
A  flag  waved  o'er  that  spectral  train, 

As  hieh  as  Pittsfield  steeple  ; 
Its  emblem  was  a  broken  chain. 

Its  motto  :  "  To  the  people  ! " 

I  dreamed  that  Charley  took  his  bed, 

With  Hale  for  his  physician  ; 
His  daily  dose  an  old  '*  unread 

And  unref erred  "  petition. 
There  Hayes  and  Tuck  as  nurses  sat. 

As  near  as  near  could  be,  man  ; 
They  leeched  him  with  the  **  Democrat ; " 

They  blistered  with  the  "  Flreeman." 

Ah  I  grisly  portents  !     What  avail 

Your  terrors  of  forewarning  ? 
We  wake  to  find  the  nightmare  Hale 

Astride  our  breasts  at  morning  ! 
From  Portsmouth  lights  to  Indian  stream 

Our  foes  their  throats  are  trying  ; 
The  very  factory-spindles  seem 

To  mock  us  while  they  're  flying. 


The  hills  have  bonfires  ;  in  our  streets 

Flags  flout  us  in  our  faces  ; 
The  newsboys,  peddling  oS  their  sheetSy 

Are  hoarse  with  our  disgraces. 
In  vain  we  turn,  for  gibing  wit 

And  shoutings  follow  after, 
As  if  old  Kearsarge  had  split 

His  granite  sides  with  laughter  1 

What  boots  it  that  we  pelted  out 

The  anti-slavery  women. 
And  bravely  strewed  their  hall  about 

With  tattered  lace  and  trimming  ? 
Was  it  for  such  a  sad  reverse 

Our  mobs  became  peacemakers. 
And  kept  their  tar  and  wooden  horse 

For  Englishmen  and  Quakers  ? 

For  this  did  shifty  Atherton 

Make  gae^  rules  for  the  Great  House  ? 
Wiped  we  For  this  our  feet  upon 

Petitions  in  our  State  House  ? 
Plied  we  for  this  our  axe  of  doom, 

No  stubborn  traitor  sparing. 
Who  scoffed  at  our  opinion  loom. 

And  took  to  homespun  wearing  ? 

Ah,  Moses  I  hard  it  is  to  scan 

These  crooked  providences. 
Deducing  from  the  wisest  plan 

The  saddest  consequences  I 
Strange  that,  in  trampling  as  was  meet 

The  nigger-men's  petition, 
We  sprung  a  mine  beneath  our  feet 

Which  opened  up  perdition. 

How  goodly,  Moses,  was  the  game 

In  which  we  've  long  been  actors. 
Supplying  freedom  with  the  name 

And  slavery  with  the  practice  ! 
Our    Smooth    words    fed     the    people's 
mouth, 

Their  ears  our  party  rattle  ; 
We  kept  them  headed  to  the  South, 

As  drovers  do  their  cattle. 

But  now  our  game  of  politics 

The  world  at  large  is  learning  ; 
And  men  grown  gray  in  all  our  tricks 

State's  evidence  are  turning. 
Votes  and  preambles  subtly  spun 

They  cram  with  meaning^  loader, 
And  load  the  Democratic  gun 

With  abolition  powder. 
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The  ides  of  June  I    Woe  worth  the  day 

When,  turning  all  things  over, 
The  traitor  Hale  shall  make  his  hay 

From  Democratic  clover  I 
Who  then  shall  take  him  iu  the  law, 

Who  punish  crime  so  flagrant  ? 
Whose  hand  shall  serve,  whose  pen  shall 
draw, 

A  writ  against  that  "  vagrant ''  ? 

Alas  I  no  hope  is  left  us  here. 

And  oiie  can  only  pine  for 
The  envied  place  of  overseer 

Of  slaves  in  Carolina  1 
Fray,  Moses,  give  Calhoun  the  wink, 

And  see  what  pay  he  *s  giving  1 
We  've  practised  long  enough,  we  think, 

To  know  the  act  of  driviug. 

And  for  the  faithful  rank  and  file. 

Who  know  their  proper  stations. 
Perhaps  it  may  be  worth  their  while 

To  try  the  rice  plantations. 
Let  Hale  exult,  let  Wilson  scoff. 

To  see  us  southward  scamper  ; 
The  slaves,  we  know,  are  *'  better  off 

Than  laborers  in  New  Hampshire  1  *' 


LINES 

FROM  A  LETTER  TO  A   YOUNG  CLERICAL 

FRIEND 

A  STRENGTH  Thy  service  cannot  tire, 
A  faith  which  doubt  can  never  dim, 

A  heart  of  love,  a  lip  of  fire, 

O  Freedom's  God  I  be  Tliou  to  him  I 

Speak  through  him  words  of  power  and 
fear, 

As  through  Thy  prophet  bards  of  old. 
And  let  a  scornful  people  hear 

Once  more  Thy  Sinai-thunders  rolled. 

For  lying  lips  Thy  blessing  seek, 

And  hands  of  blood  are  raised  to  Thee, 

And  on  Thy  children,  crushed  and  weak, 
The  oppressor  plants  his  kneeling  knee. 

Let  then,  O  God  !  Thy  servant  dare 
Thy  truth  in  all  its  power  to  tell. 

Unmask  the  priestly  thieves,  and  tear 
The  Bible  from  the  grasp  of  hell  1 


From  hollow  rite  and  narrow  span 
Of  law  and  sect  by  Thee  released. 

Oh,  teach  him  that  the  Christian  man 
Is  holier  than  the  Jewish  priest. 

Chase  back  the  shadows,  gray  and  old. 
Of  the  dead  ages  from  his  way. 

And  let  his  hopeful  eyes  behold 
The  dawn  of  Thy  millennial  day; 

That  day  when  fettered  limb  and  mind 
Shall  know  the  truth  which  maketh  free, 

And  he  alone  who  loves  his  kind 

Shall,  childlike,  claim  the  love  of  Thee  I 


DANIEL  NEALL 

Dr.  Neallf  a  worthy  disciple  of  that  Tener- 
ated  philanthropist,  Warner  Mifflin,  whom  the 
Girondist  statesman,  Jean  Pierre  Brissot,  pro- 
nounced **  an  angel  of  mercy,  the  best  man  he 
ever  knew,"  was  one  of  the  noble  band  of 
Pennsylvania  abolitionists,  whose  bravery  was 
equalled  only  by  their  gentleness  and  tender- 
ness. 


Friend  of  the  Slave,  and  yet  the  friend  of 
all; 
Lover  of  peace,  yet  ever  foremost  when 
The  need  of  battling  Freedom  called  for 
men 
To  plant  the  banner  on  the  outer  wall ; 
Gentle  and  kindly,  ever  at  distress 
Melted  to  more  than  woman's  tenderness. 
Yet  firm  and  steadfast,  at  bis  duty's  post 
Fronting  the  violence  of  a  maddened  host, 
Like  some  gray  rock  from  which  the  waves 

are  tossed  I 
Knowing  his  deeds  of  love,  men  questioned 
not 
The  faith  of  one  whose  walk  and  word 
were  right ; 
Who  tranquilly  in  Life's  great  task-field 

wrought, 
And,  side  by  side  with  evil,  scarcely  caught 
A  stain  upon  his  pilgrim  garb  of  white  : 
Prompt  to  redress  another's  wrong,  his  own 
Leaving  to  Time  and  Truth  and  Penitenoe 
alone. 

II 

Such  was  our  friend.     Formed  on  the  good 

old  plan, 
A  true  and  brave  and  downright  honest 

man! 
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He  blew  no  tnmipet  in  the  market-place, 
Nor  in  the  church  with  hypocritic  face 
Supplied  with  cant  the  lack  of  Christian 

g^race  ; 
Loathing  pretence,  he  did  with  cheerful 

wiU 
What  others  talked  of  while  their  hands 

were  still ; 
And,  while  «  Lord,  Lord  I  "  the  pious  tyrants 

cried, 
Who,  in  the  poor,  their  Master  crucified, 
His  daily  prayer,  far  better  understood 
In    acts    than    words,  was    simply  doing 

good. 
So  calm,  so  constant  was  his  rectitude. 
That  by  his  loss  alone  we  know  its  worth. 
And  feel  how  true  a  man  has  walked  with 

us  on  earth. 


SONG  OF  SLAVES   IN   THE 
DESERT 

[Sngeested  by  a  passage  in    Richardson^s 
JournaTin  Africa.] 

Where  are  we  goinp^  ?  where  are  we  going. 

Where  are  we  goiug,  Rubee  ? 
Lord  of  peoples,  lord  of  lands. 
Look  across  these  shining  sands. 
Through  the  furnace  of  the  noon, 
Through  the  white  liffht  of  the  moon. 
Strong  the  Ghiblee  wind  is  blowing, 
Strange  and  large  the  world  is  growing  I 
Speak  and  tell  us  where  we  are  going, 

Where  are  we  going,  Rubee  ? 

Bomou  land  was  rich  and  good, 
Wells  of  water,  fields  of  food, 
Dourra  fields,  and  bloom  of  bean. 
And  the  palm-tree  cool  and  g^reen  : 
Bomou  land  we  see  no  longer. 
Here  we  thirst  and  here  we  hunger. 
Here  the  Moor- man  smites  in  anger : 
Where  are  we  going,  Rubee  ? 

When  we  went  from  Bomou  land. 
We  were  like  the  leaves  and  sand, 
We  were  many,  we  are  few  ; 
Life  has  one,  and  death  has  two : 
Whitened  bones  our  path  are  showing. 
Thou  All-seeing,  thou  All-knowing ! 
Hear  us,  tell  us,  where  are  we  going. 
Where  are  we  going,  Rubee  i 


Moons  of  marches  from  our  eyes 
Bomou  land  behind  us  lies  ; 
Stranger  round  us  day  by  day 
Bends  the  desert  circle  gray  ; 
Wild  the  waves  of  sand  are  flowing. 
Hot  the  winds  above  them  blowing,  — 
Lord  of  all  things  I  where  are  we  going  7 
Where  are  we  going,  Rubee  ? 

We  are  weak,  but  Thou  art  strong  ; 
Short  our  lives,  but  Thine  is  long ; 
We  are  blind,  but  Thou  hast  eyes  ; 
We  are  fools,  but  Thou  art  wise  ! 
Thou,  our  morrow's  pathway  knowing 
Through  the  strange  world  round  us  grow- 
ing* 
Hear  us,  tell  us  where  are  we  going, 
Where  are  we  going,  Rubee  7 


TO   DELAWARE 

Written  doring  the  discussion  in  the  Legis- 
lature of  that  State,  in  the  winter  of  184&-47, 
of  a  bill  for  the  abolition  of  slavery. 

Thrice  welcome  to  thy  sisters  of  the  East, 

To  the  strong  tillers  of  a  rugged  home. 
With  spray-wet  locks  to  Norwem  winds 
released. 
And  hardy  feet    o'erswept  by  ocean's 
foam  ; 
And  to  the  young  nymphs  of  the  golden 
West, 
Whose    harvest  mantles,  fiinged   with 
prairie  bloom. 
Trail  in  the  sunset,  —  O  redeemed  and 
blest, 
To  the  warm   welcome  of  thy  sisten 
come  I 
Broad  Pennsylvania,  down  her  sail-white 
bay 
Shall  give  thee  joy,  and  Jersey  from  her 
plains, 
And  the  great  lakes,  where  echo,  free  alway^ 
Moaned  never  shoreward  with  the  clank 
of  chains. 
Shall  weave  new  sun-bows  in  their  tossing 

spray. 
And  all  their  waves  keep  grateful  holiday. 
And,  smiling  on  thee  through  her  mountain 
rains, 
Vermont  shall  bless  thee  ;  and  the  gran- 
ite peaksy 
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And  vast  Katahdin  o'er  his  woods,  shall 

wear 
Their  8now-cro¥ms  brighter  in  the  cold, 
keen  air ; 
And    Massachusetts,    with  her  ragged 
cheeks 
O'errun  with  grateful  tears,  shall  turn  to 
thee, 
When,  at  thy  bidding,  the  electric  wire 
Shall  tremble  northward  with  its  words 
of  fire  ; 
Glory  and  praise  to  Grod  !  another  State  is 
free ! 

YORKTOWN 

Dr.  Thacher,  Burgeon  in  Scammers  leei- 
ment,  in  his  description  of  the  sic^  of  Yoric- 
town,  says :  **  The  labor  on  the  A^rginia  |^an- 
tations  is  performed  altogether  by  a  species 
of  the  hnman  race  cruelly  wrested  from  their 
native  country,  and  doomed  to  perpetual  bond- 
age, while  their  masters  are  manfully  contend- 
ing for  freedom  and  the  natural  rights  of  man. 
Such  is  the  inconsistency  of  hnman  nature.'* 
Eighteen  hundred  slaves  were  found  at  York- 
town,  after  its  surrender,  and  restored  to  their 
masters.  Well  was  it  said  by  Dr.  Barnes,  in 
bis  late  work  on  Slavery  :  "  No  slave  was  any 
nearer  his  freedom  after  the  surrender  of  York- 
town  than  when  Patrick  Henry  first  taueht  the 
notes  of  liberty  to  echo  among  the  hi&s  and 
vales  of  Virginia.'* 

From  Yorktown's  ruins,  ranked  and  still. 
Two  lines  stretch  far  o'er  vale  and  hill : 
Who  curbs  his  steed  at  head  of  one  ? 
Hark  !  the  low  murmur  :  Washington  I 
Who  bends  his  keen,  approving  glance. 
Where  down  the  gorgeous  line  of  France 
Shine  knightly  star  and  plume  of  snow  ? 
Thou  too  art  victor,  Rochambeau  I 

The  earth  which  bears  this  calm  array 
Shook  with  the  war-charge  yesterday. 
Ploughed    deep  with  hurrying  hoof  and 

wheel, 
Shot-sown  and  bladed  thick  with  steel ; 
October's  clear  and  noonday  sun 
Paled  in  the  breath-smoke  of  the  gun. 
And  down  night's  double  blackness  fell, 
Like  a  dropped  star,  the  blazing  shell. 

Now  all  is  hushed  :  the  gleamine  lines 
Stand  moveless  as  the  neighbormg  pines  ; 


While   through  them,    sullen,   grim,   and 

slow. 
The  conquered  hosts  of  England  go  : 
O'Hara's  brow  belies  his  d^ss, 
Gray  Tarleton's  troop  rides  bannerless  : 
Shout,  from  thy  fired  and  wasted  homeSy 
Thy  scourge,  Virginia,  captive  comes  I 

Nor  thou  alone  :  with  one  glad  voice 

Let  all  thy  sister  States  rejoice  ; 

Let  Freedom,  in  whatever  clime 

She  waits  with  sleepless  eye  her  time. 

Shouting  from  cave  and  mountain  wood 

Make  glad  her  desert  solitude. 

While  they  who  hunt  her  quail  with  fear ; 

The  New  World's  chain  lies  broken  here  I 

But  who  are  they,  who,  cowering,  wait 
Within  the  shattered  fortress  gate  ? 
Dark  tillers  of  Virginia's  soil. 
Classed  with  the  battle's  common  spoil. 
With  household  stuffs,  and  fowl,  and  awine, 
With  Indian  weed  and  planters'  wine, 
With  stolen  beeves,  and  f oraeed  com,  — 
Are  they  not  men,  Virginian  com  ? 

Oh,  veil  your  faces,  young  and  brave  I 
Sleep,  Scammel,  in  thy  soldier  grave  1 
Sons  of  the  Northland,  ye  who  set 
Stout  hearts  against  the  bayonet. 
And  pressed  with  steady  footfall  near 
The  moated  battery's  blazing  tier. 
Turn  your  scarred  faces  from  the  sight. 
Let  shame  do  homage  to  the  right ! 

Lo  I    fourscore  years  have  passed  ;  and 

where 
The  Gallic  bugles  stirred  the  air. 
And,  through  breached  batteries,  side  by 

side. 
To  victory  stormed  the  hosts  allied. 
And  brave  foes  grounded,  pale  with  pain. 
The  arms  they  might  not  lift  again, 
As  abject  as  in  that  old  day 
The  slave  still  toils  his  life  away. 

Oh,  fields  still  green  and  fresh  in  story, 
Old  days  of  pride,  old  names  of  glory. 
Old  marvels  of  the  tongue  and  pen. 
Old  thoughts  which  stirred  the  hearts  ol 

men, 
Ye  spared  the  wrong  ;  and  over  all 
Behold  the  avenging  shadow  fall  1 
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Your     world-wide     honor     stained    with 

shame,  — 
Your  freedom's  self  a  hollow  name  I 

YHiere  's  now  the  fiag  of  that  old  war  ? 
Where  flows  its  stripe  ?     Where  bums  its 

star? 
Bear  witness,  Palo  Alto's  day, 
Dark  Yale  of  Palms,  red  Monterey, 
Where  Mexio  Freedom,  young  and  weak, 
Fleshes  the  Northern  eagle's  beak  ; 
Symbol  of  terror  and  despair, 
Of  chains  and  slaves,  go  seek  it  there  1 

Laugh,  Prussia,  midst  thy  iron  ranks  I 
Laugh,  Russia,  from  thv  Neva's  banks  I 
Brave  sport  to  see  the  fledgling  bom 
Of  Freedom  by  its  parent  torn  ! 
Safe  now  is  Speilberz's  dungeon  cell, 
Safe  drear  Siberia's  frozen  hell : 
With  Slavery's  flag  o'er  both  unrolled, 
What  of  the  New  World  fears  the  Old  ? 


RANDOLPH   OF   ROANOKE 

[Though  not  published  until  1847,  several 
lines  indicate  that  the  poem  was  written  not 
long  after  Randolph' s  death  in  1833.   In  a  letter 

Eublished  in  July.  1833,  Whittier  says :  "  Li  the 
ist  hour  of  his  [Randolph's]  existenoe,  when 
his  soul  was  struggling  from  its  broken  tene- 
ment, his  latest  effort  was  the  confirmation  of 
this  generous  act  of  a  former  period  [the  manu- 
mission of  his  slaves].  Light  rest  the  turf  upon 
him,  beneath  his  patrimonial  oaks  I  The  prayers 
of  many  hearts  made  happy  by  his  benevolence 
■hall  linger  over  his  grave  and  bless  it."] 

O  Mother  Earth  !  upon  thy  lap 

Thy  weary  ones  receiving. 
And  o'er  them,  silent  as  a  dream, 

Thy  grassy  mantle  weaving, 
Fold  softly  in  thy  long  embrace 

That  heart  so  worn  and  broken. 
And  cool  its  pulse  of  fire  beneath 

Thy  shadows  old  and  oaken. 

Shut  out  from  him  the  bitter  word 

And  serpent  hiss  of  scorning  ; 
Nor  let  the  storms  of  yesterday 

Disturb  his  quiet  morning. 
Breathe  over  him  forgetfulness 

Of  all  save  deeds  of  kindness. 
And,  save  to  smiles  of  grateful  eyes, 

Press  down  his  lids  in  blindness. 


There,  where  with  livine  ear  and  eye 

He  heard  Potomac's  flowing. 
And,  through  his  tall  ancestral  trees. 

Saw  autumu's  sunset  glowing. 
He  sleeps,  still  looking  to  the  west, 

Beneath  the  dark  wood  shadow, 
As  if  he  still  would  see  the  sun 

Sink  down  on  wave  and  meadow. 

Bard,  Sage,  and  Tribune  I  in  himself 

All  moods  of  mind  contrasting,  — 
The  tenderest  wail  of  human  woe, 

The  scorn  like  lightning  blasting ; 
The  pathos  which  from  rival  eyes 

Unwilling  tears  could  summon. 
The  stinging  taunt,  the  fiery  burst 

Of  hatred  scarcely  human  1 

Mirth,  sparkline  like  a  diamond  shower, 

From  lips  of  life-lone  sadness  ; 
Clear  picturings  of  majestic  thought 

Upon  a  eround  of  madness  ; 
And  over  ful  Romance  and  Song 

A  classic  beauty  throwing. 
And  laurelled  Clio  at  his  side 

Her  storied  pages  showing. 

All  parties  feared  him  :  each  in  turn 

Beheld  its  schemes  disjointed. 
As  right  or  left  his  fatal  glance 

And  spectral  finger  pointed. 
Sworn  foe  of  Cant,  he  smote  it  down 

With  trenchant  wit  unsparing. 
And,  mocking,  rent  with  ruthless  hand 

The  robe  Pretence  was  wearing. 

Too  honest  or  too  proud  to  feign 

A  love  he  never  cherished, 
Beyond  Virginia's  border  line 

His  patriotism  perished. 
YHiile  others  hailed  in  distant  skies 

Our  eagle's  dusky  pinion. 
He  only  saw  the  mountain  bird 

Stoop  o'er  his  Old  Dominion  I 

Still    through    each    change    of    fortune 
strange. 

Racked  nerve,  and  brain  all  burning, 
His  loving  faith  in  Mother^land 

Knew  never  shade  of  turning  ; 
By  Britain's  lakes,  by  Neva's  tide. 

Whatever  sky  was  o'er  him. 
He  heard  her  rivers'  rushing  sound, 

Her  blue  peaks  rose  before  him. 
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He  held  his  slaves,  yet  made  withal 

No  false  and  vaiu  pretences, 
Nor  paid  a  lying  priest  to  seek 

For  Scriptural  defences. 
His  harshest  words  of  proud  rehuke, 

His  bitterest  taunt  and  scorning, 
Fell  fire-like  on  the  Northern  brow 

That  bent  to  him  in  fawning. 

He  held  his  slaves  ;  yet  kept  the  while 

His  reverence  for  the  Human  ; 
In  the  dark  vassals  of  his  will 

He  saw  but  Mau  and  Woman ! 
No  hunter  of  God's  outraged  poor 

His  Roanoke  valley  enterea  ; 
No  trader  in  the  souls  of  men 

Across  his  threshold  ventured. 

And  when  the  old  and  wearied  man 

Lay  down  for  his  last  sleeping. 
And  at  his  side,  a  slave  no  more. 

His  brother-man  stood  weeping, 
His  latest  thought,  his  latest  breath, 

To  Freedom's  duty  giving. 
With  failing  tongue  and  trembling  hand 

The  dying  blest  the  living. 

Oh,  never  bore  his  ancient  State 

A  truer  son  or  braver  I 
None  trampling  with  a  calmer  soom 

On  foreign  hate  or  favor. 
He  knew  her  faults,  yet  never  stooped 

His  proud  and  manly  feeling 
To  poor  excuses  of  the  wrong 

Or  meanness  of  concealing. 

But  none  beheld  with  clearer  eye 

The  plague-spot  o'er  her  spreading, 
None  heaiS  more  sure  the  steps  of  Doom 

Along  her  future  treading. 
For  her  as  for  himself  he  spake. 

When,  his  gaunt  frame  upbracing, 
He  traced  with  dying  hand  **  Remorse  ! " 

And  perished  in  the  tracing. 

As  from  the  grave  where  Henry  sleeps. 

From  Vernon's  weeping  willow. 
And  from  the  g^rassy  pall  which  hides 

The  Sage  of  Monticello, 
So  from  the  leaf-strewn  burial-stone 

Of  Randolph's  lowly  dwelling, 
Virginia  !  o'er  thy  land  of  slaves 

A  warning  voice  is  swelling  ! 


And  hark  I  from  thy  deserted  fields 

Are  sadder  warnings  spoken. 
From  quenched  hearths,  where  thy  exiled 
sons 

Their  household  gods  have  broken. 
The  curse  is  on  thee,  —  wolves  for  men. 

And  briers  for  corn-sheaves  giving  I 
Oh,  more  than  all  thy  dead  renown 

Were  now  one  hero  living  I 


THE  LOST  STATESMAN 

Written  on  hearing  of  the  death  of  Silas 
Wright  of  New  YoriL.     [Originally  entitled 

Lines.] 

As  they  who,  tossing  midst  the  storm  at 

night, 
While  turning  shoreward,  where  a  bea- 
con shone. 
Meet  the  walled  blackness  of  the  heayen 

alone. 
So,  on  the  turbulent  waves  of  party  toesedy 
In  gloom  and  tempest,  men  have  seen  thy 

light 
Quenched  in  the  darkness.    At  thy  hour 

of  noon. 
While  life  was  pleasant  to  thy  undimmed 

sight. 
And,  day  by  day,  within  thy  spirit  grew 
A  holier  hope  than  young  Ambitiou  knew. 
As  through  thy  rural  quiet,  not  in  vain. 
Pierced  Uie  sharp  thnll  of  Freedom's  ^ 

of  pain, 
Man  or  the  millions,  thou  art  lost  too 

soon  I 
Portents    at    which    the    bravest    stand 

aghast, — 
The  birUi-throes  of  a  Future,  strange  and 
vast, 
Alarm  the  land  ;  yet  thou,  so  wise  and 

strong. 
Suddenly  summoned  to  the  burial  bed, 
Lapped  in  its  slumbers  deep  and  ever 

long, 
Hear'st  not  the  tumult  surging  overhead. 
Who  now  shall  rally  Freedom's  scattering 

host? 
Who  wear  the  mantle  of  the  leader  lost  ? 
Who  stay  the  march   of    slavery  ?    He 

whose  voice 
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Hath  called  thee  from    thy  task-field 

shall  uot  lack 
Tet  bolder  champions,  to  beat  bravely 
back 
The  wrong  which,  through  his  poor  ones, 

reaches  Him : 
Yet  firmer  bands  shall  Freedom's  torch- 
lights trim, 
And  wave  them  high  across  the  abysmal 
black, 
mi  bound,  dumb  millions  there  shall  see 
*them  and  rejoice. 


THE   SLAVES   OF   MARTINIQUE 

Suggested  by  a  daguerreotype  taken  from 
a  smaU  French  engraving  of  two  negro  figures, 
sent  to  the  writer  by  OUver  Johnson. 

Beams  of  noon,  like  burning  lances,  through 
the  tree-tops  flash  and  glisten, 

As  she  stands  before  her  lover,  with  raised 
face  to  look  and  listen. 

Dark,  but  comely,  like  the  maiden  in  the 

ancient  Jewish  song  : 
Scarcely  has  the  toil  of  task-fields  done  her 

graceful  beauty  wrong. 

He,  the  strong  one  and  the  manly,  with  the 

vassal's  garb  and  hue. 
Holding  still  his  spirit's  birthright,  to  his 

higher  nature  true  ; 

Hiding  deep  the  strengthening  purpose  of 

a  freeman  in  his  heart. 
As  the  gregree  holds  his  Fetich  from  the 

white  man's  g^e  apart. 

Ever  foremost  of  his  comrades,  when  the 

driver's  morning  horn 
Calls  away  to  stifling  mill-house,  to   the 

fields  of  cane  and  com  : 

Fall  the  keen  and  burning  lashes  never  on 

his  back  or  limb  ; 
Scarce  with  look  or  word  of  censure,  turns 

the  driver  unto  him. 

Yet,  his  brow  is  always  thoughtful,  and  his 

eye  is  hard  and  stem  ; 
Slavery's  last  and  humblest  lesson  he  has 

never  deigned  to  learn. 


And,  at  evening,  when  his  comrades  jdanoe 
before  their  master's  door, 

Folding  arms  and  knitting  forehead,  standa 
he  silent  evermore. 

God  be  praised  for  every  instinct  which 

rebels  against  a  lot 
Where  the  brute  survives  the  human,  and 

man's  upright  form  is  not  I 

As  the  serpent-like  bejuco  winds  his  sfMral 

fold  on  fold 
Bound  the  tall  and  stately  oeiba,  till  it 

withers  in  his  hold ; 

Slow  decays  the    forest    monarch,  closer 

girds  the  fell  embrace, 
l^ill  the  tree  is  seen  no  longer,  and  the  vine 

is  in  its  place  ; 


So  a  base  and  bestial  nature  round  the 

sal's  manhood  twines, 
And  the  spirit  wastes  beneath  it»  like  the 

ceilMi  choked  with  vines. 

God  is  Love,  saith  the  Evangel ;  and  our 

world  of  woe  and  sin 
Is  made  light  and  happy  only  when  a  Love 

is  shining  in. 

Ye  whose  lives  are  free  as  sunshine,  finding, 
wheresoe'er  ye  roam, 

Smiles  of  welcome,  looks  of  kindness,  mak- 
ing all  the  world  like  home  ; 

In  the  veins  of  whose  affections  kindred 

blood  is  but  a  part. 
Of  one  kindly  current  throbbing  from  the 

universal  heart ; 

Can  ye  know  the  deeper  meaning  of  a  love 

in  Slavery  nursed. 
Last  flower  of  a  lost  Eden,  blooming  in  thai 

Soil  accursed  ? 

Love  of  Home,  and  Love  of  Woman  I  — 
dear  to  all,  but  doubly  dear 

To  the  heart  whose  pulses  elsewhere  meaa- 
ure  only  hate  and  fear. 

All  around  the  desert  circles,  underneath  a 

brazen  sky. 
Only  one  green  spot  remaining  where  the 

dew  is  never  dry  1 
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From  the  horror  of  that  desert,  from  its 

atmosphere  of  hell, 
Tunis  the  nunting  spirit  thither,  as  the 

diver  seeks  his  bell. 

'T  is  the  fervid  tropic  noontime  ;  faint  and 

low  the  sea^waves  beat ; 
Hazy  rise  the  inland  mountains  through  the 

glimmer  of  the  heat,  — 

Where,  through  mingled  leaves  and  blos- 
soms, arrowy  sunbeams  flash  and 
glisten. 

Speaks  her  lover  to  the  slave-girl,  and  she 
lifts  her  head  to  listen  :  — 

**  We  shall  live  as  slaves  no  longer  1  Free- 
dom's hour  is  close  at  band  ! 

Rooks  her  bark  upon  the  waters,  rests  the 
boat  upon  the  strand  I 

''  I  have  seen  the  Haytien  Captain  ;  I  have 

seen  his  swarthy  crew, 
Haters  of  the  pallid  faces,  to  their  race  and 

color  true. 

**  They  have  sworn  to  wait  our  coming  till 
the  night  has  passed  its  noon, 

And  the  gray  and  darkening  waters  roll 
above  the  sunken  moon  1  ** 

Oh,  the  blessed  hope  of  freedom  I  how  with 
joy  and  glad  surprise. 

For  an  instant  throbs  her  bosom,  for  an  in- 
stant beam  her  eyes  1 

But  she  looks  across  the  valley,  where  her 

mother's  hut  is  seen, 
Tlirough  the  snowy  bloom  of  coffee,  and 

the  lemon-leaves  so  g^en. 

And  she  answers,  sad  and  earnest :  **  It 
were  wrong  for  thee  to  stay  ; 

God  hath  heard  thy  prayer  for  freedom, 
and  His  finger  points  the  way. 

**  Well  I  know  with  what  endurance,  for  the 

sake  of  me  and  mine, 
Thou  hast  borne  too  long  a  burden  never 

meant  for  souls  like  thine. 

''  Go  ;  and  at  the  hour  of  midnight,  when 

our  last  farewell  is  o'er. 
Kneeling  on  our  place  of  parting,  I  will 

luess  thee  from  the  shore. 


**  But  for  me,  my  mother,  lying  on  her  sick- 
bed all  the  day, 

Lifts  her  weary  head  to  watch  me,  coming 
through  the  twilight  g^y. 

'*  Should  I  leave  her  sick  and  helpless,  even 
freedom,  shared  with  thee. 

Would  be  sadder  far  than  bonda^,  lonely 
toil,  and  stripes  to  me. 

« For  my  heart  would  die  within  me,  and 
my  brain  would  soon  be  wild  ; 

I  should  hear  my  mother  calling  through 
the  twilight  for  her  child  1 " 

Blazing  upward  from  the  ocean,  shines  the 

sun  of  morning-time. 
Through  the  coffee-trees  in  blossom,  and 
green  hedges  of  the  lime. 

Side  by  side,  amidst  the  slave-gang,  toil  the 

lover  and  the  maid  ; 
Wherefore  looks  he  o'er  the  waters,  leaning 

forward  on  his  spade  ? 

Sadly  looks  he,  deeply  sighs  he  :  'tis  the 

Haytien's  sail  he  sees. 
Like  a  white  cloud  of  the  mountains,  driven 

seaward  by  the  breeze  I 

But  his  arm  a  light  hand  presses,  and  he 

hears  a  low  voice  call : 
Hate  of  Slavery,  hope  of  Freedom,  Love  is 

mightier  than  all. 


THE  CURSE  OF  THE  CHARTER- 
BREAKERS 

The  rights  and  liberties  affirmed  by  Magna 
Gharta  were  deemed  of  such  importanoe,  in  the 
tiiirteenth  century,  that  the  Bishops,  twice  a 
year,  with  tapers  homing  and  in  their  pontifi- 
cal robes,  prononnced,  in  the  presence  of  the 
king  and  the  representatives  of  the  estates  of 
England,  the  greater  exconminnication  against 
the  infringer  of  that  instrument.  The  impos- 
ing ceremony  took  place  in  the  great  HaU  ol 


mg 
We 


estminster. 

In  Westminster's  royal  halls. 
Robed  in  their  pontificals, 
England's  ancient  prelates  stood 
For  the  people's  right  and  good. 

Closed  around  the  waiting  crowd. 
Dark  and  still,  like  winter's  cloud  % 
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Kine^  and  council,  lord  and  knight, 
Squire  and  yeoman,  stood  in  sight ; 

Stood  to  hear  the  priest  rehearse, 
In  God's  name,  the  Church's  curse, 
By  the  tapers  round  them  lit, 
Slowly,  sternly  uttering  it. 

"  Right  of  voice  in  framing  laws. 
Right  of  peers  to  try  each  cause  ; 
Peasant  homestead,  mean  and  small, 
Sacred  as  the  monarch's  hall,  — 

**  Whoso  lays  his  hand  on  these, 
England's  ancient  liberties  ; 
Whoso  breaks,  by  word  or  deed, 
England's  vow  at  Runnymede; 

^  Be  he  Prince  or  belted  knight. 
Whatsoe'er  his  rank  or  might, 
If  the  highest,  then  the  worst, 
Let  him  uve  and  die  accursed. 

"  Thou,  who  to  Thy  Church  hast  given 
Keys  alike  of  hell  and  heaven. 
Make  our  word  and  witness  sure. 
Let  the  curse  we  speak  endure ! " 

Silent,  while  that  curse  was  said, 
Every  bare  and  listening  head 
Bowed  in  reverent  awe,  and  then 
All  the  people  said.  Amen.  I 

Seven  times  the  bells  have  tolled, 
For  the  centuries  g^ray  and  old, 
Since  that  stoled  and  mitred  band 
Cursed  the  tyrants  of  their  land. 

Since  the  priesthood,  like  a  tower, 
Stood  between  the  poor  and  power  ; 
And  the  wronged  and  trodden  down 
Blessed  the  abbot's  shaven  crown. 

Gone,  thank  God,  their  wizard  spell. 
Lost  their  keys  of  heaven  and  hell ; 
Yet  I  sigh  for  men  as  bold 
As  those  bearded  priests  of  old. 

Now  too  oft  the  priesthood  wait 
At  the  threshold  of  the  state  ; 
Waiting  for  the  beck  and  nod 
Of  its  power  as  law  and  Grod. 

Fraud  exults,  while  solemn  words 
Sanctify  his  stolen  hoards  ; 


Slavery  laughs,  while  ghostly  lips 
Bless  his  manacles  and  whips. 

Not  on  them  the  poor  rely. 

Not  to  them  looks  liberty. 

Who  with  fawning  falsehood  cower 

To  the  wrong,  when  clothed  with  power. 

Oh,  to  see  them  meanly  cling. 
Round  the  master,  round  the  king. 
Sported  with,  and  sold  and  bought,  — 
Pitif  uller  sight  is  not  I 

Tell  me  not  that  this  must  be  : 
Grod's  true  priest  is  always  free  ; 
Free  the  needed  truth  to  speak. 
Right  the  wronged,  and  raise  the  weak. 

Not  to  fawn  on  wealth  and  state. 
Leaving  Lazarus  at  the  gate  ; 
Not  to  peddle  creeds  like  wares  ; 
Not  to  mutter  hireling  prayers  ; 

Nor  to  paint  the  new  life's  bliss 
On  the  sable  ground  of  this  ; 
Golden  streets  for  idle  knave, 
Sabbath  rest  for  weary  slave  I 

Not  for  words  and  works  like  these. 
Priest  of  God,  thy  mission  is  ; 
But  to  make  earth's  desert  glad. 
In  its  Eden  greenness  clad  ; 

And  to  level  manhood  bring 
Lord  and  peasant,  serf  and  king  ; 
And  the  Cnrist  of  God  to  find 
In  the  humblest  of  thy  kind  I 

Thine  to  work  as  well  as  pray, 
Clearing  thorny  wrongs  away  ; 
Plucking  up  the  weeds  of  sin, 
Letting  heaven's  warm  sunshine  in ; 

Watching  on  the  hills  of  Faith  ; 
Listening  what  the  spirit  saith. 
Of  the  dim-seen  light  afar. 
Growing  like  a  nearing  star. 

Grod's  interpreter  art  thou 
To  the  waiting  ones  below  ; 
'Twixt  them  and  its  light  midway 
Heralding  the  better  day  ; 

Catching  gleams  of  temple  spires. 
Hearing  notes  of  an^l  q,V\sc2»\x%^ 
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Where,  as  yet  unseen  of  them, 
Comes  the  aew  Jerusalem  I 

Like  the  seer  of  Patmos  gazing, 
Ou  the  glory  downward  bhizing  ; 
Till  upon  Earth's  grateful  sod 
Bests  the  City  of  our  God  1 


PiEAN 

This  poem  indicates  the  exultation  of  the 
anti-slavery  party,  in  view  of  the  revolt  of  the 
friends  of  Martin  Van  Buren  in  New  York  from 
the   Democratic    Presidential    nomination    in 

1848. 

Now,  joy  and  thanks  forevermore  ! 

The  dreary  night  has  wellnigh  passed. 
The  slumbers  of  the  North  are  o'er, 

The  Giant  stands  erect  at  last  I 

More  than  we  hoped  in  that  dark  time 
When,  faint  with  watching,  few  and  worn, 

We  saw  no  welcome  day-star  climb 
The  cold  gray  pathway  of  the  mom  I 

O  weary  hours  I     O  night  of  years  ! 

What  storms  our  darkling  pathway  swept, 
Where,  beating  back  our  thronging  fears, 

By  Faith  alone  our  march  we  kept. 

How  jeered  the  scoffing  crowd  behind. 
How  mocked  before  the  tyrant  train. 

As,  one  by  one,  the  true  and  kind 
Fell  fainting  in  our  path  of  pain  I 

They  died,  their  brave  hearts  breaking  slow. 

But,  self-forgetful  to  the  last, 
Li  words  of  cheer  and  bugle  blow 

Their  breath  upon  the  darkness  passed. 

A  mighty  host,  on  either  hand, 
St<x>d  waiting  for  the  dawn  of  day 

To  crush  like  reeds  our  feeble  band  ; 
The  morn  has  come,  and  where  are  they  ? 

Troop  after  troop  their  line  forsakes  ; 

With  peace-white  banners  waving  free. 
And  from  our  own  the  glad  shout  breaks. 

Of  Freedom  and  Fraternity  I 

Like  mist  before  the  growing  light. 
The  hostile  cohorts  melt  away  ; 

Our  frowning  foemen  of  the  night 
Are  brothers  at  the  dawn  of  day  I 


As  unto  these  repentant  ones 
We  open  wide  our  toil-worn  ranks. 

Along  our  line  a  murmur  runs 

Of  song,  and  praise,  and  grateful  tbanka. 

Sound  for  the  onset  I     Blast  on  blast  I 
Till  Slavery's  minions  cower  and  quail  ; 

One  chargfe  of  fire  shall  drive  them  fast 
Like  chaff  before  our  Northern  gale  ! 

O  prisoners  in  your  house  of  pain. 

Dumb,  toiling  millions,  bound  and  sold, 

Look!    stretched  o'er  Southern  vale  and 
plain. 
The  Lord's  delivering  hand  behold  ! 

Above  the  tyrant's  pride  of  power. 
His  iron  gates  and  guarded  wall. 

The  bolts  which  shattered  Shinar's  tower 
Hang,  smoking,  for  a  fiercer  fall. 

Awake  I  awake  !  my  Fatherland  I 
It  is  thy  Northern  light  that  shines  ; 

This  stirring  march  of  Freedom's  band 
The  storm-soQg  of  thy  mountain  pines. 

Wake,  dwellers  where  the  day  expires  I 
And   hear,   in  winds   that   sweep   your 
lakes 

And  fan  your  prairies'  roaring  fires. 
The  signal-<^  that  Freedom  makes  f 


THE   CRISIS 

Written  on  learning  the  terms  of  the  treaty 
with  Mexico. 

Across  the  Stony  Mountains,  o'er  the  des- 
ert's drouth  and  sand. 

The  circles  of  our  empire  touch  the  western 
ocean's  strand  ; 

From  slumberous  Timpanogos,  to  Gila,  wild 
and  free. 

Flowing  down  from  Nuevo-Leon  to  Calif oiu 
nia's  sea  ; 

And  from  the  mountains  of  the  east,  to  San- 
ta Rosa's  shore, 

The  eagles  of  Mexitli  shall  beat  the  air  no 
more. 

O  Vale  of  Rio  Bravo !  Let  thy  simple  chil- 
dren weep  ; 

Close  watch  about  their  holy  fire  let  maids 
of  Pecos  keep ; 
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Let  Taos  seud  her  cry  across  Sierra  Madre's 

pines, 
And    Santa  Barbara  toll  her  bells  amidst 

her  corn  and  viues  ; 
For  lo  I  the  pale  laud-seekers  come,  with 

eager  eyes  of  gain, 
Wide   scattering^,  like  the  bison  herds  on 

broad  Samda's  plain. 

Let    Sacramento's    herdsmen    heed  what 

sound  the  winds  bring  down 
Of  footsteps   on  the  crisping  snow,  from 

cold  Nevada's  crown  ! 
Full   hot  and  fast  the  Saxon  rides,  with 

rein  of  travel  slack, 
And,  bending  o'er  his  saddle,  leaves  the 

sunrise  at  his  back  ; 
By  many  a  lonely  river,  and  gorge  of  fir 

and  pine, 
On  many  a  wintry  hill-top,  his  nightly 

camp-fires  shine. 

O  countrymen  and  brothers  I  that  land  of 

lake  and  plain, 
Of  salt  wastes  alternating  with  valleys  fat 

with  grain  ; 
Of  mountains  white  with  winter,  looking 

downward,  cold,  serene. 
On  their  feet  with  spring^vines  tangled  and 

lapped  in  softest  green  ; 
Swift  through  whose  black  volcanic  gates, 

o'er  many  a  sunny  vale, 
Wind-like  the  Arapahoe  sweeps  the  bison's 

dusty  trail  I 

Great  spaces  yet  untravelled,  great  lakes 

whose  mystic  shores 
The  Saxon  rifle  never  heard,  nor  dip  of 

Saxon  oars  ; 
Great  herds  that  wander  all  unwatched, 

wild  steeds  that  none  have  tamed. 
Strangle  fish  in  unknown  streams,  and  birds 

the  Saxon  never  named  ; 
Deep    mines,    dark    mountain     crucibles, 

where  Nature's  chemio  powers 
Work   out  the  Great  Designer's  will ;  all 

these  ye  say  are  ours  I 

Forever  ours !  for  good  or  ill,  on  us  the 

burden  lies : 
Grod's  balance,  watched  by  angels,  is  hung 

across  the  skies. 
Shall  Justice,   Truth,  and  Freedom  turn 

the  poised  and  trembling  scale  ? 


Or    shall    the    Evil     triumph,    and    robber 

VVronf^  prevail  ? 
Shall  the  broad  land  o'er  which  our  ilag  in 

starry  splendor  waves. 
Forego  through  us  its  freedom,  and  bear 

the  tread  of  slaves  ? 

The  day  is  breaking  in  the  East  of  which 

the  prophets  told. 
And  brightens  up  the  sky  of  Time  the 

Christian  Age  of  Gold  ; 
Old  Might   to  Right   is  yielding,  battle 

blade  to  clerkly  pen. 
Earth's  monarchs  are  her  peoples,  and  her 

serfs  stand  up  as  meu  ; 
The  isles  rejoice  together,  in  a  day  are 

nations  bom, 
And  the  slave  walks  free  in  Tunis,  and  bj 

Stamboul's  Golden  Horn  ! 

la  this,  O  countrymen  of  mine  1  a  day  for 
us  to  sow 

The  soil  of  new-gained  empire  with  sla- 
very's seeds  of  woe  ? 

To  feed  with  our  fresh  life-blood  the  Old 
World's  cast-off  crime, 

Dropped,  like  some  monstrous  early  birth, 
from  the  tired  lap  of  Time  ? 

To  run  anew  the  evil  race  the  old  lost  na- 
tions ran. 

And  die  like  them  of  unbelief  of  God,  and 
wrong  of  man  ? 

Great  Heaven  I  Is  this  our  mission  7    End 

in  this  the  prayers  and  tears. 
The  toil,  the  strife,  the  watchings  of  our 

younger,  better  years  ? 
Still  as  the  Old  World  rolls  in  light,  shall 

ours  in  shadow  turn, 
A  beamless  Chaos,  cursed  of  God,  through 

outer  darkness  borne  ? 
Where  the  far  nations  looked  for  light,  a 

blackness  in  the  air  ? 
Where  for  words  of  hope  they  listened,  the 

long  wail  of  despair  ? 

The  Crisis  presses  on  us  ;  face  to  face  with 
us  it  stands. 

With  solemn  lips  of  question,  like  the 
Sphinx  in  Egypt's  sands  ! 

This  day  we  fashion  Destiny,  our  web  of 
Fate  we  spin  ; 

This  day  for  all  hereafter  choose  we  holi- 
ness or  sin  ; 
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Even  now  from  starry  Gerizim,  or  Ebal's 

cloudy  crown, 
We  call  the  dews  of  blessing  or  the  bolts 

of  cursing  down  1 

By  all  for  which   the  martyrs  bore  their 

a^ny  &i^d  shame  ; 
By  all  the  warning  words  of  truth  with 

which  the  prophets  came  ; 
By  the  Future  which  awaits  us  ;  by  all  the 

hopes  which  cast 
Their  faint  and  trembline  beams  across 

the  blackness  of  the  rast ; 
And  by  the  blessed  thought  of  Him  who 

for  Earth's  freedom  died, 
O  my   people !     O  my  brothers  1   let  us 

choose  the  righteous  side. 

So  shall  the  Northern  pioneer  g^o  joyful  on 
his  way  ; 

To  wed  Penobscot's  waters  to  San  Fran- 
cisco's bay, 

To  make  the  rugged  places  smooth,  and 
sow  the  viues  with  grain  ; 

And  bear,  with  Liberty  and  Law,  the  Bible 
in  his  train  : 

The  mighty  West  shall  bless  the  East,  and 
sea  shall  answer  sea, 

And  mountain  unto  mountain  oall,  Praise 
God,  for  we  are  free  1 


LINES    ON    THE    PORTRAIT    OF 
A   CELEBRATED   PUBLISHER 

The  lines  following  were  addressed  to  a 
magazine  publisher,  who,  alarmed  for  his 
Southern  circulation,  not  only  dropped  the 
name  of  Grace  Greenwood  from  his  list  of  con- 
tributors, but  made  an  offensive  parade  of  his 
action,  with  the  view  of  strengthening-  his  posi- 
tion among  slaveholders  and  conservatives. 
By  some  coincidence  his  portrait  was  issued 
about  the  same  time. 

A  MOONY  breadth  of  virgin  face. 

By  thought  unviolated  ; 
A  patient  mouth,  to  take  from  scorn 

The  hook  with  bank-notes  baited  1 
Its  self-complacent  sleekness  shows 

How  thrift  goes  with  the  fawner  ; 
An  unctuous  unconcern  of  all 

Which  nice  folks  call  dishonor  ! 


A  pleasant  print  to  peddle  out 

la  lands  of  rice  and  cotton  ; 
The  model  of  that  face  in  dough 

Would  make  the  artist's  fortune. 
For  Fame  to  thee  has-  come  unsought^ 

While  others  vainly  woo  her, 
Li  proof  how  mean  a  thing  can  make 

A  great  man  of  its  doer. 

To  whom  shall  men  thyself  compare, 

Since  common  models  fail  'em. 
Save  classic  goose  of  ancient  Rome, 

Or  sacred  ass  of  Balaam  ? 
The  gabble  of  that  wakeful  goose 

Saved  Rome  from  sack  of  Brennos  ; 
The  braying  of  the  prophet's  ass 

Betrayed  the  angel's  menace  ! 

So  when  Guy  Fawkes,  in  petticoats^ 

And  azure-tinted  hose  on. 
Was  twisting  from  thy  love-lorn  sheets 

The  slow-match  of  explosion  — 
An  earthquake  blast  that  would  have  tossed 

The  Union  as  a  feather, 
Thv  instinct  saved  a  perilled  land 

And  perilled  purse  together. 

Just  think  of  Carolina's  sage 

Sent  whirling  like  a  Dervis, 
Of  Quattlebum  in  middle  air 

Performing  strange  drill-service  I 
Doomed  like  Assyria's  lord  of  uld, 

Who  fell  before  the  Jewess, 
Or  sad  Abimelech,  to  sigh, 

**  Alas  !  a  woman  slew  us  ! " 

Thou  saw'st  beneath  a  fair  disguise 

The  danger  darkly  lurking, 
And  maiden  bodice  dreaded  more 

Than  warrior's  steel-wrought  jerkin. 
How  keen  to  scent  the  hidden  plot  1 

How  prompt  wert  thou  to  balk  ity 
With  patriot  zeal  and  pedler  thrift. 

For  country  and  for  pocket  1 

Thy  likeness  here  is  doubtless  well, 

But  higher  honor  's  due  it ; 
On  auction-block  and  negro-jail 

Admiring  eyes  should  view  it. 
Or,  hung  aloft,  it  well  might  grace 

The  nation's  senate-cluunber  — 
A  greedy  Northern  bottle-fly 

Preserved  in  Slavery's  amber  1 


DERNE 

Tha  Btorming  of  the  oitj  ot  Dema,  in  1805, 
b;  Ouneral  Eutun,  at  the  head  of  niDe  Aiaeri- 
caua,  forty  Q™eka,  nnd  a  motlo j  array  ot  Turk* 
and  Araba,  wu  one  of  thoAe  feats  of  hardiboud 
and  daring  which  hare  in  all  ogea  attnwwd  the 
lidmiration  of  the  multitode.  The  higher  and 
lioliar  heruimu  of  Chrialian  self-denial  and  aao- 
liiice.  in  the  humble  walkn  of  piivata  duty,  is 
seldom  so  well  appreciated. 

NitiiiT  on  the  city  of  the  Moor  I 

Oil  tnosqiie   and   tomb,   and   white-walled 

On  sea-wavos,  to  whose  ceiueleag  knock 

Tliu  narrow  harbor-gates  unlock. 

On  corsair's  galley,  iiamck  tall. 

And  plundered  Christiau  caraval  I 

The  souDds  of  Moslem  life  are  still  ; 

No  mule-bell  tinkles  down  the  hill ; 

Stretched  in  the  broad  court  of  the  khan, 

The  dust;  Bomou  caravan 

Lies  heaped  in  slumber,  beast  and  man  ; 

The  Sheik  is  dreaming  in  hia  tent. 

His  noisy  Arab  tongue  o'erapeut ; 

The  kiosk's  glimmering  lights  are  gone. 

The  merchant  with  his  wares  withdrawn  ; 

Rough  pillowed  on  some  pirate  breast. 

The  dancing-gitl  has  sunk  to  rest ; 

And,  save  where  measured  footsteps  fall 

Along  the  Bashaw's  guarded  wall. 

Or  where,  like  some  bad  dream,  the  Jew 

Creeps  stealthily  his  quarter  through. 

Or  counts  with  fear  his  golden  heaps. 

The  City  of  the  Corsair  sleeps  ! 

But  where  yon  prison  long  and  low 
Stands  black  against  the  p;ilu  star-glow, 
Cb^fed  by  the  ceaseless  wash  of  waves, 
There  watch  and  pine  the  Christian  slaves  ; 
Ktiugh-bearded  men,  whose  far-off  wives 
Wear  out  with  grief  their  lonely  lives  ; 
And  youth,  still  flashing  from  his  eyes 
The  clear  blue  of  New  England  akiea, 
A  treasured  lock  of  whose  soft  hair 
Now    wakes     some     sorrowing     mother's 

prayer ; 
Or,  worn  upon  some  maiden  breast. 
Stirs  with  the  loving  heart's  unrest  1 

A  bitter  cup  each  life  miiBt  dr^n, 
The  groaning  earth  is  cursed  with  pain, 
And,  like  the  scroll  the  angel  bore 
Tbe  shuddering  Hebrew  seer  before. 


O'erwrit  alike,  without,  within. 
With  all  the  woes  which  follow  sin  ; 
But,  bitterest  of  the  ills  beneath 
Whose  load  man  totters  down  to  death, 
Is  that  which  plucks  the  regal  crown 
Of  Freedom  from  his  forehead  down, 
And  snatches  from  hie  powerless  hand 
The  sceptred  sign  ot  self-command, 
KSacing  with  the  chain  and  rod 
The  image  and  the  seal  of  God  ; 
Till  from  his  nature,  day  by  day, 
The  manly  virtues  fall  away, 
And  leave  him  naked,  blind  and  muto, 
The  godlike  me^ug  in  the  brute  I 

Why  mourn  the  quiet  ones  who  die 
Beneath  affections  tender  eye, 
Unto  their  houaebald  and  their  kin 
Like  ripened  corn-sheaves  gathered  in  ? 
O  weeper,  from  that  tnuuiuil  sod, 
That  holy  harvest-home  of  God, 
Turn  to  the  quick  and  suffering,  shed 
Thy  tears  upon  the  living  dead  I 
Thank  God  above  thy  dear  ones'  graves, 
They  sleep  with  Him,  they  are  not  slaves. 

What  dark  mass,  down  the  mountain-sides 

ttwift-pouring,  like  a  stream  divides  ? 

A  long,  loose,  straggling  caravan, 

Camel  and  horse  and  armed  man. 

The  moon's  low  crescent,  glimmering  o'er 

Its  grave  of  waters  to  the  shore. 

Lights  up  that  mountaiu  cavalcade. 

And  gleams  from  gun  and  spear  and  blade 

Near  and  more  near  !  now  o'er  them  falls 

The  shadow  of  the  city  walls. 

Hark  to  the  sentry's  challenge,  drowned 

In  the  fierce  trumpi-t's  charging  Hound  I 

The  rush  ot  men,  the  innsket's  peal, 

The  short,  sharp  clang  of  meeting  steel  I 

Vain,  Moslem,  vain  thy  tifcblood  poured 
So  freely  on  tby  foeman's  sword  I 
Not  to  the  swift  nor  to  the  strong 
The  battles  of  the  right  belong  j 
For  he  who  strikes  for  Freedom  wean 
The  armor  of  the  captive's  prayers, 
And  Nature  proffers  to  his  cause 
I'he  strength  of  her  eternal  laws  ; 
While  he  whose  arm  essays  to  bind 
And  herd  with  common  brutes  his  kind 
Strives  evermore  at  fearful  odds 
With  Nature  and  the  jealons  gods. 
And  dares  the  dread  recoil  which  lat« 
Ur  soon  their  right  shall  vindicate. 
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T  is  done,  the  hom3d  crescent  falls  ! 
The  star-flag  fluuts  the  broken  waUs  ! 
Joy  to  the  captive  husband  I  joy 
To  thy  sick  heart,  O  brown-locked  boy  I 
In  sullen  wrath  the  conquered  Moor 
Wide  open  flings  your  dungeon-door, 
And  leaves  ye  tree  from  cell  and  chain, 
The  owners  of  yourselves  again. 
Dark  as  his  allies  desert-born, 
Soiled  with  the  battle's  stain,  and  worn 
With  the  long  marches  of  his  band 
Through  hottest  wastes  of  rock  and  sand, 
Scorched  by  the  sun  and  furnace-breath 
Of  the  red  desert's  wind  of  death, 
With  welcome  words  and  grasping  hands, 
The  victor  and  deliverer  stands  ! 

The  tale  is  one  of  distant  skies  ; 

The  dust  of  half  a  century  lies 

Upon  it  ;  yet  its  hero's  name 

Still  lingers  on  the  lips  of  Fame. 

Men  speak  the  praise  of  him  who  gave 

Deliverance  to  the  Moorman's  slave, 

Tet  dare  to  brand  with  shame  and  crime 

The  heroes  of  our  land  and  time,  — 

The  self-forgetful  ones,  who  stake 

Home,  name,  and  life  for  Freedom's  sake. 

€rod  mend  his  heart  who  cannot  feel 

The  impulse  of  a  holy  zeal, 

And  sees  not,  with  his  sordid  eyes. 

The  beauty  of  self-sacrifice  ! 

Though  in  the  sacred  place  he  stands. 

Uplifting  consecrated  hands. 

Unworthy  are  his  lips  to  tell 

Of  Jesus'  martyr-miracle, 

Or  name  aright  that  dread  embrace 

Of  suffering  lor  a  fallen  race  I 


A   SABBATH    SCENE 

This  poem  finds  its  justification  in  the  readi- 
ness with  which,  even  in  the  North,  clergymen 
urged  the  prompt  exeoation  of  the  Fugitive 
Slave  Law  as  a  Christian  duty,  and  defended 
the  system  of  slavery  as  a  Bible  institution. 

Scarce  had  the  solemn  Sabbath-bell 
Ceased  quivering  in  the  steeple, 

Scarce  had  the  parson  to  his  desk 
Walked  stately  through  his  people. 

When  down  the  summer-shaded  street 

A  wasted  female  figure. 
With  dusky  brow  and  naked  feet. 

Came  ruabing  wild  and  eager. 


She  saw  the  white  spire  through  the  treeo^ 
She  heard  the  sweet  hymn  swelling : 

0  pitying  Christ  I  a  refugee  give 
That  poor  one  in  Thy  dwelling  ! 

Like  a  scared  fawn  before  the  hounds. 

Right  up  the  aisle  she  glided. 
While  close  behind  her,  whip  in  hand, 

A  lank-haired  hunter  strided. 

She  raised  a  keen  and  bitter  cry. 
To  Heaven  and  Earth  appealing  ; 

Were  manhood's  generous  pulses  dead  ? 
Had  woman's  heart  no  feeling  ? 

A  score  of  stout  hands  rose  between 

The  hunter  and  the  flying  : 
Age  clenched  his  staff,  and  maiden  eyes 

Flashed  tearful,  yet  defying. 

**  Who  dares  profane  this  house  and  day  ?  ** 

Cried  out  the  angry  pastor. 
**Why,   bless  your  soul,   the   wench  's  a 
slave. 

And  I  'm  her  lord  and  master  I 

**  I  Ve  law  and  gospel  on  my  side. 
And  who  shall  dare  refuse  me  ?  ** 

Down  came  the  parson,  bowing  low, 
«  My  good  sir,  pray  excuse  me  ! 

''  Of  course  I  know  your  right  divine 
To  own  and  work  and  whip  her  ; 

Quick,  deacon,  throw  tliat  Polyglott 
Before  the  wench,  and  trip  her  1  " 

Plump  dropped  the  holy  tome,  and  o'er 

Its  sacred  pages  stumbling. 
Bound  hand  and  foot,  a  slave  once  more. 

The  hapless  wretch  lay  trembling. 

1  saw  the  parson  tie  the  knots, 
The  while  his  flock  addressing, 

The  Scriptural  claims  of  slavery 
With  text  on  text  impressing. 

"  Although,"  said  he,  **  on  Sabbath  day 

All  secular  occupations 
Are  deadly  sins,  we  must  fulfil 

Our  moral  obligations : 

"And  this  commends  itself  as  one 

To  every  conscience  tender  ; 
Afl  Paul  sent  back  Onesimus, 

My  Christian  friends,  we  send  her  \  ^ 
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Shriek  rose  on  shriek,  —  the  Sabbath  air 
Her  wild  cries  tore  asuuder  ; 

I  listened,  with  hushed  breath,  to  hear 
God  answering  with  his  thunder  I 

All  still  I  the  very  altar's  cloth 

Had  smothered  down  her  shrieking, 

And,  dumb,  she  turned  from  face  to  face, 
For  humau  pity  seeking  I 

I  saw  her  dragged  along  the  aisle. 
Her  shackles  harshly  clanking  ; 

I  heard  the  parson,  over  all. 
The  Lord  devoutly  thanking  I 

My  brain  took  fire  :  *'  Is  this,''  I  cried, 
**  The  end  of  prayer  and  preaching  ? 

Then  down  with  pulpit,  down  with  priest, 
And  give  us  Nature's  teaching  I 

**  Foul  shame  and  scorn  be  on  ye  all 

Who  turn  the  good  to  evil. 
And  steal  the  Bible  from  the  Lord, 

To  give  it  to  the  Devil ! 

**  Than  garbled  text  or  parchment  law 

I  own  a  statute  higher  ; 
And  God  is  true,  though  every  book 

And  every  man  's  a  liar  I " 

Just  then  I  felt  the  deacon's  hand 
In  wrath  my  coat-tail  seize  on  ; 

I  heard  the  priest  cry,  "  Infidel  I  " 
The  lawyer  mutter,  "  Treason  I " 

X  started  up,  —  where  now  were  churchy 
Slave,  master,  priest,  and  people  ? 

I  only  heard  the  supper-bell. 
Instead  of  clanging  steeple. 

Bat,  on  the  open  window's  sill, 

O'er  which  the  white  blooms  drifted. 

The  pages  of  a  good  old  Book 
The  wind  of  summer  lifted. 

And  flower  and  vine,  like  angel  wings 

Around  the  Holy  Mother, 
Waved  softly  there,  as  if  God's  truth 

And  Mercy  kissed  each  other. 

And  freely  from  the  cherry-bough 
Above  the  casement  swinging, 

IVith  golden  bosom  to  the  sun, 
The  oriole  was  singing. 


As  bird  and  flower  made  plain  of  old 

The  lesson  of  the  Teacher, 
So  now  I  heard  the  written  Word 

Interpreted  by  Nature  1 

For  to  my  ear  methought  the  breeze 
Bore  Freedom's  blessed  word  on  ; 

Thus  saith  the  Lord :  Break  eveiy  yoke^ 
Undo  the  heavy  burden  I 


IN   THE   EVIL  DAYS 

This  and  the  four  following  poems  have 
special  reference  to  that  darkest  nonr  in  the 
aggression  of  slavery  which  preceded  the  davm 
of  a  better  day,  when  the  conscience  of  the 
people  was  roused  to  action.  [Originally  en- 
titled Stanzas  fcfr  the  Times,  1850.] 

The  evil  days  have  come,  the  poor 

Are  made  a  prey  ; 
Bar  up  the  hospitable  door, 
Put  out  the  fire-lights,  point  no  more 

The  wanderer's  way. 

For  Pity  now  is  crime  ;  the  chain 

Which  binds  our  States 
Is  melted  at  her  hearth  in  twain, 
Is  rusted  by  her  tears'  soft  rain  : 

Close  up  her  gates. 

Our  Union,  like  a  glacier  stirred 

By  voice  below, 
Or  bell  of  kine,  or  wing  of  bird, 
A  beggar's  crust,  a  kindly  word 

May  overthrow ! 

Poor,  whispering  tremblers  !  yet  we  boast 

Our  blood  and  name  ; 
Bursting  its  century-bolted  frost. 
Each  g^y  cairn  on  the  Northman's  coast 

Cries  out  for  shame  ! 

Oh  for  the  open  firmament. 

The  prairie  free, 
The  desert  hillside,  cavern-rent, 
The  Pawnee's  lodge,  the  Arab's  tent, 

The  Bushman's  tree  I 

Than  web  of  Persian  loom  most  rare. 

Or  soft  divan. 
Better  the  rough  rock,  bleak  and  bare, 
Or  hollow  tree,  which  man  may  share 

With  suffering  man. 
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I  hear  a  voioe  :  **  Thus  saith  the  Law, 

Let  Love  be  dumb  ; 
Clasping  her  liberal  hands  in  awe, 
Let  sweet^lipped  Charity  withdraw 

From  hearth  and  home/' 

I  hear  another  voice  :  **  The  poor 

Are  thine  to  feed  ; 
Turn  not  the  outcast  from  thy  door. 
Nor  give  to  bonds  and  wron?  once  more 

Whom  God  hath  freed/' 

Dear  Lord  I  between  that  law  and  Thee 

No  choice  remains  ; 
Yet  not  untrue  to  man's  decree. 
Though  spuming^  its  rewards,  is  he 

Who  bears  its  pains. 

Not  mine  Sedition's  trumpet^blast 

And  threatening  word  ; 
I  read  the  lesson  of  the  Past, 
That  firm  endurance  wins  at  last 

More  than  the  sword. 

O  clear-eyed  Faith,  and  Patience  thou 

So  calm  and  strong ! 
Lend  strength  to  weakness,  teach  us  how 
The  sleepless  eyes  of  God  look  through 

This  night  of  wrong  I 


MOLOCH   IN   STATE   STREET 

In  a  foot-note  of  the  Report  of  the  Senate  of 
Massachusetts  on  the  case  of  the  arrest  and 
return  to  bondage  of  the  fugitive  slave  Thomas 
Sims  it  is  stated  that  — 

''It  would  have  been  impossible  for  the 
U.  S.  marshal  thus  successfully  to  have  resisted 
the  law  of  the  State,  without  the  assistance 
of  the  municipal  authorities  of  Boston,  and 
the  countenance  and  support  of  a  numerous, 
wealthy,  and  powerful  body  of  citizens.  It  was 
in  evidence  that  1500  of  the  most  wealthy  and 
respectable  citizens  —  merchants,  bankers,  and 
others  —  volunteered  their  services  to  aid  the 
marshal  on  this  occasion.  .  .  .  No  watch  was 
kept  upon  the  doings  of  the  marshal,  and  while 
the  State  officers  slept,  after  the  moon  had 
g^one  down,  in  the  darkest  hour  before  day- 
break, the  accused  was  taken  out  of  our  juris- 
diction by  the  armed  police  of  the  city  of 
Boston." 

The  moon  has  set :  while  yet  the  dawn 

Breaks  cold  and  gray, 
Between  the  midnight  and  the  mom 

Bear  off  your  prey  ! 


On,  swift  and  still  I  the  conscious  street 

Is  panged  and  stirred  ; 
Tread  light !  that  fall  of  serried  feet 

The  dead  have  heard  I 

The  first  drawn  blood  of  Freedom's  veins 

Gushed  where  ye  tread  ; 
Lo  I  through  the  dusk  the  martyr-stains 

Blush  darkly  red  I 

Beneath  the  slowly-waning  stars 

And  whitening  day. 
What  stem  and  awful  presence  bars 

That  sacred  way  ? 

What  faces  frown  upon  ye,  dark 

With  shame  and  pam  ? 
Come  these  from  Plymouth's  Pilgrim  bark  * 

Is  that  young  Vane  ? 

Who,  dimly  beckoning,  speed  ye  on 

With  mocking  cheer  ? 
Lo  !  spectral  Andros,  Hutchinson, 

And  Gage  are  here  ! 

For  ready  mart  or  favoring  blast 

Through  Moloch's  fire, 
Flesh  of  his  flesh,  unsparing,  passed 

The  Tyrian  sire. 

Ye  make  that  ancient  sacrifice 

Of  Man  to  Gain, 
Your  traffic  thrives,  where  Freedom  dies. 

Beneath  the  chain. 

Ye  sow  to-day  ;  your  harvest,  scorn 

And  hate,  is  near  ; 
How  think  ye  freemen,  mountain-bom, 

The  tale  will  hear  ? 

Thank  God  I  our  mother  State  can  yet 

Her  fame  retrieve  ; 
To  you  and  to  your  children  let 

The  scandal  cleave. 

Chain  Hall  and  Pulpit,  Court  and  Press, 

Make  gods  of  gold  ; 
Let  honor,  truth,  and  manliness 

Like  wares  be  sold. 

Your  hoards   are   great,   your   walls    arc 
stron?, 

But  God  is  just ; 
The  eilded  chambers  built  by  wrong 

Invite  the  rust. 
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What  1  know  ye  not  the  gains  of  Crime 

Are  dust  and  dross  ; 
Its  ventures  on  the  waves  of  time 

Foredoomed  to  loss  I 

And  still  the  Pilgrim  State  remains 

What  she  hath  heen  ; 
Her  inland  hills,  her  seaward  plains, 

Still  nurture  men  I 

Nor  wholly  lost  the  fallen  mart ; 

Her  olden  hlood 
Through  many  a  free  and  generous  heart 

Still  pours  its  flood. 

That  hrave  old  hlood,  quick-flowing  yet, 

Shall  know  no  check, 
Till  a  free  people's  foot  is  set 

On  Slavery's  neck. 

Even  now,  the  peal  of  beU  and  gun. 

And  hills  aflame, 
Tell  of  the  first  ereat  triumph  won 

In  Freedonrs  name. 

The  long  night  dies  :  the  welcome  gray 

Of  dawn  we  see ; 
Speed  up  the  heavens  thy  perfect  day, 

God  of  the  free  ! 


OFFICIAL   PIETY 

Suggested  hy  reading  a  state  paper,  wherein 
the  higher  law  is  inyoked  to  sustam  the  lower 
fine.     [Originally  entitled  Lines,] 

A  PIOUS   magistrate !     sound    his    praise 

throughout 
The  wondering  churches.    Who  shall  hence- 
forth douht 
That  the  long-wished  millennium  draw- 
eth  nigh  ? 
Sin  in  high  places  has  become  devout. 
Tithes    mint,   goes    painf ul  -  faced,  and 

prays  its  lie 
Straight  up  to  Heaven,  and  calls  it  piety  I 

The  pirate,  watching  from  his  bloody  deck 
The  weltering  galleon,  heavy  with  the 
gold 
Of  Acapulco,  holding  death  in  check 

While  prayers  are  said,  brows  crossed, 
and  beads  arc  told  ; 
Xhe   robber,  kneeling  where   the  wayside 
cross 


On  dark  Abruzzo  tells  of  life's  dread  loss 
From  his  own  carbine,  glancing  still  abroad 
For  some  new  victim,  offering  thanks  to 
Godl 
Rome,  listening  at  her  altars  to  the  cry 
Of  midnight  Murder,  while  her  hounds  of 

hell 
Soour  France,  from  baptized  cannon  and 
holy  beU 
And  thousand-throated  priesthood,  load 

and  high, 
Pealiue  Te  Deums  to  the  shuddering  sky, 
''Thamts  to  the  Lord,  who  giveth  vic- 
tory I" 
What  prove  these,  but  that  crime  was  ne'er 

so  black 
As  ghostly  cheer  and  pious  thanks  to  lack  ? 
Sattui  is  modest.      At  Heaven's  door  he 

lays 
His  evil  offspring,  and,  in  Scnptural  phrase 
And  saintly  posture,  gives  to  God  the  praise 
And  honor  of  the  monstrous  progeny. 
What  marvel,  then,  in  our  own  time  to 

see 
His  old  devices,  smoothly  acted  o'er,  — 
Official  piety,  locking  fast  the  door 
Of  Hope  against  three   million   souls  of 

men, — 
Brothers,    God's    children,    Christ's     re- 
deemed,— and  then. 
With  uprolled  eyeballs  and  on  bended  knee. 
Whining  a  prayer  for  help  to  hide  the  key  1 


THE   RENDITION 

On  the  2d  of  June,  1854,  Anthony  Bums,  a 
fugitive  slaye  from  Virginia,  after  being  under 
arrest  for  ten  days  in  the  Boston  Court  House, 
was  remanded  to  slavery  under  the  Fugitive 
Slave  Act,  and  taken  down  State  Street  to  a 
steamer  chartered  by  the  United  States  Gov- 
ernment, under  guanl  of  United  States  troops 
and  artillery,  Massachusetts  militia  and  Boston 
police.  Public  excitement  ran  high,  a  futile 
attempt  to  rescue  Bums  having  been  made 
during  his  confinement,  and  the  streets  were 
crowded  with  tens  of  thousands  of  people,  of 
whom  many  came  from  other  towns  and  cities 
of  the  State  to  witness  the  humiliating  speo- 
taole. 

I  HEARD  the  train's  shrill  whistle  call, 
I  saw  an  earnest  look  beseech, 
And  rather  by  that  look  than  speecli 

My  neighbor  told  me  all. 
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And,  as  I  thought  of  Liberty 

Marched  haudouffed  down  that  sworded 
street. 

The  solid  earth  beneath  my  feet 
Reeled  fluid  as  the  sea. 

I  felt  a  sense  of  bitter  loss,  — 

Shame,  tearless  grief,  and  stifling  wrath, 
And  loathing  fear,  as  if  my  path 

A  serpent  stretched  across. 

All  love  of  home,  all  pride  of  place, 
All  generous  confidence  and  trust, 
Sank  smothering  iu  that  deep  disg^t 

And  anguish  of  disgrace. 

Down  on  my  native  hills  of  June, 
And  home's  ereen  quiet,  hiding  all, 
Fell  sudden  darkness  like  the  fall 

Of  midnight  upon  noon  I 

And  Law,  an  unloosed  maniac,  strong. 
Blood  -  drunken,  through  the  blackness 

trod, 
Hoarse-shoutinff  in  the  ear  of  God 

The  blasphemy  of  wrong. 

**  O  Mother,  from  thy  memories  prond, 
Thy  old  renown,  dear  GommonwealUi, 
Lend  this  dead  air  a  breeze  of  health, 

And  smite  with  stars  this  cloud.  ' 

**  Mother  of  Freedom,  wise  and  brave, 
Rise  awful  in  thy  strength,"  I  said ; 
Ah  me  I  I  spake  but  to  the  dead  ; 

1  stood  upon  her  gprave  1 


ARISEN  AT   LAST 

On  the  passage  of  the  bill  to  protect  the 
rights  and  liberties  of  the  people  of  the  State 
against  the  Fugitive  Slave  Act.  [Originally 
entitled  simply  Lines.] 

I  SAID  I  stood  upon  thy  grave. 

My  Mother  State,  when  last  the  moon 
Of  blossoms  clomb  the  skies  of  June. 

And,  scattering  ashes  on  my  head, 
I  wore,  undreaming  of  relief. 
The  sackcloth  of  thy  shame  and  grief. 

Again  that  moon  of  blossoms  shines 
On  leaf  and  flower  aud  folded  wing, 
And  thou  haat  risen  with  the  spring  1 


Once  more  thy  strong  maternal  arms 
Are  round  about  thy  children  flung^- 
A  lioness  that  guards  her  young  I 

No  threat  is  on  thy  closed  lips. 
But  in  thine  eye  a  power  to  smite 
The  mad  wolf  backward  from  its  ligl 

Southward  the  baffled  robber's  track 
Henceforth  runs  only  ;  hereaway, 
The  fell  lycanthrope  finds  no  prey. 

Henceforth,  within  thy  sacred  gates. 
His  first  low  howl  shall  downward  dr 
The  thunder  of  thy  righteous  law. 

Not  mindless  of  thy  trade  and  gain, 
But,  acting  on  the  wiser  plan. 
Thou  'rt  grown  conservative  of  man. 

So  shalt  thou  clothe  with  life  the  hope. 
Dream-painted  on  the  sightless  eyes 
Of  him  who  sang  of  Paradise,  — 

The  vision  of  a  Christian  man. 
In  virtue,  as  in  stature  great 
Embodied  in  a  Christian  State. 

And  thou,  amidst  thy  sisterhood 
Forbearing  long,  yet  standing  fast, 
Shalt  win  their  grateful  thai^LS  at  las 

When   North  and  South  shall  strive 
more. 
And  all  their  feuds  and  fears  h^  lost 
In  Freedom's  holy  Pentecost.     ^^.,.^^ 


THE  HASCHISH 

Of  all  that  Orient  lauds  can  vaunt 
Of  marvels  with  our  own  competing, 

The  strangest  is  the  Haschish  plant. 
And  wlmt  will  follow  on  its  eating. 

What  pictures  to  the  taster  rise. 
Of  Dervish  or  of  Almeh  dances  ! 

Of  Eblis,  or  of  Paradise, 

Set  all  aglow  with  Honri  glances  I   i 

The  poppy  visions  of  Cathay, 

The  heavy  beer-trance  of  the  Suabian 
The  wizard  liehts  and  demon  play 

Of  nights  Walpurgis  and  Arabian  I 
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•nd  the  Cliriatkn  dog 

t>oe  ID  mad  metompsyohosU  ; 

n  climbs  the  lynaeogue, 

A  shakes  his  be&rd  at  i/Lotet  I 


y  his  deser 
ing  from  ft 


well 

me  Caliph's  daDgh- 


lis  single  camel's  bell 
Icome  to  his  regal  quarten. 

I  reader  makes  ooinpIaiDt 
dftnciog  OD  and  off  it ; 
offen  alms,  the  saint 
okaj  and  blasphemes  the  Pro- 


that  Eastern  plant  awakes  ; 
tve  one  ordained  to  beat  it, 
th  of  the  West,  which  makes 
>r  knaves  of  all  who  eat  it. 


en  itself  a  suDg  plantation  ! 

peace,  about  whose  dreams 

.  millennial  angels  cluster, 

ad  weed,  and  plots  and  sohemes, 

Cuban  filibuster  I 

Democrat,  with  ease, 
I  Slavery's  parish  beadle  ; 
tst  statesman  eats  and  sees 

ward  point  the  polar  needle. 

artakes,  and  sits  erelong 
lench  a  roiling  blackguard  ; 
land  that  right  is 


Turk  or  Gentoo  gotten  ; 
Haschish  of  the  East 
!8B  to  our  Western  Cotton  I 

AHSAS   EMIGRANTS 

and  the  three  following  wer* 
■  the  popular  movament  of  Free 

occupy  the  territory  of  Kanus, 
a  of  the  Itreat  demooratio  weapon 
veriog  majority  —  to  settle  the 


eonfliot  on  that  ground  betwoen  ITresdom  and 
Slavery.  The  opponeDts  of  the  moTemest 
used  another  kind  of  weapon.  [This  song  wu 
sent  to  the  fint  oompany  of  emJEraiita  by  the 

rit-  "  It  is  one  of  those  propheciea,''  says 
E  Hale,  "  for  which  poeta  are  bora,  uttered 
before  the  event  and  not  after.  In  absolute 
hard  fact,  the  song  was  snug  by  parties  of  em- 
igraota,  snng  when  they  startMd,  sung  as  they 
rode,  and  snng  in  the  new  home."] 

Ws  erosa  the  prairie  as  of  old 

The  pilgrims  crossed  the  sea. 
To  make  the  West,  as  the;  the  East, 

The  homestead  of  the  free  I 

We  go  to  rear  a  wall  of  men 

On  Freedom's  southern  line, 
And  plant  beside  the  ootton-trae 

The  ragged  Northern  pine  I 

We  're  flowing  from  oar  natiTe  hills 

As  our  free  rivers  flow  : 
The  blesnng  of  our  Mother-land 

la  on  ns  as  we  go. 

We  go  to  plant  her  commoD  schools 

On  distant  prairie  swells. 
And  give  the  Sabbaths  of  the  wild 

The  music  of  her  bells. 

Upbearing,  like  the  Ark  of  old. 

The  Bible  in  our  ran, 
We  go  to  test  the  truth  of  God 

Against  the  fraud  of  man. 

rest,  save  where  the  streams 
feed  the  Kansaa  run. 
Save  where  our  Pilgrim  gonfalon 
Shall  flout  the  setting  sun  I 

We.11  tread  the  prairie  as  of  old 

Our  fathers  sailed  the  sea. 
And  make  the  West,  as  they  the  East, 

The  homestead  of  tbe  free  1 


FOR   RIGHTEOUSNESS'  SAKE 


tWl 


ss-j" 


The  age  is  dull  and  mean.     Men  cree|>. 
Not  walk  ;  with  blood  too  pale  and  tnm 


p,  sell  dear;  eaJi.,&EO^«ii^^""^ 
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Down-pillowed,  deaf  to  moaning  want ; 
Pay  tithes  for  soul-insurance  ;  keep 
Six  days  to  Mammon,  one  to  Cant. 

In  such  a  time,  give  thanks  to  God, 
That  somewhat  of  the  holy  rage 
With  which  the  prophets  in  their  age 

On  all  its  decent  seeming^  trod, 
Has  set  your  feet  upon  the  lie. 

That  man  and  ox  and  soul  and  clod 
Are  market  stock  to  sell  and  buy  I 

The  hot  words  from  your  lips,  my  own, 

To  caution  trained,  might  not  repeat ; 

But  if  some  tares  amone  the  wheat 
Of  senerous  thought  and  deed  were  sown. 

No  common  wrong  provoked  your  zeal ; 
The  silken  gauntlet  that  is  thrown 

In  such  a  quarrel  ring^  like  steel. 

The  brave  old  strife  the  fathers  saw 
For  Freedom  calls  for  men  again 
Like  those  who  battled  not  in  vain 

For  England's  Charter,  Alfred's  law  ; 
And  right  of  speech  and  trial  just 

Wage  in  your  name  their  ancient  war 
With  venal  courts  and  perjured  trust. 

God's  ways  seem  dark,  but,  soon  or  late, 

They  touch  the  shining  hills  of  day  ; 

The  evil  cannot  brook  delay. 
The  g^ood  can  well  afford  to  wait. 

Give  ermined  knaves  their  hour  of  crime  ; 
Te  have  the  future  grand  and  great, 

The  safe  appeal  of  Truth  to  Time  I 


LETTER 

FROM  A  MISSIONARY  OF  THE  METHO- 
DIST EPISCOPAL  CHURCH  SOUTH,.  IN 
KANSAS,  TO  A  DISTINGUISHED  POLI- 
TICIAN 

Douglas  Mission,  August^  1854. 

Last  week  —  the  Lord  be  praised  for 

all  His  mercies 
To  His  unworthy  servant !  —  I  arrived 
Safe  at  the  Mission,  via  Westport  where 
I  tarried  over  night,  to  aid  in  forming 
A  Vigilance  Committee,  to  send  back. 
In   shirts    of    tar,    and    feather-doublets 

quilted 
With  forty  stripes  save  one,  all  Yankee 

oomeiSy 


Uncircumoised  and  Gentile,  aliens  from 
The  Commonwealth  of  Israel,  who  despise 
The  prize  of  the  high  calling  of  the  saints, 
Who  plant  amidst  this  heathen  wilderness 
Pure  gospel  institutions,  sanctified 
By  patriarchal  use.     The  meeting  opened 
With  prayer,  as  was  most  fitting.     Half 

an  hour. 
Or  thereaway,  I  groaned,  and  strove,  and 

wrestled. 
As  Jacob  did  at  Penuel,  till  the  power 
Fell    on    the    people,    and    they     cried 

*«  Amen  I  ** 
**  Glory    to    Grod ! "  and     stamped    and 

clapped  their  hands  ; 
And  the  rough  river  boatmen  wiped  their 

eyes  ; 
"  Gro  it,  old  boss  !  **  they  cried,  and  cursed 

the  niggers  — 
Fulfilling  thus  the  word  of  prophecy, 
<*  CursM  be  Canaan."    After  prayer,  the 

meeting 
Chose    a    committee  —  good    and    pious 

men  — 
A  Presbyterian  Elder,  Baptist  deacon, 
A  local  preacher,  three  or  four  class-leaders. 
Anxious    inquirers,    and    renewed    back- 
sliders, 
A  score  in  all  —  to  watch  the  river  ferry, 
(As  they  of  old  did  watch  the  fords  of 

Jordan,^ 
And  out  off  all  whose  Yankee  tongues  re- 
fuse 
The  Shibboleth  of  the  Nebraska  bill. 
And  then,  in  answer  to  repeated  calls, 
I  gave  a  brief  account  of  what  I  saw 
In  Washing^n  ;  and  truly  many  hearts 
Rejoiced  to  know  the  President,  and  yon 
And  all  the  Cabinet  regularly  hear 
The  gospel  message  of  a  Simday  morning. 
Drinking  with  thirsty  souls  of  the  sincere 
Milk  of  the  Word.    Glory !  Amen,  and 
Selah! 

Here,  at  the  Mission,  all  things  haTe 

gone  well : 
The  brother  who,  throughout  my  absence, 

acted 
As  overseer,  assures  me  that  the  crops 
Never  were  better.     I  have  lost  one  negro, 
A  first-rate  hand,  but  obstinate  and  sullen. 
He  ran  away  some  time  last  spring,  and 

hid 
In  the  river  timber.    There  my   Indian 

converts 
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Found  him,  and  treed  and  shot  him.     For 

the  rest. 
The  heathens  roimd  ahout  begin  to  feel 
The  influence  of  our  pious  ministrations 
And  works  of  love  ;  and  some  of  them  al- 
ready 
Have  purchased  negroes,  and  are  settling 

down 
As  sober  Christians  !     Bless  the  Lord  for 

this! 
I  know  it  will  rejoice  you.    You,  I  hear. 
Are  on  the  eve  of  visiting  Chicago, 
To  fight  with  the  wild  beasts  of  Ephesus, 
Long  John,  and  Dutch  Free-Soilers.     May 

your  arm 
Be   clothed   with   strength,   and  on   your 

tongue  be  found 
The  sweet  oil  of  persuasion.     So  desires 
Your  brother  and  co-laborer.     Amen  I 

P.  S.    All 's  lost.    Even  while  I  write 
these  lines. 
The  Yankee  abolitionists  are  coming 
Upon  us  like  a  flood  —  g^^m,  stalwart  men, 
Each  face  set  like  a  flint  of  Plymouth  Rock 
Against  our  institutions  —  stakin?  out 
Their  farm  lots  on  the  wooded  Wakarusa, 
Or    squatting    by  the    mellow  -  bottomed 

Kansas  ; 
The  pioneers  of  mightier  multitudes, 
The  small  rain -patter,  ere    the   thunder 

shower 
Drowns  the  dry  prairies.     Hope  from  man 

is  not. 
Oh,  for  a  quiet  berth  at  Washington, 
Snug  naval  chaplaincy,  or  clerkship,  where 
These  rumors  of  free  labor  and  free  soil 
Might  never  meet  me  more.     Better  to  be 
Door-keeper  in  the  White  House,  than  to 

dwell 
Amidst  these  Yankee  tents,  that,  whiten- 
ing, show 
On  the  green  prairie  like  a  fleet  becalmed. 
Methinks  I  hear  a  voice  come  up  the  river 
From  those  far  bayous  where  the  alligators 
Mount  guard  around  the  camping  filibus- 
ters : 
**  Shake  off  the  dust  of  Kansas.     Turn  to 

Cuba  — 
(That  golden  orange  just  about  to  fall, 
O'er-ripe,  into  the  Democratic  lap  ;) 
Keep  pace  with  Providence,  or,  as  we  say. 
Manifest  destiny.     60  forth  and  follow 
The  message  of  our  gospel,  thither  borne 
Upon  the  point  of  Quitman's  bowie  knife, 


And  the  persuasive  lips  of  Colt's  revolvers. 

There  may'st  thou,  underneath  thy  vine 
and  fig-tree. 

Watch  thy  increase  of  sugar  cane  and  ne- 
groes. 

Calm  as  a  patriarch  in  his  eastern  tent  I " 

Amen :  So  mote  it  be.  So  prays  your 
friend. 


BURIAL  OF   BARBER 

Thomas  Barber  was  shot  December  6,  1866^ 
near  Lawrence,  Kansas. 

Bear  him,  comrades,  to  his  grave  ; 
Never  over  one  more  brave 

Shall  the  prairie  gpnwses  weep, 
In  the  ag^s  yet  to  come. 
When  the  millions  in  our  room. 

What  we  sow  in  tears,  shall  reap. 

Bear  him  up  the  icv  hill. 
With  the  Kansas,  frozen  still 

As  his  noble  heart,  below. 
And  the  land  he  came  to  tiU 
With  a  freeman's  thews  and  will. 

And  his  poor  hut  roofed  with  snow  I 

One  more  look  of  that  dead  face. 
Of  his  murder's  ghastly  trace  1 

One  more  kiss,  O  widowed  one ! 
Lay  your  left  hands  on  his  brow. 
Lift  your  right  hands  up,  and  vow 

That  his  work  shall  yet  be  done. 

Patience,  friends  I    The  eye  of  God 
Every  path  by  Murder  trod 

Watches,  lidless,  day  and  night ; 
And  the  dead  man  in  his  shroud. 
And  his  widow  weeping  loud. 

And  our  hearts,  are  in  His  sight. 

Every  deadly  threat  that  swells 
With  the  roar  of  gambling  hells, 

Every  brutal  jest  and  jeer, 
Every  wicked  thought  and  plan 
Of  the  cruel  heart  of  man, 

Though  but  whispered.  He  can  hear  I 

We  in  suffering,  they  in  crime, 
Wait  the  just  award  of  time. 

Wait  the  vengeance  that  is  due  ; 
Not  in  vain  a  heart  shall  break. 
Not  a  tear  for  Freedom's  sake 

Fidl  unheeded :  God  is  troe. 
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While  the  flag  with  stars  bedecked 
Threatens  where  it  should  protect, 

And  the  Law  shakes  hands  with  Crime, 
What  is  left  us  but  to  wait, 
Match  our  patience  to  our  fate, 

And  abide  the  better  time  ? 

Patience,  friends  !    The  human  heart 
Everywhere  shall  take  our  part. 

Everywhere  for  us  shall  pray  ; 
On  our  side  are  nature's  laws, 
And  God's  life  is  in  the  cause 

That  we  suffer  for  to-day. 

Well  to  suffer  is  divine  ; 

Pass  the  watchword  down  the  line. 

Pass  the  countersign  :  '<  Endure." 
Not  to  him  who  rashly  dares, 
But  to  him  who  nobly  bears, 

Is  the  victor's  garland  sure. 

Frozen  earth  to  frozen  breast, 
Lay  our  slain  one  down  to  rest ; 

Lay  him  down  in  hope  and  faith, 
And  above  the  broken  sod, 
Once  again,  to  Freedom's  Grod, 

Pledge  ourselves  for  life  or  death. 

That  the  State  whose  walls  we  lay, 
In  our  blood  and  tears,  to-day. 

Shall  be  free  from  bonds  of  shame, 
And  our  goodly  land  untrod 
By  the  feet  of  Slavery,  shod 

With  cursing  as  with  flame  I 

Plant  the  Buckeye  on  his  grave. 
For  the  hunter  of  the  slave 

In  its  shadow  cannot  rest ; 
And  let  martyr  mound  and  tree 
Be  our  pledge  and  guaranty 

Of  the  freedom  of  the  West  I 


TO   PENNSYLVANIA 

O  State  prayer-founded  !  never  hang 
Such  choice  upon  a  people's  tongue. 

Such  power  to  bless  or  ban, 
As  that  which  makes  thy  whisper  Fate, 
For  which  on  thee  the  centuries  wait. 

And  destinies  of  man  ! 

Across  thy  Alleghanian  chain. 
With  groanines  from  a  land  in  pain. 
The  west-wmd  finds  its  way  : 


Wild-wailing  from  Missouri's  flood 
The  crying  uf  thy  children's  blood 
Is  in  thy  ears  to-day  1 

And  unto  thee  in  Freedom's  hour 
Of  sorest  need  Grod  gives  the  power 

To  ruiu  or  to  save  ; 
To  wound  or  heal,  to  blight  or  bless 
With  fertile  field  or  wilderness, 

A  free  home  or  a  grave  1 

Then  let  thy  virtue  match  the  crime. 
Rise  to  a  level  with  the  time  ; 

And,  if  a  son  of  thine 
Betray  or  tempt  thee,  Brutus-like 
For  fatherland  and  Freedom  strike 

As  Justice  gives  the  sign. 

Wake,  sleeper,  from  thy  dream  of  ease, 
The  g^at  occasion's  forelock  seize  ; 

And  let  the  north-wind  strong. 
And  golden  leaves  of  autunm,  be 
Thy  coronal  of  Victory 

And  thy  triumphal  song. 


LE   MARAIS   DU   CYGNE 

The  massacre  of  unarmed  and  unoffendin 
men,  in  Southern  Kansas,  iu  May,  1858,  too 
place  near  the  Marais  du  Cygne  of  the  Frenc 
voyagewrg. 

A  BLUSH  as  of  roses 

Where  rose  never  grew  ! 
Great  drops  on  the  bimch-grass. 

But  not  of  the  dew  ! 
A  taint  in  the  sweet  air 

For  wild  bees  to  shun  I 
A  stain  that  shall  never 

Bleach  out  in  the  sun  ! 

Back,  steed  of  the  prairies  I 

Sweet  song-bird,  fly  back  I 
Wheel  hither,  bald  vulture  I 

Gray  wolf,  call  thy  pack  1 
The  foul  human  vultures 

Have  feasted  and  fled  ; 
The  wolves  of  the  Border 

Have  crept  from  the  dead. 

From  the  hearths  of  their  cabins. 

The  fields  of  their  com. 
Unwarned  and  unweaponed. 

The  victims  were  torn,  — 
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By  the  whirlwind  of  murder 
Swooped  up  and  swept  on 

To  the  low,  reedy  fen-lands, 
The  Marsh  of  the  Swan. 

With  a  vain  plea  for  mercy 

No  stout  knee  was  crooked  ; 
In  the  mouths  of  the  rifles 

Right  manly  they  looked. 
How  paled  the  May  sunshine, 

O  Marais  du  Cygne  ! 
On  death  for  the  strong  life, 

On  red  grass  for  green  1 

In  the  homes  of  their  rearing, 

Yet  warm  with  their  lives. 
Ye  wait  the  dead  only. 

Poor  children  and  wives  I 
Put  out  the  red  forge-fire, 

The  smith  shall  not  c^me  ; 
Unyoke  the  brown  oxen, 

The  ploughman  lies  dumb. 

Wind  slow  from  the  Swan's  Marsh, 

O  dreary  death-train, 
With  pressed  lips  as  bloodless 

As  lips  of  the  slain  ! 
Kiss  down  the  young  eyelids. 

Smooth  down  the  gray  hairs  ; 
Let  tears  quench  the  curses 

That  burn  through  your  prayers. 

Strong  man  of  the  prairies, 

Mourn  bitter  and  wild  I 
Wail,  desolate  woman  I 

Weep,  fatherless  child  I 
But  the  grain  of  God  springs  np 

From  ashes  beneath, 
And  the  crown  of  his  harvest 

Is  life  out  of  death. 

Not  in  vain  on  the  dial 

The  shade  moves  along. 
To  point  the  g^eat  contrasts 

Of  right  and  of  wrong  : 
Free  homes  and  free  altars, 

Free  prairie  and  flood,  — 
The  reeds  of  the  Swan's  Marsh) 

Whose  bloom  is  of  blood  I 

On  the  lintels  of  Kansas 
That  blood  shall  not  dry ; 

Henceforth  the  Bad  Angel 
Shall  harmless  go  by  ; 


Henceforth  to  the  sunset. 
Unchecked  on  her  way. 

Shall  Liberty  follow 
The  march  of  the  day. 


THE   PASS   OF   THE  SIERRA 

All  night  above  their  rocky  bed 
They  saw  the  stars  march  slow  ; 

The  wild  Sierra  overhead, 
The  desert's  death  below. 

The  Indian  from  his  lodge  of  bark, 
The  gmy  bear  from  his  den, 

Beyond  their  camp-fire's  wall  of  dark, 
Glared  on  the  mountain  men. 

Still  upward  turned,  with  anxious  strain, 

Their  leader's  sleepless  eye, 
Where  splinters  of  the  mountain  chain 

Stood  black  against  the  sky. 

The  night  waned  slow  :  at  last,  a  glow, 

A  gleam  of  sudden  fire, 
Shot  up  behind  the  walls  of  snow. 

And  tipped  each  icy  spire. 

"  Up,  men  ! "  he  cried,  "  yon  rocky  cone, 
To-day,  please  Grod,  we  '11  pass. 

And  look  from  Winter's  frozen  throne 
On  Summer's  flowers  and  grass  1 " 

They  set  their  faces  to  the  blast. 

They  trod  the  eternal  snow. 
And  faint,  worn,  bleeding,  hailed  at  last 

The  promised  land  below. 

Behind,  they  saw  the  snow-cloud  tossed 

By  many  an  icy  horn  ; 
Before,  warm  valleys,  wood-embossed, 

And  green  with  vines  and  com. 

They  left  the  Winter  at  their  backs 

To  flap  his  baffled  wing. 
And  downward,  with  the  cataracts. 

Leaped  to  the  lap  of  Spring. 

Strong  leader  of  that  mountain  band* 

Another  task  remains, 
To  break  from  Slavery's  desert  land 

A  path  to  Freedom's  plains. 

The  winds  are  wild,  the  way  is  drear, 
Yet,  flashing  through  the  night. 
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Lo  I  icy  ridge  and  rocky  spear 
Blaze  out  in  morning  light  1 

Rise  up,  Fremont,  and  go  before  ; 

The  Hour  must  have  its  Man ; 
Put  on  the  hunting^shirt  once  more, 

And  lead  in  Freedom's  van ! 


A    SONG   FOR  THE   TIME 

Written  in  the  snmmer  of  1866,  during  the 
political  campaign  of  the  Free  Soil  party  under 
the  candidacy  of  John  C.  Fremont. 

IJPy  laggards  of  Freedom  I  — our  free  flag 

is  cast 
To  the  blaze  of  the  sun  and  the  wings  of 

the  blast ; 
Will  ye  turn  from  a  struggle  so  bravely 

begun, 
From  a  foe  that  is  breaking,  a  field  that 's 

half  won  ? 

Whoso  loves  not  his  kind,  and  who  fears 

not  the  Lord, 
Let  him  join  that  foe's  service,  accursed  and 


tbl 


abhorred ! 
Let  him  do  his  base  will,  as  the  slave  only 

can, — 
Let  him  put  on  the  bloodhound,  and  put  off 

the  Man ! 

Let  him  go  where  the  cold  blood  that  creeps 

in  his  veins 
Shall  stiffen  the  slave-whip,  and  rust  on  his 

chains  ; 
Where  the  black  slave  shall  laugh  in  his 

bonds,  to  behold 
The  Wliite  Slave  beside  him,  self-fettered 

and  sold  I 

But  ye,  who  still  boast  of  hearts  beating 
and  warm. 

Rise,  from  lake  shore  and  ocean's,  like 
waves  in  a  storm, 

Come,  throng  round  our  banner  in  Liberty's 
name, 

Like  winds  from  your  mountains,  like  prai- 
ries aflame  ! 

Our  foe,  hidden  long  in  his  ambush  of  night. 
Now,  forced  from  his  covert,  stands  black 
in  the  light. 


Oh,  the  cruel  to  Man,  and  the  hateful  to 

God, 
Snute  him  down  to  the  earth,  that  is  corsed 

where  he  trod ! 

For  deeper  than  thunder  of  summer's  loud 

shower. 
On  the  dome  of  the  sky  God  is  striking  the 

hour ! 
Shall  we  falter  before  what  we  've  prayed 

for  so  long. 
When  the  Wrong  is  so  weak,  and  the  Right 

is  so  strong  ? 

Come  forth  all  together  !  come  old  and  come 
young, 

Freedom's  vote  in  each  hand,  and  her  song 
on  each  tongue  ; 

Truth  naked  is  stronger  than  Falsehood  in 
mail ; 

The  Wrong  cannot  prosper,  the  Right  can- 
not fail ! 

Like  leaves  of  the  summer  once  numbered 

the  foe, 
But  the  hoar-frost  is  falling,  the  northern 

winds  blow ; 
Like  leaves  of  November  erelong  shall  they 

faU, 
For  earth  wearies  of  them,  and  God  'a  over 

alll 


WHAT   OF  THE  DAY? 

Written  during  the  stirring  weeks  when  the 
g^at  political  battle  for  Freedom  under  F^ 
months  leadership  was  permitting  strong  hope 
of  snccess,  —  a  hope  overshadowed  and  solem- 
nized by  a  sense  of  the  magnitade  of  the  bar- 
baric evil,  and  a  forecast  of  the  unsornpulona 
and  desperate  use  of  all  its  powers  in  the  last 
and  decisive  struggle. 

A  SOUND  of  tumult  troubles  all  the  air. 
Like  the  low  thunders  of  a  sultry  sky 
Far-rolling  ere  the   downright  lightnings 
glare  ; 
The  hilb  blaze  red  with  warnings  ;  foes 

draw  nigh, 
Treadin?  the  dark  with  challenge  and 
repfy. 
Behold  the  burden  of  the  prophet's  vision  ; 
The  gathering  hosts,  —  the  Valley  of  Deci« 
sion. 
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Dusk  with  the  wings  of  eagles  wheeling 
o'er. 
Day   of   the   Lord,  of  darkness  and  not 
Ughtl 
It  breaks  in  thunder  and  the  whirlwind's 
roar ! 
Even  so.  Father !    Let  Thy  will  be  done  ; 
Tom  and  o'ertum,  end  what  Thou  hast  be- 
gun 
In  judgment  or  in  mercy  :  as  for  me, 
If  but  the  least  and  frailest,  let  me  be 
Evermore  numbered  with  the  truly  free 
Who  find  Thy  service  perfect  liberty  I 
I  fain  would  thank  Thee  that  my  mortal 
Ufe 
Has  reached  the  hour  (albeit  through  care 
and  pain  ) 
When  Good  and  Evil,  as  for  final  strife. 
Close  dim  and  vast  on  Armageddon's 
plain  ; 
And  Michael  and  his  angels  once  again 
Drive  howling  back  the  Spirits  of  the 
Night. 
Oh  for  the  faith  to  read  the  signs  aright 
And,  from  the  an?le  of  Thy  perfect  sight. 
See  Truth's  white  banner  floating  on  be- 
fore ; 
And  the  Crood  Cause,  despite  of  venal 

friends. 
And  base  expedients,  move  to  noble  ends  ; 
See  Peace  with  Freedom  make  to  Time 
amends. 
And,  through  its  cloud  of  dust,  the  thresh- 
ing-floor, 
Flailed   by  the    thunder,  heaped  with 
chaffless  grain ! 


A   SONG 

INSCRIBED  TO  THE  Fr£mONT  CLUBS 

Written  after  the  election  in  1856,  which 
showed  the  immense  gains  of  the  Free  Soil 
party,  and  insured  its  sucoeas  in  1860. 

Beneath  thy  skies,  November  I 

Thy  skies  of  cloud  and  rain. 
Around  our  blazing  camp-fires 
We  close  our  ranks  again. 
Then  sound  again  the  bugles, 
Call  the  muster-roll  anew  ; 
If  months  have  well-nigh  won  the  field, 
What  may  not  four  years  do  ? 


For  Grod  be  praised  !    New  England 
Takes  once  more  her  ancient  place  ; 

Again  the  Pilgrim's  banner 
Leads  the  vanguard  of  the  race. 
Then  sound  again  the  bugles,  etc. 

Along  the  lordly  Hudson, 

A  shout  of  triumph  breaks  ; 
The  Empire  State  is  speaking. 

From  the  ocean  to  the  lakes. 

Then  sound  again  the  bugles,  etc. 

The  Northern  hills  are  blazing. 
The  Northern  skies  are  bright ; 

And  the  fair  young  West  is  turning 
Her  forehead  to  the  light ! 

Then  sound  again  the  bugles,  etc. 

Push  every  outpost  nearer, 

Press  hard  the  hostile  towers  I 
Another  Balaklava, 
And  the  Malakoff  is  ours ! 
Then  sound  again  the  bugles, 
Call  the  muster-roll  anew  ; 
If  months  have  well-nigh  won  the  field, 
What  may  not  four  years  do  ? 


THE   PANORAMA 

[Written  with  a  view  to  political  effect  in 
the  Presidential  campaign  of  1866.  It  was 
read  by  T.  Starr  King  at  the  opening  of  a 
course  of  lectures  on  slavery  delivered  m  Boa- 
ton  at  that  time.] 

**  A  1  frodome  is  a  nobiU  thing ! 
Frodome  mayse  man  to  hail  lildng. 
Fredome  all  solace  to  man  giffls ; 
He  leTTS  at  ese  that  f rely  lerys  I 
A  nobil  hart  may  haif  nane  ese 
Na  eUys  nocht  that  may  him  plese 
Oyff  nedome  faUythe/* 

Abchokacon  BiaaouE, 

Through  the  long  hall  the  shuttered 

windows  shed 
A  dubious  light  on  every  upturned  head  ; 
On  locks  like  those  of  Absalom  the  fair. 
On  the  bald  apex  ringed  with  scanty  hair. 
On  blank  indifference  and  on  curious  stare  ; 
On  the  pale  Showman  reading  from  his 

stage 
The  hieroglyphics  of  that  facial  page  ; 
Half  sad,  half  scornful,  listening  to  the 

bruit 
Of  restless  cane-tap  and  impatient  foot^ 


^ 
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And  the  shrill  call,  across  the  ^neral  din, 
"  Boll  up  your  curtain  1     Let  we  show  be- 
gial" 

At  length  a  murmur  like  the  winds  that 
break 
Lito  green  waves  the  prairie's  grassy  lake, 
Deepened  and  swelled  to  music  clear  and 

loud, 
And,  as  the  west-wind  lifts  a  summer  cloud, 
The  curtain  rose,  disclosing  wide  and  far 
A  f  reen  land  stretching  to  the  evening  star, 
Faur  rivers,  skirted  by  primeval  trees 
And  flowers  hummed  over  by  the  desert 

bees, 
Marked  by  tall  bluffs  whose  slopes  of  grreen- 

ness  show 
Fantastic  outcrops  of  the  rock  below  ; 
The  slow  result  of  patient  Nature's  pains. 
And  plastic  fingering  of  her  sun  and  rains  ; 
Arch,  tower,   and  gate,  grotesquely  win- 
dowed hall. 
And  long  escarpment   of  half -crumbled 

wful, 
Huger  than  those  which,  from  steep  hills 

of  vine. 
Stare  through  their  loopholes  on  the  trav- 
elled Rhine  ; 
Suggesting  vaguely  to  the  gazer's  mind 
A  Fancy,  idle  as  the  prairie  wind. 
Of  the  land's  dwellers  in  an  age  unguessed  ; 
The  unsung  Jotuns  of  the  mystic  West. 

Beyond,  the  prairie's  sea-like  swells  sur- 
pass 

The  Tartar's  marvels  of  his  Land  of  Grass, 

Vast  as  the  sky  against  whose  sunset  shores 

Wave  after  wave   the  billowy  greenness 
pours  ; 

And,  onward    still,  like    islands  in  that 
main 

Loom  the  rough  peaks  of  many  a  mountain 
chain, 

Whence  east  and  west  a  thousand  waters' 
run 

From  winter  lingering  under  summer's  sun. 

And,  still  beyond,  long  lines  of  foam  and 
sand 

Tell  where  Pacific  rolls  his  waves  a-land. 

From  many  a  wide-lapped  port  and  land- 
locked bay. 

Opening  with  thunderous  pomp  the  world's 
highway 

To  Indian  isles  of  spice,  and  marts  of  far 
Cathay. 


*'  Such,"  said  the  Showman,  as  the  cur- 
tain fell, 
"  Is  the  new  Canaan  of  our  Israel ; 
The  land  of  promise  to  the  swarming  North 
Which,  hive-like,  sends  its  annual  surplus 

forth, 
To  the  poor  Southron  on  his  worn-out  soil, 
Scathed  by  the  curses  of  unnatural  toil ; 
To  Europe's  exiles  seeking  home  and  rest^ 
And  the  lank  nomads  of  the  wanderine 

West, 
Who,  asking  neither,  in  their  love  of  change 
And  the  free  bison's  amplitude  of  range, 
Rear  the  log-hut,  for  present  shelter  meant. 
Not  future  comfort,  like  an  Arab's  tent." 

Then  spake  a  shrewd  on-looker,  ''Sir/' 
said  he, 
**  I  like  your  picture,  but  I  fain  would  see 
A  sketch  of  what  your  promised  land  will 

be 
When,  with  electric  nerve  and  fiery-brained. 
With  Nature's  forces  to  its  chariot  chained. 
The  future  grasping,  by  the  past  obeyed. 
The  twentieth  century  rounds  a  new  de- 
cade." 

Then  said  the  Showman,   sadly  :   ''He 

who  grieves 
Over  the  scattering  of  the  sibyl's  leaves 
Unwisely  mourns.    Suffice  it,  that  we  know 
What  needs  must  ripen  from  the  seeds  we 

sow  ; 
That  present  time  is  but  the  mould  wherein 
We  cast  the  shapes  of  holiness  and  sin. 
A  painful  watcher  of  the  passing  hour. 
Its  lust  of  gold,  its  strife  for  place  and 

power  ; 
Its  lack  of  manhood,  honor,    reverence, 

truth, 
Wise-thoiighted  age,  and  generous-hearted 

youth ; 
Nor  yet  unmindful  of  each  better  sign, 
The  low,  far  lights,  which   on   th'  horizon 

shine. 
Like  those  which  sometimes  tremble  on  the 

rim 
Of  clouded  skies  when  day  is  closing  dim. 
Flashing  athwart  the  purple  spears  of  rain 
The  hope  of  sunshine  on  the  hills  again  : 
I  need  no  prophet's  word,  nor  shapes  that 

pass 
Like  clouding  shadows  o'er  a  magic  glass  ; 
For  now,  as  ever,  passionless  and  cold, 
Doth  the  dread  angel  of  the  future  hold 
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£yU  and  good  before  us,  with  no  voice 

Or  warning  look  to  guide  us  in  our  choice  ; 

With  spectra]  hands  outreaching  through 

the  gloom 
The  shadowy  contrasts  of  the  coming  doom. 
Transferred  from  these,  it  now  remains  to 

give 
The  sun  and  shade  of  Fate's  alternative." 

Then,  with  a  burst   of  music,  touching 

all 
The  keys  of  thrifty  life,  —  the  miU-stream's 

fall, 
The  engine's  pant  along  its  quivering  rails, 
The  anvil's  ring,  the  measured  beat  of  flails, 
The  sweep  of  scythes,  the  reaper's  whistled 

tune. 
Answering  the  summons  of  the  bells  of  noon. 
The  woodman's  hail  aloug  the  river  shores. 
The  steamboat's  signal,  and  the  dip  of  oars  : 
Slowly  the  curtain  rose  from  off  a  land 
Fair  as  God's  garden.  Broad  on  either  hand 
The  golden  wheat-fields  glimmered  in  the 

sun, 
And  the  tall  maize  its  yellow  tassels  spun. 
Smooth  highways  set  with  hedge-rows  liv- 
ing fi^reen. 
With  steepled  towns  through  shaded  vistas 

seen. 
The  school-house  murmuring  with  its  hive- 
like swarm, 
The  brook-bank  whitening  in  the  grist-mill's 

storm, 
The  painted  farm-house  shining  through  the 

leaves 
Of  fruited  orchards  bending  at  its  eaves, 
Where   live  again,   around    the   Western 

hearth. 
The  homely  old-time  virtues  of  the  North  ; 
Where  the  blithe  housewife  rises  with  the 

day. 
And  well-paid  labor  counts  his  task  a  play. 
And,  ffratef ui  tokens  of  a  Bible  free, 
And  the  free  Gospel  of  Humanity, 
Of  diverse  sects  and  differing  names  the 

shrines, 
One  in  their  faith,  whate'er  their  outward 

signs, 
Like  varying  strophes  of  the  same  sweet 

hymn 
From  many  a  prairie's  swell  and  river's 

brim, 
A  thousand'  church-spires  sanctify  the  air 
Of  the  calm  Sabbath,  with  their  sign  of 

prayer. 


Like  sudden  nightfall  over  bloom  and 
green 
The  curtain  dropped  :  and,  momently,  be- 
tween 
The  clank  of  fetter  and  the  crack  of  thong. 
Half  sob,  half  laughter,  music  swept  along  ; 
A  strange  refrain,  whose  idle  words  and  low, 
Like  drunken  mourners,  kept  the  time  of 


woe ; 


As  if  the  revellers  at  a  masquerade 
Heard    in  the  distance  funeral    marohes 

played. 
Such  music,  dashing  aU  his  smiles  vrith  tears, 
The  thoughtful  voyager  on  Pontchartrain 

hears. 
Where,    through    the    noonday    dusk    of 

wooded  shores 
The  negro  boatman,  singing  to  his  oars. 
With  a  wild  pathos  borrowed  of  his  wrong 
Redeems  the  jargon  of  his  senseless  song. 
**  Look,"  said  the  Showman,  sternly,  as  he 

rolled 
His  curtain  upward.     **  Fate's  reverse  be- 
hold I  "^ 

A  village  straggling  in  loose  disarray 
Of  vulgar  newness,  premature  decay  ; 
A  tavern,  crazy  with  its  whiskey  brawls. 
With  ''  Slaves  at  Auction  !  "  garnishing  its 

walls ; 
Without,  surrounded  by  a  motley  crowd. 
The  shrewd-eyed  salesman,  garrulous  and 

loud, 
A  squire  or  colonel  in  his  pride  of  place. 
Known  at  free  fights,  the  caucus,  and  the 

race. 
Prompt  to  proclaim  his  honor  without  blot, 
And  silence  doubters  with  a  ten-pace  shot, 
Mingling  the  negro-driving  bully's  rant 
With  pious  phrase  and  democratic  cant. 
Yet  never  scrupling,  with  a  filthy  jest. 
To  sell  the  infant  m)m  its  mother  s  breast, 
Break  through  all  ties  of  wedlock,  home, 

and  kin, 
Yield  shrinking  girlhood  up  to  graybeard 

sin  ; 
Sell  all  the  virtues  with  his  human  stock. 
The  Christian  graces  on  his  auction-block. 
And  coolly  count  on  shrewdest  bargains 

driven 
In  hearts  regenerate,  and  in  souls  forgiven  I 

Look  once  again  I      The  moving  canvas 
shows 
A  slave  plantation's  sbvenly  repose. 
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Where,  in  rude  cabins  rotting  midst  their 
weeds, 

The  human  chattel  eats,  and  sleeps,  and 
breeds  ; 

And,  held  a  brute,  in  practice,  as  in  law. 

Becomes  in  fact  the  thing  he 's  taken  for. 

There,  early  summoned  to  the  hemp  and 
com. 

The  nursing  mother  leaves  her  child  new- 
born ; 

There  haggard  sickness,  weak  and  deathly 
faint, 

Crawls  to  his  task,  and  fears  to  make  com- 
plaint ; 

And  sad-eyed  Bachels,  childless  in  decay. 

Weep  for  their  lost  ones  sold  and  torn 
away ! 

Of  ampler  size  the  master's  dwelling  stands. 

In  shabby  keeping  with  his  half-tilled  lands  ; 

The  gates  unhinged,  the  yard  with  weeds 
unclean. 

The  cracked  veranda  with  a  tipsy  lean. 

Without,  loose-scattered  like  a  vrreck  adrift. 

Signs  of  misrule  and  tokens  of  unthrift ; 

Within,  profusion  to  discomfort  joined. 

The  listless  body  and  the  vacant  mind  ; 

The  fear,  the  hate,  the  theft  and  falsehood, 
bom 

In  menial  hearts  of  toil,  and  stripes,  and 
scorn  ! 

There,  all  the  vices,  which,  like  birds  ob- 
scene. 

Batten  on  slavery  loathsome  and  unclean, 

From  the  foul  kitchen  to  the  parlor  rise, 

Pollute  the  nursery  where  the  child-heir 
lies. 

Taint  infant  lips  beyond  all  after  cure. 

With  the  fell  poison  of  a  breast  impure  ; 

Touch  boyhood's  passions  with  the  breath  of 
flame. 

From  girlhood's  instincts  steal  the  blush  of 
shame. 

So  swells,  from  low  to  high,  from  weak  to 
strong, 

The  tragic  chorus  of  the  baleful  wrong  ; 

Guilty  or  guiltless,  all  within  its  range 

Feel  the  blind  justice  of  its  sure  revenge. 

Still  scenes  like  these  the  moving  chart 
reveals. 
Up  the  long  western  steppes  the  blighting 

steals  ; 
Down  the  Pacific  slope  the  evil  Fate 
Glides  like  a  shadow  to  the  Golden  Gate  : 
fh?jn  BOA  to  ae&  the  drear  Eclipse  is  thrown. 


From  sea  to  sea  the  Mauoaises  Terres  have 

grown, 
A  belt  of  curses  on  the  New  World's  zone  I 

The  curtain  fell.  All  drew  a  freer  breath. 
As  men  are  wont  to  do  when  mournful  death 
Is  covered  from  their  sight.    The  Showman 

stood 
With  drooping  brow  in  sorrow's  attitude 
One  moment,  then  with   sudden   gesture 

shook 
His  loose  hair  back,  and  with  the  air  and 

look 
Of  one  who  felt,  beyond  the  narrow  stage 
And  listening  group,  the  presence  of   the 

age. 
And  heard  the  footsteps  of  the  things  to  be, 
Poured  out  his  soul  in  earnest  words  and 

free. 

"  O  friends  ! "  he  said,  ''in  this  poor  trick 

of  paint 
You  see  the  semblance,  incomplete  and 

faint. 
Of  the  two-fronted  Future,  which,  to-day, 
Stands  dim  and  silent,  waiting  in  your  way. 
To-day  your  servant,  subject  to  your  will ; 
To-morrow,  master,  or  for  good  or  ill. 
If  the  dark  face  of  Slavery  on  you  turns, 
If  the  mad  curse  its  paper  barrier  spurns, 
If  the  world  granary  of  the  West  is  made 
The  last  foul  market  of  the  slaver's  trade, 
Why  rail  at  fate  ?      The  mischief  is  your 

own. 
Why  hate  your  neighbor  ?     Blame  your^ 

selves  alone  1 

"  Men  of  the  North  I      The  South  you 

oharee  with  wrong 
Is  weak  ana  poor,  while  you  are  rich  and 

strong. 
If  questions,  —  idle  and  absurd  as  those 
The  old-time  monks  and  Paduan  doctoxB 

chose,  — 
Mere  ghosts  of  questions,  tariffs,  and  dead 

banks. 
And  scarecrow  pontiffs,  never  broke  your 

ranks. 
Your  thews  united  could,  at  once,  roll  back 
The  jostled  nation  to  its  primal  track. 
Nay,  were  you  simply  steaofast,  manly,  just, 
Tru^  to  the  faith  your  fathers  left  in  trust. 
If  stainless  honor  outweighed  in  your  scale 
A  codfish  quintal  or  a  factory  bale, 
Fall  many  a  noble  heart,  (and  such  renmin 
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In  all  the  Soath,  like  Lot  in  Siddia's  plain, 

Who  watch  and  wait,  and  from  the  wrong's 
control 

Keep  white  and  pure  their  chastity  of  soul,) 

Now  sick  to  loathing  of  your  weak  com- 
plaints. 

Tour  tricks  as  sinners,  and  jour  prayers  as 
saints. 

Would  half-way  meet  the  frankness  of  your 
tone, 

And  feel  their  pulses  heating  with  your 
own. 

'<  The  North !  the  South  I  no  geographic 

line 
Can  fix  the  boundary  or  the  point  define, 
Since  each  with  each  so  closely  interblends. 
Where  Slavery  rises,  and  where  Freedom 

ends. 
Beneath  your  rooks  the  roots,  far-reaching, 

hide 
Of  the  fell  Upas  on  the  Southern  side  ; 
The  tree  whose  branches  in  your  north  winds 

wave 
Dropped   its  young  blossoms  on    Mount 

Vernon  s  gpnive  ; 
The  nursing  growth  of  Monticello's  crest, 
Is  now  the  glory  of  the  free  Northwest ; 
To  the  wise  maxims  of  her  olden  school 
Virginia  listened  from  thy  lips,  Rantoul ; 
Seward's  words   of  power,  and  Sumner's 

fresh  renown, 
Flow  from  the  pen  that  Jefferson  laid  down  I 
And  when,  at  length,  her  years  of  madness 

o'er, 
Like  the  crowned  g^zer  on  Euphrates' 

shore. 
From  her  lone  lapse  to  savagery,  her  mouth 
Bitter   with  baneful    herbage,   turns   the 

South, 
Resumes  her  old  attire,  and  seeks  to  smooth 
Her  unkempt  tresses  at  the  glass  of  truth, 
Her  early  faith  shall  find  a  tongue  again. 
New  Wythes  and  Pinckneys  swell  that  old 

refrain. 
Her  sons   with  yours  renew  the   ancient 

pact, 
The  myth  of  Union  prove  at  last  a  fact ! 
Then,  if  one  murmur  mars  the  wide  con- 
tent. 
Some  Northern  lip  will  drawl  the  last  dis- 
sent, 
8ome  Union-saving  patriot  of  your  own 
Lunent  to  find  his  occupation  gone. 


''Grant    that    the     North's    insulted, 
scorned,  betrayed, 
O'erreached  in  bargains  with  her  neighbor 

made. 
When  selfish  thrift  and  party  held  the  scales 
For  peddling;  dicker,  not  for  honest  sales,  — 
Whom  shall  we  strike  ?      Who  most  de- 
serves our  blame  ? 
The  bragnurt  Southron,  open  in  his  aim. 
And    bold    as  wicked,  crashing    straight 

through  all 
That  bars  his  purpose,  like  a  cannon-ball  ? 
Op  the  mean  traitor,  breathing  northern 

air. 
With  nasal  speech  and  puritanic  hair, 
YSThose  cant  the  loss  of  principle  survives. 
As  the  mud-turtle  e'en  its  head  outlives  ; 
Who,  caught,   chin -buried  in  some  foul 

offence, 
Puts  on  a  look  of  injured  innocence. 
And  consecrates  his  baseness  to  the  cause 
Of  constitution,  union,  and  the  laws  ? 

**  Praise  to  the  place-man  who  can  hold 

aloof 
His    stiU    unpurchased    manhood,    offioe- 

proof 
Who  on  his  round  of  duty  walks  erect, 
And  leaves  it  only  rich  in  self-respect ; 
As  More  maintained  his  virtue's  lofty  port 
In  the   Eighth   Henry's   base  and  bloody 

court. 
But,  if  exceptions  here  and  there  are  found. 
Who  tread  thus  safely  on  enchanted  ground. 
The  normal  type,  the  fitting  symbol  still 
Of  those  who  fatten  at  the  public  mill. 
Is  the  chained  dog  beside  his  master's  door. 
Or  Circe's  victim,  feeding  on  all  four  1 

''Give  me  the  heroes  who,  at  tuck  of 
drum, 
Salute  thy  staff,  immortal  Quattlebum  I 
Or  they  who,  doubly  armed  with  vote  and 

Following  thy  lead,  illustrious  Atchison, 
Their  drunken  franchise  shift  from  scene 

to  scene, 
As  tile-beard  Jourdan  did  his  euillotine  I 
Rather  than  him  who,  bom  oeneath  our 

skies, 
To  Slavery's  hand  its  supplest  tool  sup* 

plies  ; 
The  party  felon  whose  unblushing  face 
Looks  from  the  pillory  of  his  bribe  of  place, 
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And  coolly  makes  a  merit  of  disg^raee. 
Points  to  the  footmarks  of  indignant  scorn, 
Shows  the  deep  scars  of  satire's  tossing 

horn  ; 
And  passes  to  his  credit  side  the  sum 
Of  all  that  makes  a  scoundrers  martyr- 
dom ! 

**  Bane  of  the  North,  its  canker  and  its 
moth  ! 
These  modem  Esaus,  bartering  rights  for 

broth  I    .         .  . 

Taxing  our  justice,  with  their  double  claim, 
As  fools  for  pity,  and  as  knaves  for  blame  ; 
Who,  urged  by  party,  sect,  or  trade,  within 
The  fell  embrace  of  Slavery's  sphere  of 

sin. 
Part  at  the  outset  with  their  moral  sense. 
The  watchful  angel  set  for  Truth's  defence  ; 
Confound  all  contittsts,  good  and  ill ;  re- 
verse 
The  poles  of  life,  its  blessing  and  its  curse  ; 
And  lose  thenceforth  from  their  perverted 

sight 
The  eternal  difference  'twixt  the  wrong 

and  rieht ; 
To  them  the  Law  is  but  the  iron  span 
That  girds  the  ankles  of  imbruted  man  ; 
To  them  the  Grospel  has  no  higher  aim 
Than  simple  sanction  of  the  roaster's  claim, 
Dragged  in  the  slime  of  Slavery's  loath- 
some trail, 
Like  Chalier's  Bible  at  his  ass's  tail  I 

'*  Such  are  the  men  who,  with  instinctive 

dread. 
Whenever. Freedom  lifts  her  drooping  head. 
Make  prophet-tripods  of  their  office-stools, 
And   scare  the   nurseries  and  the  viUage 

schools 
With  dire  presage  of  niin  grim  and  great, 
A  broken  Union  and  a  foundered  State  ! 
Such  are   the  patriots,  self-bound  to  the 

stake 
Of  office,  martyrs  for  their  coimtry's  sake: 
Who  fill  themselves  the  hungry  jaws  of 

Fate, 
And  by  their  loss  of  manhood  save  the 

State, 
lu  the  wide  gulf  themselves  like  Curtius 

throw, 
And  test  the  virtues  of  cohesive  dough  ; 
As  tropic  monkeys,  linking  heads  and  tails. 
Bridge   o'er  some   torrent    of    Ecuador's 

vales  I 


**  Such  are  the  men  who  in  yoor  churches 

rave 
To  swearing^point,  at  mention  of  the  slave  I 
When  some  poor  parson,  haply  unawares. 
Stammers  of  freedom  in  his  timid  praj-ers  ; 
Who,  if  some  foot-sore  negro  through  the 

town 
Steals  northward,  volunteer  to  hunt  him 

down. 
Or,  if  some  neighbor,  flying  from  disease. 
Courts   the   mild  balsam  of  the  Southern 

breeze. 
With  hue  and  cry  pursue  him  on  his  track. 
And  write   Free-soiler  on  the  poor  man's 

back. 
Such  are  the  men  who  leave  the  pedler's 

cart. 
While  faring  South,  to  learn  the  driver's 

art, 
Or,  in  white  neckcloth,  soothe  with  pious 

aim 
The   gleeful    sorrows  of    some   languid 

dame. 
Who,  from  the  wreck  of  her  bereavement, 

saves 
The    double    charm    of    widowhood    and 

slaves ! 
Pliant  and  apt,  thev  lose  no  chance  to  show 
To  what  base  depths  apostasy  can  go  ; 
Outdo  the  natives  in  their  readiness 
To  roast  a  negro,  or  to  mob  a  press  ; 
Poise  a  tarred  schoolmate  on  the  lyncher's 

rail, 
Or  make  a  bonfire  of  their  birthplace  mail  I 

"So  some   poor  wretch,  whose  lips  no 

longer  bear 
The  sacred  burden  of  his  mother's  prayer, 
By  fear  impelled,  or  lust  of  gold  enticed, 
Turns  to  the  Crescent  from  the  Cross  of 

Christ, 
And,  overacting  in  superfluous  zeal, 
Crawls  prostrate  where  the  faithful  only 

kneel, 
Ont-howls  the  Dervish,  hugs  his  rags  to 

conrt 
The  squalid  Santon's  sanctity  of  dirt ; 
And,  when  beneath  the  city  gateway's  span 
Files  slow  and  long  the  Meccan  caravan. 
And  through  its  midst,  pursued  by  Islam's 

prayers. 
The  prophet's  Word  some  favored  camel 

bears, 
The  marked  apostate  has  his  place  assigned 
The  Koran-bearer's  sacred  rump  behind, 
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With  brush  and  pitcher  following,  grave 

and  mute, 
In  meek  attendance  on  the  holy  brute  1 

**  Men  of  the  North  I  beneath  year  very 

eyes, 
By  hearth  and  home,  your  real  danger  lies. 
Still  day  by  day  some  hold  of  freedom  falls 
Through  home-bred  traitors  fed  within  its 

walls. 
Men  whom  yourselves  with  vote  and  purse 

sustain, 
At  posts  of  honor,  influence,  and  gain  ; 
The  right  of  Slavery  to  your  sons  to  teach, 
And  *  South-side '  Cfospels  in  your  pulpits 

preach, 
Transfix  the  Law  to  ancient  freedom  dear 
On  the  sharp  point  of  her  subverted  spear. 
And  imitate  upon  her  cushion  plump 
The  mad   Missourian  lynching  from  his 

stump  ; 
Or,  in  your  name,  upon  the  Senate's  floor 
Yield  up  to  Slavery  all  it  asks,  and  more  ; 
And,  ere  your  dull  eyes  open  to  the  cheat. 
Sell  your  old  homestead  underneath  your 

feet  I 
While  such  as  these  your  loftiest  outlooks 

hold. 
While  truth  and  conscience  with  your  wares 

are  sold. 
While  grave-browed  merchants  band  tbem- 

selves  to  aid 
An  annual  man-hunt  for  their  Southern 

trade, 
What  moral  power  within  your  g^rasp  re- 
mains 
To  stay  the  mischief  on  Nebraska's  plains  ? 
High  as  the  tides  of  generous  impulse  flow, 
As  far  rolls  back  the  selfish  undertow  ; 
And  all  your  brave  resolves,  though  aimed 

as  true 
As  the  horse-pistol  Balmawhapple  drew. 
To  Slavery's  Dastions  lend  as  slight  a  shock 
As  the  poor  trooper's  shot  to  Stirling  rock! 

'*  Yet,  while  the  need  of  Freedom's  cause 

demands 
The  earnest  efforts  of  your  hearts  and  hands, 
Urged  by  all  motives  that  can  prompt  the 

heart 
To  prayer  and  toil  and  manhood's  manliest 

part ; 
Though  to  the  soul's  deep  tocsin  Nature 

joins 
Tlie  warning  whisper  of  her  Orphic  pines. 


The  north-wind's  anger,  and    the  south- 
wind's  sigh, 

The  midnight  sword-dance  of  the  northern 
sky. 

And,  to  the  ear  that  bends  above  the  sod 

Of  the  green  g'.tkve-mounds  in  the  Fields  of 


In  low,  deep  murmurs  of  rebuke  or  cheer, 

The  laind's  dead  fathers  speak  their  hope  or 
fear, 

Yet  let  not  Passion  wrest  from  Reason's 
hand 

The  guiding  rein  and  symbol  of  command. 

Blame  not  the  caution  proffering  to  your 
zeal 

A  well-meant  drag  upon  its  hurrying  wheel ; 

Nor  chide  the  man  whose  honest  doubt  ex- 
tends 

To  the  means  only,  not  the  righteous  ends ; 

Nor  fail  to  weigh  the  scruples  and  the  fears 

Of  milder  natures  and  serener  years. 

In  the  long  strife  with  evil  which  began 

With  the  first  lapse  of  new-created  man, 

Wisely  and  well  has  Providence  assigned 

To  each  his  part,  —  some  forward,  some  be- 
hind ; 

And  they,  too,  serve  who  temper  and  re- 
strain 

The  o'erwarm  heart  that  sets  on  fire  the 
brain. 

True  to  yourselves,  feed  Freedom's  altar- 
flame 

With  what  you  have  *,  let  others  do  the  same. 

Spare  timid  doubters  ;  set  like  flint  your 
face 

Against  the  self-sold  knaves  of  gain  and 
place : 

Pity  the  weak  ;  but  with  unsparing  hand 

Cast  out  the  traitors  who  infest  the  land  ; 

From  bar,  press,  pulpit,  cast  them  every- 
where. 

By  dint  of  fasting,  if  you  fail  by  prayer. 

And  in  their  place  bring  men  of  antique 
mould. 

Like  the  gprave  fathers  of  your  Age  of  Gold  ; 

Statesmen  like  those  who  sought  the  primal 
fount 

Of  righteous  law,  the  Sermon  on  the 
Mount  ; 

Lawyers  who  prize,  like  Quincy,  (to  our  day 

Still  spared,  Heaven  bless  him !)  honor 
more  than  pay. 

And  Christian  jurists,  starry-pure,  like  Jay  ; 

Preachers  like  Woolman,  or  like  them  who 
bore 
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The  faith  of  Wesley  to  tur  Western  shore, 
And  held  no  convert  eenf^iine  till  he  broke 
Alike  his  servants'  and  tho  Devil's  yoke  ; 
And  priests  like  him  who  Newport's  mar- 
ket trod, 
And  o'er  its  slave-ships  8ho<^k  the  bolts  of 

God! 
So  shall  your  power,  with  a  wise  prudence 

used, 
Strong  but  forbearing,  firm  bat  not  abased. 
In  kindly  keeping  with  the  good  of  all, 
The  nobler  maxims  of  the  past  recall, 
Her  natural  home-born  right  to  Freedom 

give. 
And  leave  her  foe  his  robber-right,  —  to  live. 
Live,  as  the  snake  does  in  his  noisome  fen  I 
Live,  as  the  wolf  does  in  his  bone-strewn 

den  ! 
Live,  clothed  with  cursing  like  a  robe  of 

flame. 
The  focal  point  of  million-fingered  shame  I 
Live,  till  the  Southron,  who,  with  all  his 

faults, 
Has  manly  instincts,  in  his  pride  revolts. 
Dashes  from  off  him,  midst  the  glad  world's 

cheers. 
The  hideous  nightmare  of  his  dream  of 

years. 
And  lifts,  self-prompted,  with  his  own  right 

hand. 
The  vile  encumbrance  from  his  glorious 

land! 

**  So,  wheresoe'er  our  destiny  sends  forth 
Its  widening  circles  to  the  South  or  North, 
Where'er  our  banner  flaunts  beneath  the 

stars 
Its  mimic  splendors  and  its  cloudlike  bars. 
There  shall   Free  Labor's   hardy  children 

stand 
The  equal  sovereigns  of  a  slaveless  land. 
And  when  at  last  the  hunted  bison  tires. 
And  dies  o'ertaken  by  the  squatter's  fires  ; 
And  westward,  wave  on  wave,  the  living 

flood 
Breaks  on  the  snow-line  of  majestic  Hood  ; 
And  lonely  Shasta  listening  hears  the  tread 
Of  Europe's  fair-haired  children,  Hesper- 

led ; 
And,  gazing  downward  through  his  hoar- 
locks,  sees 
The  tawny  Asian  climb  his  giant  knees, 
The  Eastern  sea  shall  hush  his  waves  to 

hear 
Fiusifio's  surf-beat  answer  Freedom's  cheer, 


And  one  long  rolling  fire  of  triumph  run 
Between  the  sunrise  and  the  sunset  gun  1 " 


My  task  is  done.    The  Showman  and  hit 

show, 
Themselves  but  shadows,  into  shadows  go ; 
And,  if  no  song  of  idlesse  I  have  sung. 
Nor  tints  of  beauty  on  the  canvas  flung  ; 
If  the  harsh  numbers  grate  on  tender  ears, 
And  the  rough  picture  overwrought  appears, 
With  deeper  coloring,  with  a  sterner  blast, 
Before  my  soul  a  voice  and  vision  passed. 
Such  as  might  Milton's  jarring  trump  re- 
quire, 
Or  glooms  of  Dante  fringed  with  lurid  fire. 
Oh,  not  of  choice,  for  themes  of  public  wrong 
I  leave  the  green  and  pleasant  paths  of  song, 
The  mild,  sweet  words  which  soften  and 

adorn. 
For  sharp  rebuke  and  bitter  laugh  of  scorn. 
More  dear  to  me  some  song  of  private  worth, 
Some  homely  idyl  of  my  native  North, 
Some  summer  pastoral  of  her  inland  vales, 
Or,  grim  and  weird,  her  winter  fireside 

tales 
Haunted  by  ghosts  of  unretuming  sails. 
Lost  barks  at  parting  hung  from  stem  to 

helm 
With  prayers  of  love  like  dreams  on  Virgil's 

elm. 
Nor  private  grief  nor  malice  holds  my  pen  ; 
I  owe  but  kindness  to  my  fellow-men  ; 
And,  South  or  North,  wherever  hearts  of 

prayer 
Their  woes  and  weakness  to  our  Father  bear, 
Wherever  fruits  of  Christian  love  are  found 
In  holy  lives,  to  me  is  holy  ground. 
But  the  time  passes.     It  were  vain  to  crave 
A  late  indulgence.    What  I  had  I  gave. 
Foi|^t  the  poet,  but  his  warning  heed, 
And  shame  his  poor  word  with  your  nobler 

deed. 


ON   A  PRAYER-BOOK 


WITH  ITS  FRONTISPIECE,  ARY  SCHEFFER'S 
"CHRISTUS  CONSOLATOR,"  AMERICAN- 
IZED BY  THE  OMISSION  OF  THE  BLACK 
MAN 

It  IB  hardly  to  be  credited,  yet  is  tme,  that 
in  the  anxiety  of  the  Northern  merchant  to 
oonoiliato  his  Southern  customer,  a  publisher 
was  found  ready  thus  to  matUate  Soheffer'a 
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picture.  He  intended  hiB  edition  for  use  in  the 
Southern  States  undoubtedly,  but  copies  fell 
into  the  hands  of  those  who  believed  literally 
in  a  gospel  which  was  to  preach  liberty  to  the 
captive. 

O  Art  Scheffer  I  when  beneath  thine  eye, 
Touched  with  the  light  that  cometh  from 

above, 
Grew  the  sweet  picture  of  the  dear  Lord's 
love, 
No  dream  hadst  thou  that  Christian  hands 

would  tear 
Therefrom  the  token  of  His  equal  care. 

And  make  thy  symbol  of  His  truth  a  lie  I 
The  poor,  dumb  edave  whose  shackles  fall 
away 
In  His    compassionate    g^aze,    grabbed 

smoothly  out. 
To  mar  no  more  the  exercise  devout 
Of  sleek  oppression  kneeling  down  to  pray 
Where  the  great  oriel  stains   the  Sabbath 

day  I 
Let  whoso  can  before  such  praying-books 
Kneel  on  his  velvet  cushion ;  I,  for  one, 
Would  sooner  bow,  a  Parsee,  to  the  sun, 
Or  tend  a  prayer-wheel  in  Thibetan  brooks. 
Or  beat  a  drum  on  Tedo*s  temple-floor. 
No  falser  idol  man  has  bowed  before, 
In  Indian  groves  or  islands  of  the  sea, 
Than  that  which  through   the   quaint- 
carved  Grothic  door 
Looks  forth,  —  a  Church  without  human- 
ity I 
Patron    of    pride,   and   prejudice,    and 

wrong,  — 
The  rich  man's  charm  and  fetich  of  the 
strong. 
The  £temal  Fulness  meted,  clipped,  and 

shorn, 
The  seamless  robe  of  equal  mercy  torn. 
The  dear  Christ  hidden  from  His  kindred 

flesh. 
And,  in  His  poor  ones,  crucified  afresh  I 
Better  the  simple  Lama  scattering  wide. 
Where    sweeps    the    storm     Alechan's 
steppes  along, 
His  paper  horses  for  the  lost  to  ride, 
And  wearying  Buddha  with  his  prayers  to 

make 
The  figures  living  for  the  traveller's  sake. 
Than  ne  who  hopes  with  cheap  praise  to 

beguile 
The  ear  of  Grod,  dishonoring  man  the  while  ; 
Who  dreams  the  pearl  gate's  hinges,  rusty 
grown, 


Are  moved    by  flattery's    oil  of   tongue 

alone  ; 
That  in  the  scale  Eternal  Justice  bears 
The  generous  deed  weighs  less  than  selfish 

prayers, 
And  words  intoned  with  graceful  unction 

move 
The  Eternal  Goodness  more  than  lives  of 

truth  and  love. 
Alas,  the  Church  I    The  reverend  head  of 
Jay, 
Enhaloed  with  its  saintly  silvered  hair, 
Adorns  no  more  the  places  of  her  prayer ; 
And  brave  young  Tyng,  too  early  called 
away. 
Troubles  the  Haman  of  her  courts  no 

more 
Like   the  just   Hebrew  at  the  Assyr- 
ian's door  ; 
And  her  sweet  ritual,  beautiful  but  dead 
As  the  dry  husk  from  which  the  grain  is 

shed. 
And  holy  hymns  from  which  the  life  de- 
vout 
Of  saints  and  martyrs  has  wellnigh  gone 

out. 
Like  candles  dying  in  exhausted  air. 
For  Sabbath  use  in  measured  grists  are 

ground  ; 
And,  ever  while  the  spiritual  mill  goes 

round. 
Between  the  upper  and  the  nether  stones, 
Unseen,  unheard,  the  wretched  bondman 
groans, 
And  urges  his  vain  plea,  prayer-smothered, 
anthem-drowned  I 

O  heart  of  mine,  keep  patience  I     Looking 
forth, 

As  from  die  Mount  of  Vision,  I  behold, 
Pure,  just,  and  free,  the  Church  of  Christ 
on  earth ; 

The  martyr's  dream,  the  golden  age  fore- 
told I 
And  found,  at  last,  the  mystic  Graal  I  see. 

Brimmed  with  His  blessing,  pass  from 
lip  to  lip 

Li  sacred  pledge  of  human  fellowship  ; 

And  over  all  the  songs  of  angels  hear  ; 

Songs  of  the  love  that  casteth  out  all  fear ; 

Songs  of  the  Grospel  of  Humanity  I 

Lo  !  in  the  midst,  with  the  same  look  He 
wore. 

Healing    and    blessing  on  Gennesaret's 
shore, 
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Folding  together,  with  the  all -tender 
might 
Of  His  great  love,  the  dark  hands  and  the 
white, 
Stands  the  Consoler,  soothing  every  pain. 
Making  all  hurdens  light,  and  breaJdng 
every  chain. 


THE   SUMMONS 

^iter  pfablishin^  this  poem  Whittier  wrote 
to  Liuoy  Larcom :  I  do  not  quite  like  the  tone 
of  The  Summons  now  that  it  is  published.  It 
was,  however,  an  expression  of  a  state  of  mind 
which  thee  would  regard  as  paidonable  if  thee 
knew  all  the  circumstances.  It  is  too  conq)lain' 
ingj  and  I  hope  I  shall  not  be  left  to  do  such  a 
thmg  again."] 

Mt  ear  is  full  of  summer  sounds. 
Of  sunmier  sights  my  lang^d  eye  ; 

Beyond  the  dusty  village  bounds 

I  loiter  in  my  daily  rounds. 

And  in  the  noon-time  shadows  lie. 

I  hear  the  wild  bee  wind  his  horn. 

The  bird  swings  on  the  ripened  wheat, 
The  long  green  lances  of  the  com 
Are  tilting  in  the  winds  of  mom. 
The  locust  shrills  his  song  of  heat. 

Another  sound  my  spirit  hears, 

A  deeper  sound  that  drowns  them  all  ; 
A  voice  of  pleading  choked  with  tears. 
The  call  of  human  hopes  and  fears. 
The  Macedonian  cry  to  Paul  I 

The  storm-bell  rings,  the  trumpet  blows  ; 

I  know  the  word  and  countersign  ; 
Wherever  Freedom's  vanguard  goes. 
Where  stand  or  fall  her  friends  or  foes, 

I  know  the  place  that  should  be  mine. 

Shamed  be  the  hands  that  idly  fold, 

And  lips  that  woo  the  reed's  accord. 
When  laggard  Time  the  hour  has  tolled 
For  true  with  false  and  new  with  old 
To  fight  the  battles  of  the  Lord  1 

O  brothers  I  blest  by  partial  Fate 

With  power  to  match  the  will  and  deed. 
To  him  your  summons  comes  too  late 
Who  sinks  beneath  his  armor's  weight. 
And  has  no  answer  but  Grod-speed  I 


TO   WILLIAM   H.  SEWARD 

On  the  12th  of  January,  1861,  Mr.  Sewaid 
delivered  in  the  Senate  chamber  a  speech  on 
The  State  of  the  Uniorij  in  which  he  uiged  the 
paramount  duty  of  preserving  the  Union,  and 
went  as  far  as  it  was  possible  to  go;  wi^out 
surrender  of  principles,  in  concessions  to  the 
Southern  party. 

Statesman,  I  thank  thee  I  and,  if  yet  dis- 
sent 
Mingles,  reluctant,  with  my  large  content, 
I  cannot  censure  what  was  nobly  meant. 
But,  while  constrained  to  hold  even  Union 

less 
Than  Liberty  and  Truth  and  Righteousness, 
I  thank  thee  in  the  sweet  and  holy  name 
Of  peace,  for  wise  calm  words  that  put  to 

shame 
Passion  and  party.     Courage  may  be  shown 
Not  in  defiance  of  the  wrong  alone  ; 
He  may  be  bravest  who,  unweaponed,  bears 
The  olive    branch,  and,  strong  in  justice, 

spares 
The  rash  wrong-doer,  giving  widest  scope 
To  Christian  charity  and  generous  hope. 
If,  without  damage  to  the  sacred  cause 
Of    Freedom  and    the    safeguard  of   iti 

laws  — 
If,  without  yielding  that  for  which  alone 
We   prize   the  Union,  thou  canst  save  it 

now 
From  a  baptism  of  blood,  upon  thy  brow 
A   wreath  whose  flowers  no  earthly  soil 

have  known. 
Woven  of  the  beatitudes,  shall  rest, 
And  the  peacemaker  be  forever  blest  I 


IN   WAR   TIME 

TO    SAMUEL  E.  SEWALL    AND 
HARRIET  W.  SEWALL 

OF  MELROSE 

These  lines  to  my  old  friends  stood  as  dedi- 
cation in  the  volume  which  contained  a  oolle<^ 
tion  of  pieces  under  the  general  title  of  ^ 
War  Time,  The  group  belonging  distinw 
under  that  title  I  have  retained  here;  ^ 
other  pieces  in  the  volume  are  distributed 
among  the  appropriate  divisions. 


i 
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Olor  Iscanus  queries  :  <*  Whj  should  we 
Vex  at  the  land's  ridiculous  miserie  ?  " 
So  on  his  Usk  banks,  in  the  blood-red  dawn 
Of    England's    civil    strife,   did    careless 

Yaughan 
Bemook  his  times.    O  friends   of  many 

years  ! 
Though  faith  and  trust  are  stronger  than 

our  fears, 
And  the  signs  promise  peace  with  liberty, 
Not  thus  we  trifle  with  our  country's  tears 
And  sweat  of  agony.    The  future's  g^Ln 
Is  certain  as  God's  truth  ;  but,  meanwhile, 

pain 
Is  bitter  and  tears  are  salt :  our  voices  take 
A  sober  tone  ;  our  very  household  songs 
Are    heavy  with    a    nation's    griefs    and 

wrongs  ; 
And  innocent  mirth  is  chastened  for  the 

sake 
Of  the  brave  hearts  that  nevermore  shall 

beat. 
The  eyes  that  smile  no  more,  the  unretom- 

ing  feet ! 


THY  WILL  BE   DONE 

We  see  not,  know  not ;  all  our  way 
Is  night,  —  with  Thee  alone  is  day  : 
From  out  the  torrent's  troubled  drift, 
Above  the  storm  our  prayers  we  Uft, 
Thy  will  be  done  I 

The  flesh  may  fail,  the  heart  may  faint. 
But  who  are  we  to  make  complaint. 
Or  dare  to  plead,  in  times  like  these, 
The  weakness  of  our  love  of  ease  ? 
Thy  will  be  done  t 

We  take  with  solemn  thankfulness 
Our  burden  up,  nor  ask  it  less. 
And  count  it  joy  that  even  we 
May  suffer,  serve,  or  wait  for  Thee, 
Whose  will  be  done  I 

Though  dim  as  yet  in  tint  and  line. 
We  trace  Thy  picture's  wise  design. 
And  thank  Thee  that  our  age  supplies 
Its  dark  relief  of  sacrifice. 
Thy  will  be  done  I 

And  if,  in  our  unworthiness, 
Thy  sacrificial  wine  we  press  ; 
If  from  Thy  ordeal's  heated  bars 


Our  feet  are  seamed  with  crimson  scarSf 
Thy  will  be  done  I 

If,  for  the  age  to  come,  this  hour 
Of  trial  hath  vicarious  power. 
And,  blest  by  Thee,  our  present  pain 
Be  Liberty's  eternal  gain. 
Thy  will  be  done  ! 

Strike,  Thou  the  Master,  we  Thy  keys. 
The  anthem  of  the  destinies  I 
The  minor  of  Thy  loftier  strain. 
Our  hearts  shall  breathe  the  old  refrain. 
Thy  will  be  done  I 


A  WORD   FOR  THE  HOUR 

The  firmament  breaks  up.    In  black  eclipse 
Light  after  light  goes  out.     One  evil  star, 
Luridly  glaring  through  the  smoke  of  war, 
As  in  the  dream  of  the  Apocalypse, 
Drags  others  down.    Let  us  not  weakly 

weep 
Nor  rashly  threaten.    Give  us  grace  to  keep 
Our  faith  and  patience  ;  wherefore  should 

we  leap 
On  one  hand  into  fratricidal  fight. 
Or,  on  the  other,  yield  eternal  right. 
Frame  lies  of  law,  and  good  and  ill  con- 
found ? 
What  fear  we  ?    Safe  on  freedom's  vantage- 
ground 
Our  feet  are  planted  :  let  us  there  remain 
In  unrevengeiul  calm,  no  means  untried 
Which  truth  can  sanction,  no  just  claim 

denied. 
The  sad  spectators  of  a  suicide  I 
They  break  the  links  of  Union :  shall  we 

light 
The  fires  of  hell  to  weld  anew  the  chain 
On  that  red  anvil  where  each  blow  is  pain  ? 
Draw  we  not  even  now  a  freer  breath. 
As  from  our  shoulders  falls  a  load  of  death 
Loathsome  as  that  the  Tuscan's  victim  bore 
When  keen  with  life  to  a  dead  horror  bound? 
Why  take  we  up  the  accursed  thing  again  ? 
Pity,  forgave,  but  urge  them  back  no  more 
Who,  drunk  with  passion,  flaunt  disunion's 

rag 
With  its  vile  reptile-blazon.    Let  us  press 
The  golden  cluster  on  our  brave  old  flag 
In  closer  union,  and,  if  numbering  less. 
Brighter  shall  shine  the  stars  which  still 
remain. 
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LUTHER'S    HYMK 

Wb  wait  beneath  the  faruaoe-blut 

The  pnnga  of  transformstlDQ  ; 
Mot  painleaalj  doth  God  recast   ' 
And  mould  anew  the  nation. 
Hot  bums  the  fire 
Where  wron^  expire  ; 
Not  Bpares  ^e  hajid 
That  from  the  land 
Uproots  the  ancient  ctU. 

The  hand-breadth  cloud  the  sages  feared 

Its  blood;  Tain  ia  dropping  ; 
Tbe  poison  plant  the  fathers  spared 
All  else  is  overtopping. 
East,  West,  South,  North, 
It  curses  the  earth  ; 
All  instioe  dies. 
And  fraud  and  lies 
Live  only  in  its  shadow. 

What  gives  the  wheat-field  blades  ol  steel  7 

What  points  tbe  rebel  oanuon  ? 
What  sets  the  Toaring  rabble's  beet 
On  the  old  Btar-spanffled  pennon  ? 
What  breaks  the  oath 
Of  the  men  o'  the  Sonth  7 
What  whets  the  knife 
For  the  Union's  life  7  — 
Hark  to  the  answer :  Slaveij  I 

Then  waste  no  blows  on  lesser  foes 

In  strife  unworthy  freemen. 
God  lifts  to-day  the  veil,  and  shows 
The  features  of  the  demon  1 
O  North  and  South, 
Its  victims  both, 
Can  ye  not  ory, 
"  Let  slaveiT  die  ! 


iirdi 

id  in  freedom  ? 

What  though  the  cast-j>ot  spirit  tear 

Tbe  nation  in  his  going  ? 
We  who  have  shared  the  guilt  must  share 
Thepang  of  his  o'erthrowing  I 
Whflte'er  the  loss, 
Whate'er  the  cross, 
Shall  they  complain 
Of  present  pain 
Who  trust  in  God's  hereafter?   . 


For  who  that  leans  on  Hi*  right  arm 

Was  ever  yet  forsaken  7 
What  righteoas  cause  can  suffer  hara 
If  He  its  part  has  taken  ? 
Though  wild  and  loud. 
And  dark  the  cloud, 
Behind  its  folds 
His  hand  upholds 
The  calm  sky  of  to-morrow  I 

Above  the  maddening  cry  for  blood. 

Above  the  wild  war-drumming. 
Let  Freedom's  voice  be  heard,  with  g 
The  evil  overcoming. 
Give  prayer  and  pnrso 
To  stay  the  Curse 
Whose  wrong  we  share,     , 
Whose  sbame  we  bear, 
Whose  end  shall  gladden  Heaven  I 

In  vain  the  bells  of  war  shall  ling 

Of  triumphs  and  revenges. 
While  still  is  spared  the  evil  thing 
That  severs  and  estranges. 
But  blest  the  eat 
That  yet  shall  hear 
Tbe  jubilant  bell 
That  rings  the  knell 
Of  Slavery  forever  I 

Then  let  the  selfish  lip  be  dnmb. 

And  hnsbed  tbe  breath  of  sij^ing  ; 

Before  the  joy  of  peace  must  come 

The  pains  of  purifying. 

God  give  us  grace 

Each  in  his  place 

To  bear  his  lot. 


ig  not. 
Endure  and  wait  and  labor  I 


TO  JOHN   C.   FRfiMONT 

On  the  31st  of  Angost,  ISei,  OeDsral  1 
mont,  then  in  charge  of  the  Western  Dep 

ment,  issued  a  proolAmation  which  oantaiiH 
clause,  famous  ■■  ths  fint  annDonoemenl 
emancipation:  "The  property,"  it  deola: 
"  real  and  personal,  of  all  peisona  in  the  Si 


ctly  pro 


United  States,  or  who  shall  be  direct 

to  have  taken  acCiTfl  part  with  their* 

the  Beld,  is  deolamd  to  be  conBMated  to 
public  use ;  and  (heir  slave*,  if  a 
are  beraby  declared  f  rae  m 
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regarded  the  proclamation  as  premature  and 
eonntermanded  it,  after  vainly  endeavoring  to 
persuade  Frtoiont  of  his  own  motion  to  re- 
Toke  it. 

Thy  errop,  Fp^mont,  simply  was  to  act 
A  brave  man's  part,  without  the  statesman's 

tact, 
And,  taking  counsel  but  of  common  sense. 
To  strike  at  cause  as  well  as  consequence. 
Oh,  never  yet  since  Roland  wound  his  horn 
At  Roncesvalles,  has  a  blast  been  blown 
Far-heard,  wide-echoed,  startling  as  thine 

own. 
Heard  from  the  van  of  freedom's  hope  for- 
lorn t 
It  had  been  safer,  doubtless,  for  the  time, 
To  flatter  treason,  and  avoid  offence 
To  that  Dark    Power  whose  underlying 

crime 
Heaves  upward  its  perpetual  turbulence. 
But  if  thine  be  the  fate  of  all  who  break 
The  ground   for  truth's  seed,  or  forerun 

their  yean 
Till  lost  in  distance,  or  with  stout  hearts 

make 
A  lane  for  freedom  through  the  level  spears, 
Still  take  thou  courage  I     God  has  spoken 

through  thee, 
Irrevocable,  the  mighty  words.  Be  free  I 
The  land  shakes  with  them,  and  the  slave's 

dull  ear 
Turns  from  the  rice-swamp  stealthily  to 

hear. 
Who  would  recall  them  now  must  first  ar- 
rest 
The  winds  that  blow  down  from  the  free 

Northwest, 
Ruffling  the  Gulf  ;  or  like  a  scroll  roll  back 
The  Mississippi  to  its  upper  springs. 
Such  words  fulfil  their  prophecy,  and  lack 
But  the  full  time  to  harden  into  things. 


THE   WATCHERS 

Beside  a  stricken  field  I  stood  ; 
On  the  torn  turf,  on  grass  and  wood, 
Hung  heavily  the  dew  of  blood. 

Still  in  their  fresh  mounds  lay  the  slain, 
But  all  the  air  was  quick  with  pain 
And  gusty  sighs  and  tearful  ram. 


Two  aneels,  each  with  drooping  head 
And  folded  wings  and  noiseless  tread. 
Watched  by  that  valley  of  the  dead. 

The  one,  with  forehead  saintly .  bland 
And  lips  of  blessing,  not  command. 
Leaned,  weeping,  on  her  olive  wand. 

The  other's  brows  were  scarred  and  knit| 
His  restless  eyes  were  watch-fires  lit. 
His  hands  for  battle-gauntlets  fit. 

"  How   long  I "  —  I  knew   the  voice   of 

Peace,  — 
"  Is  there  no  respite  ?  no  release  ? 
When  shall  the  hopeless  quarrel  cease  ? 

*'  O  Lord,  how  long !    One  human  soul 
Is  more  than  any  parchment  scroll, 
Or  any  flag  thy  winds  unroll. 

''What  price  was  Ellsworth's,  young  and 

brave  ? 
How  weigh  the  gift  that  Lyon  gave. 
Or  count  the  cost  of  Winthrop's  grave  ? 

"  O  brother  !  if  thine  eye  can  see. 
Tell  how  and  when  the  end  shall  be. 
What  hope  remains  for  thee  and  me." 

Then  Freedom  sternly  said  :  "  I  shun 
No  strife  nor  pang  beneath  the  sun. 
When  human  rights  are  staked  and  won. 

**  I  knelt  with  Ziska's  hunted  flock, 
I  watched  in  Toussaint's  cell  of  rock, 
I  walked  with  Sidney  to  the  block. 

**  The  moor  of  Marston  felt  my  tread. 
Through  Jersey  snows  the  march  I  led. 
My  voice  Magenta's  charges  sped. 

**  But  now,  through  weary  day  and  night, 
I  watch  a  vague  and  aimless  fight 
For  leave  to  strike  one  blow  aright. 

"  On  either  side  my  foe  they  own  : 

One  g^rds  through  love  his  ghastly  throne, 

And  one  through  fear  to  reverence  grown. 

"  Why  wait  we  longer,  mocked,  betrayed, 

By  open  foes,  or  those  afraid 

To  speed  thy  coming  through  my  aid  ? 


33^ 


ANTI-SLAVERY   POEMS 


"  Why  watch  to  see  who  win  op  fall  ? 

I  shake  the  dust  against  them  all, 

I  leave  them  to  their  senseless  brawl/' 

"  Nay,"  Peace  implored  :  "  yet  longer  wait ; 
The  doom  is  near,  the  stake  is  great : 
God  knoweth  if  it  be  too  late. 

'*  Still  wait  and  watch  ;  the  way  prepare 
Where  I  with  folded  wings  of  prayer 
May  follow,  weaponless  and  bare. 

«  Too  late  I  "  the  stern,  sad  voice  replied, 
'*  Too  late  ! "  its  mournful  echo  sighed. 
In  low  lament  the  answer  died. 

A  rustling  as  of  wings  in  flight. 

An  upward  gleam  of  lessening  white, 

So  passed  the  vision,  sound  and  sight. 

But  round  me,  like  a  silver  bell 
Rung  down  the  listening  sky  to  tell 
Of  holy  help,  a  sweet  voice  fell. 

**  Still  hope  and  trust,"  it  sang  ;  <<  the  rod 
Must  fall,  the  wine-press  must  be  trod, 
But  all  is  possible  with  Crod  I  " 


TO   ENGLISHMEN 

Written  when,  in  the  stress  of  our  terrible 
war,  the  English  ruling  class,  with  few  excep- 
tions, were  either  coldly  indifferent  or  hostile  to 
the  party  of  freedom.  Their  attitude  was  Ulns- 
trated  by  caricatures  of  America,  amonier  which 
was  one  of  a  slaveholder  and  cowhide,  with 
the  motto,  *'  Have  n't  I  a  right  to  wallop  my 
nigger  ?  " 

Yon  flung  your  taunt  across  the  wave  ; 

We  bore  it  as  became  us, 
Well  knowing  that  the  fettered  slave 
Left  friendly  lips  no  option  save 

To  pity  or  to  blame  us. 

You  scoffed  our  plea.      "Mere  lack  of 
will, 

Not  lack  of  power,"  you  told  us  : 
We  showed  our  free-state  records  ;  still 
You  mocked,  confounding  good  and  ill, 

Slave-haters  and  slaveholders. 

We  struck  at  Slavery  ;  to  the  verge 
Of  power  and  means  we  check^  it ; 


Lo  I  —  presto,    change  f    its    claims    you 

urge, 
Send  greetings  to  it  o'er  the  surge, 
And  comfort  and  protect  it. 

But  yesterday  you  scarce  could  shake. 

In  slave-abhorring  rigor. 
Our  Northern  palms  for  conscience'  sake  t 
To-day  you  claisp  the  hands  that  ache 

With  "  walloping  the  nigger  I  " 

O  Ens^lishmen  !  —  in  hope  and  creed. 
In  blood  and  tongue  our  brothers  I 

We  too  are  heirs  of  Runnymede  ; 

And  Shakespeare's  fame  and  Cromwell's 
deed 
Are  not  alone  our  mother's. 

**  Thicker  than  water,"  in  one  rill 

Through  centuries  of  story 
Our  Saxon  blood  has  flowed,  and  still 
We  share  with  you  its  good  and  HI, 

The  shadow  and  the  glory. 

Joint  heirs  and  kinfolk,  leagues  of  wave 

Nor  length  of  years  can  part  us  : 
Your  right  is  ours  to  shrine  and  grave. 
The  common  freehold  of  the  brave. 
The  gift  of  saints  and  martyrs. 

Our  very  sins  and  follies  teach 

Our  kindred  frail  and  human  : 
We  carp  at  faults  with  bitter  speech. 
The  while,  for  one  unshared  by  each, 
We  have  a  score  in  common. 

We  bowed  the  heart,  if  not  the  knee, 
To  England's  Queen,  God  bless  her  1 

We  praised  you   when  your   slaves  went 
free: 

We  seek  to  imchain  ours.     Will  ye 
Join  hands  with  the  oppressor  ? 

And  is  it  Christian  England  cheers 

The  bruiser,  not  the  bruised  ? 
And  must  she  run,  despite  the  tears 
And  prayers  of  eighteen  hundred  years, 

Amuck  in  Slavery's  crusade  ? 

Oh,  black  disgrace  !     Oh,  shame  and  loss 
Too  deep  for  tongue  to  phrase  on  t 

Tear  from  your  flag  its  holy  cross. 

And  in  your  van  of  battle  toss 
The  pirate's  skull-bone  blazon  I 
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MITHRIDATES   AT   CHIOS 

It  IB  recorded  that  the  Ghians,  when  subju- 
g-ated  by  Mithridates  of  Cappadocia,  were  de- 
uvered  up  to  their  ovin  slaves,  to  be  carried 
away  captive  to  Colchis.  Athenseus  considers 
this  a  just  punishment  for  their  wickedness  in 
first  introducing  the  slave-trade  into  Greece. 
From  this  ancient  villainy  of  the  Chians  the 
proverb  arose,  "  The  Chian  hath  bought  him- 
self a  master/' 

Enow'st  thou,  O  slave-cnrsed  land  f 
How,  when  the  Chian's  cup  of  g^ilt 
Was  full  to  overflow,  there  came 
God's  justice  in  the  sword  of  flame 
That,  rea  with  slaughter  to  its  hilt, 
Blazed  in  the  Cappadocian  yictor's  hand  ? 

The  heavens  are  still  and  far  ; 
But,  not  unheard  of  awful  Jove, 
The  sighing  of  the  island  slave 
Was  answered,  when  the  JSgean  wave 
The  keels  of  Mithridates  clove, 
And  the  vines  shrivelled  in  the  breath  of 
war. 

"  Robbers  of  Chios  I  hark," 
The  victor  cried,  "  to  Heaven's  decree  I 
Pluck  your  last  cluster  from  the  vine, 
Drain  your  last  cup  of  Chian  wine  ; 
Slaves  of  your  slaves,  your  doom  shall 
be. 
In  Colchian  mines  by  Phasis  rolling  dark." 

Then  rose  the  long  lament 
From  the  hoar  sea-god's  dusky  caves  : 
The  priestess  rent  her  hair  and  cried, 
''  Woe  I  woe  !    The  gods  are  sleepless- 
eyed  ! " 
And,  chained  and  scourged,  the  slaves  of 
slaves, 
The  lords  of  Chios  into  exile  went. 

"  The  gods  at  last  pay  well," 
So  Hellas  sang  her  taunting  song, 
f  The  fisher  in  his  net  is  caught. 
The  Chian  hath  his  master  TOu^ht ; " 
And  isle  from  isle,  with  laughter  long, 
Xook  up  and  sped  the  mocking  parable. 

Once  more  the  slow,  dumb  years 
Bring  their  avenging  cycle  round. 
And,  more  than  Hellas  taught  of  old, 
Our  wiser  lesson  shall  be  told. 


Of  slaves  uprisine,  freedom-crowned. 
To  break,  not  wield,  the  scourge  wet  with 
their  blood  and  tears. 


AT  PORT   ROYAL 

In  November,  1861,  a  Union  force  under 
Commodore  Dupont  and  General  Sherman  cap- 
tured Port  Royal,  and  from  this  point  as  a 
basis  of  operations  the  neighboring  islands  be- 
tween Charleston  and  Savannah  were  taken 
possession  of.  The  early  occupation  of  this 
oiitrict,  where  the  negro  {wpulation  was  greatly 
in  excess  of  the  white,  gave  an  opportunity 
which  was  at  once  seized  upon,  of  practically 
emancipating  the  slaves  and  of  beginning  that 
work  of  civiUzation  which  was  accepted  as  the 
grave  resix>nsibLlity  of  those  who  had  labored 
for  freedom. 

The  tent-lights  glimmer  on  the  land* 

The  ship-lights  on  the  sea  ; 
The  night-wind  smooths  with  drifting  sand 

Our  track  on  lone  Tybee. 

At  last  our  grating  keels  outslide. 
Our  good l)oats  forward  swing  ; 

And  while  we  ride  the  land-locked  tide, 
Our  neg^roes  row  and  sing. 

For  dear  the  bondman  holds  his  gifts 

Of  music  and  of  sons  : 
The  gold  that  kindly  Nature  sifts 

Among  his  sands  of  wrong  ; 

The  power  to  make  his  toiling  days 
And  poor  home-comforts  please  ; 

The  quaint  relief  of  mirth  that  plays 
With  sorrow's  minor  keys. 

Another  glow  than  sunset's  fire 

Has  filled  the  west  with  light, 
Where  field  and  garner,  bam  and  byre. 

Are  blazing  through  the  night. 

The  land  is  wild  with  fear  and  hate, 

The  rout  runs  mad  and  fast  ; 
From  hand  to  hand,  from  gate  to  gate 

The  flaming  brand  is  passed. 

The  lurid  glow  falls  strong  across 
Dark  faces  broad  with  smiles  : 

Not  theirs  the  terror,  hate,  and  loss 
That  fire  yon  blazing  piles. 
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With  oar-strokes  timing  to  their  song, 
They  weave  in  simple  lays 

The  pathos  of  remembered  wrong, 
The  hope  of  better  days, — 

The  triumph-note  that  Miriam  sung, 
The  joy  of  uncaged  birds  : 

Softening  with  Afric's  mellow  tongue 
Their  broken  Saxon  words. 


SONG  OF  THE  NEGRO  BOATMEN 

Oh,  praise  an'  tanks  I    De  Lord  he  come 

To  set  de  people  free  ; 
An'  massa  tink  it  day  ob  doom^ 

An*  we  ob  jubilee. 
De  Lord  dat  heap  de  Red  Sea  waves 

He  jus'  as  'trong  as  den  ; 
He  say  de  word  :  we  las'  night  slaves  ; 
To-day,  de  Lord's  free  men. 

De  yam  will  grow,  de  cotton  blow, 

We  '11  hab  de  rice  an'  corn  ; 
Oh  nebber  you  fear,  if  nebber  you  hear 
De  driver  blow  his  horn  I 

Ole  massa  on  he  trabbels  gone  ; 

He  leaf  de  land  behind  : 
De  Lord's  breff  blow  him  f urder  on, 

Like  corn-shuck  in  de  wind. 
We  own  de  hoe,  we  own  de  plough, 

We  own  de  hands  dat  hold  ; 
We  sell  de  pig,  we  sell  de  cow. 
But  nebber  chile  be  sold. 

De  yam  will  grow,  de  cotton  blow. 

We  '11  hab  de  rice  an'  corn  ; 
Oh  nebber  you  fear,  if  nebber  you  hear 
De  driver  blow  his  horn  ! 

We  pray  de  Lord  :  he  gib  us  signs 

Dat  some  day  we  be  free  ; 
De  norf-wind  tell  it  to  de  pines, 

De  wild-duck  to  de  sea  ; 
We  tink  it  when  de  church-bell  ring. 

We  dream  it  in  de  dream  ; 
De  rice-bird  mean  it  when  he  sing, 
De  eagle  when  he  scream. 

De  yam  will  grow,  de  cotton  blow. 

We  '11  hab  de  rice  an'  com  ; 
Oh  nebber  you  fear,  if  nebber  you  hear 
De  driver  blow  his  horn  ! 

We  know  de  promise  nebber  fail. 
An'  nebber  lie  de  word ; 


So,  like  de  'postles  in  de  jail, 

We  waited  for  de  Lord : 
An'  now  he  open  ebery  door, 

An*  trow  away  de  key  ; 
He  tink  we  lub  him  so  before. 
We  lub  him  better  free. 

Deyam  will  grow,  de  cotton  blow. 

He  '11  g^b  de  rice  an'  corn  ; 
Oh  nebber  you  fear,  if  nebber  you  he 
De  driver  blow  his  horn  ! 


So  sing  our  dusky  gondoliers  ; 

And  with  a  secret  pain. 
And  smiles  that  seem  akin  to  tears. 

We  hear  the  wild  refrain. 

We  dare  not  share  the  negro's  trust. 

Nor  yet  his  hope  deny  ; 
We  only  know  that  Grod  is  just. 

And  every  wrong  shall  die. 

Rude  seems  the  song  ;  each  swarthy  f ac< 

Flame-lighted,  ruder  still : 
We  start  to  think  that  hapless  race 

Must  shape  our  good  or  ill  ; 

That  laws  of  changeless  justice  bind 

Oppressor  with  oppressed  ; 
And,  close  as  sin  and  suffering  joined, 

We  march  to  Fate  abreast. 

Sing  on,  poor  hearts  !  your  chant  shall  Im 

Our  sign  of  blight  or  bloom. 
The  Vala-song  of  Liberty, 

Or  death-rune  of  our  doom  I 


ASTRiEA  AT   THE   CAPITOL 

ABOLITION    OF    SLAVERY     IN     THE    DII 
TRICT    OF    COLUMBIA,    1 862 

[The  reference  in  the  fourth  stanza  is  to  T 
Reuben  Crandall  of  Washingfton,  who,  in  183 
was  arrested  and  confined  in  the  old  city  prise 
until  his  health  was  destroyed.  His  crime  WJ 
in  lending  to  a  brother  physician  Whittier 
pamphlet  Justice  and  Expediency.] 

When  first  I  saw  our  banner  wave 
Above  the  nation's  council-hall, 
I  heard  beneath  its  marble  wall 

The  clanking  fetters  of  the  slave  I 
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In  the  foul  market-place  I  stood, 
And  saw  the  Christian  mother  sold, 
And  childhood  with  its  locks  of  gold, 

Blue-eyed  and  fair  with  Saxon  blood. 

I  shut  my  eyes,  I  held  my  breath. 

And,  smothering  down  the  wrath  and 

shame 
That  set  my  Northern  blood  aflame, 

Stood  silent,  —  where  to  speak  was  death. 

Beside  me  gloomed  the  prison-cell 
Where  wasted  one  in  slow  decline 
For  uttering  simple  words  of  mine. 

And  loving  freedom  all  too  well. 

The  flag  that  floated  from  the  dome 
Flapped  menaee  in  the  morning  air  ; 
I  stood  a  perilled  stranger  where 

The  human  broker  made  his  home. 

For  crime  was  virtue  :  Grown  and  Sword 
And  Law  their  threefold  sanction  gave, 
And  to  the  quarry  of  the  slave 

Went  hawking  with  our  symbol-bird. 

On  the  oppressor's  side  was  power  ; 

And  yet  I  knew  that  every  wrong, 

However  old,  however  strong. 
But  waited  Grod's  avenging  hour. 

I  knew  that  truth  would  crush  the  lie,  — '• 
Somehow,  some  time,  the  end  would  be  ; 
Yet  scarcely  dared  I  hope  to  see 

The  triumph  with  my  mortal  eye. 

But  now  I  see  it  I     In  the  sun 

A  free  flag  floats  from  yonder  dome, 
And  at  the  nation's  hearth  and  home 

The  justice  long  delayed  is  done. 

D^ot  as  we  hoped,  in  calm  of  prayer. 
The  message  of  deliverance  comes, 
But  heralded  by  roll  of  drums 

On  waves  of  battle-troubled  air  I 

Midst  sounds  that  madden  and  appall. 
The   song  that   Bethlehem's   shepherds 

knew  I 
The  harp  of  David  melting  through 

The  demon-agouies  of  Saul  I 

Not  as  we  hoped  ;  but  what  are  we  ? 
Above  our  broken  dreams  and  plans 


God  lays,  with  wiser  hand  than  man's, 
The  comer-stones  of  liberty. 

I  cavil  not  with  Him  :  the  voice 
That  freedom's  blessed  gospel  tells 
Is  sweet  to  me  as  silver  bells. 

Rejoicing  I  yea,  I  will  rejoice  ! 

Dear  friends  still  toiling  in  the  sun  ; 
Ye  dearer  ones  who,  g^ne  before. 
Are  watching  from  the  eternal  shore 

The  slow  work  by  your  hands  begun. 

Rejoice  with  me  !    The  chastening  rod 
Blossoms  with  love  ;  the  furnace  heat 
Grows  cool  beneath  His  blessed  feet 

Whose  form  is  as  the  Son  of  God ! 

Rejoice  I    Our  Marah's  bitter  sprinjgs 
Are  sweetened  ;  on  our  g^und  of  grief 
Rise  day  by  day  in  strong  relief 

The  prophecies  of  better  things. 

Rejoice  in  hope  I    The  day  and  night 
Are  one  with  God,  and  one  with  them 
Who  see  by  faith  the  cloudy  hem 

Of  Judgment  fringed  with  Mercy's  light  I 
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The  flags  of  war  like  storm-birds  fly. 

The  charging  trumpets  blow  ; 
Yet  rolls  no  thunder  in  the  sky. 

No  earthquake  strives  below. 

And,  calm  and  patient,  Nature  keeps 

Her  ancient  promise  well, 
Though  o'er    her    bloom    and    gftenneas 
sweeps 

The  battle's  breath  of  hell. 

And  still  she  walks  in  golden  hours 
Through  harvest-happy  farms, 

And  still  she  wears  her  fruits  and  flowers 
Like  jewels  on  her  arms. 

What  mean  the  gladness  of  the  plain. 

This  joy  of  eve  and  mom. 
The  mirth  that  shakes  the  beard  of  grain 

And  yellow  locks  of  com  ? 

Ah  I  eyes  may  well  be  full  of  tears, 
And  hearts  with  hate  are  hot ; 
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But  even-paced  come  round  the  years, 
And  Nature  changes  not. 

She  meets  with  smiles  our  bitter  grief, 
With  songs  our  groans  of  pain  ; 

She  mocks  with  tint  of  flower  and  leaf 
The  war-field's  crimson  stain. 

Still,  in  the  cannon's  pause,  we  hear 
Her  sweet  thanksgiving-psalm  ; 

Too  near  to  God  for  doubt  or  fear, 
She  shares  the  eternal  calm. 

She  knows  the  seed  lies  safe  below 
The  fires  that  blast  and  bum  ; 

For  all  the  tears  of  blood  we  sow 
She  waits  the  rich  return. 

She  sees  with  clearer  eye  than  ours 
The  g^ood  of  suffering  bom,  — 

The  hearts  that  blossom  like  her  flowers. 
And  ripen  like  her  com. 

Oh,  give  to  us,  in  times  like  these. 

The  vision  of  her  eyes  ; 
And  make  her  fields  and  fruited  trees 

Our  golden  prophecies  1 

Oh,  give  to  us  her  finer  ear ! 

Above  this  stormy  din, 
We  too  would  hear  the  bells  of  cheer 

Ring  peace  and  freedom  in. 


HYMN 

SUNG  AT  CHRISTMAS  BY  THE  SCHOLARS 
OF    ST.   HELENA'S    ISLAND,   S.   C. 

[Written  at  the  request  of  the  teacher,  Miss 
Charlotte  Forten,  now  Mrs.  Grimk^.] 

Oh,  none  in  all  the  world  before 

Were  ever  glad  as  we  ! 
We  're  free  on  Carolina's  shore, 

We  're  all  at  home  and  free. 

Thou  Friend  and  Helper  of  the  poor. 

Who  suffered  for  our  sake. 
To  open  every  prison  door, 

And  every  yoke  to  break  I 

Bend  low  Thy  pitying  face  and  mild, 

And  help  us  sing  and  pray  ; 
The  hand  that  blessed  the  little  child. 

Upon  our  foreheads  lay. 


We  hear  no  more  the  driver's  horn. 

No  more  the  whip  we  fear. 
This  holy  day  that  saw  Thee  bom 

Was  never  half  so  dear. 

The  very  oaks  are  greener  clad, 

The  waters  brighter  sinile  ; 
Oh,  never  shone  a  day  so  c^lad 

On  sweet  St.  Helen's  Isle. 

We  praise  Thee  in  our  sones  to-day, 

To  Thee  in  prayer  we  call, 
Make  swift  the  feet  and  straight  the  way 

Of  freedom  unto  all. 

Come  once  again,  O  blessed  Lord  1 

Come  walkinc;  on  the  sea  ! 
And  let  the  mainlands  hear  the  word 

That  sets  the  island  free  f 


THE   PROCLAMATION 

President  Lincoln^s  proclamation  of  emanci- 
pation was  issued  January  1,  1863. 

Saint  Patrick,  slave  to  Milcho  of  the 

herds 
Of  Ballymena,  wakened  with  these  words  : 

"  Arise,  and  flee 
Out  from  the  land  of  bondage,  and  be  free  ! " 

Glad  as  a  soul  in  pain,  who  hears   from 

heaven 
The  angels  sin^ng  of  his  sins  forgiven. 

And,  wondering,  sees 
His  prison  opening  to  their  gulden  keys. 


He  rose  a  man  who  laid  him  down  a  BlaTe, 
Shook  from  his  locks  the  ashes  of  the  graTO, 

And  outward  trod 
Into  the  glorious  liberty  of  God. 

He  cast  the  symbols  of  his  shame  away  ; 
And,  passing  where  the  sleeping  Milcho 

lay, 
Though  back  and  limb 
Smarted  with  wrong,  he  prayed,  **  Grod  pap- 
don  him  I  " 

So  went  he  forth ;  but  in  God's  time  he 

came 
To  light  on  Uilline's  hills  a  holy  flame  ; 

And,  dying,  gave 
The  land  a  saint  that  lost  him  as  a  slaTO. 
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O  dark,  sad  millions,  patiently  and  dumb 
Waiting  for  God,  your  hour  at  last  has 
come, 
And  freedom's  song 
Breaks  the  long  silence  of  your  night  of 
wrong  I 

Arise  and  flee  !  shake  off  the  vile  restraint 
Of  ages  ;  but,  like  Ballymena's  saint, 

The  oppressor  spare, 
Heap  only  on  his  head  the  coals  of  prayer. 

€ro  forth,  like  him  I  like  him  return  again. 
To  bless  the  land  whereon  in  bitter  pain 

Ye  toiled  at  first. 
And  heal  with  freedom  what  your  slavery 
cursed. 

ANNIVERSARY   POEM 

Read  before  the  Alumni  of  the  Friends' 
Yearly  Meeting  School,  at  the  Annual  Meeting 
at  Newport,  K.  L,  15th  Gth  mo.,  1863. 

Once  more,  dear  friends,  you  meet  beneath 

A  clouded  sky : 
Not  yet  the  sword  has  found  its  sheath. 
And  on  the  sweet  spring  airs  the  breath 

Of  war  floats  by. 

Yet  trouble  springs  not  from  the  ground, 

Nor  pain  from  chance  ; 
The  Eternal  order  circles  round. 
And  wave  and  storm  find  mete  and  bound 

In  Providence. 

Full  long  our  feet  the  flowery  ways 

Of  peace  have  trod, 
Content  with  creed  and  g^rb  and  phrase  : 
A  harder  path  in  earlier  days 

Led  up  to  God. 

Too  cheaply  truths,  once  purchased  dear. 

Are  made  our  own  ; 
Too  long  the  world  has  smiled  to  hear 
Our  boast  of  full  com  in  the  ear 

By  others  sown  ; 

To  see  us  stir  the  martyr  fires 

Of  long  ago, 
And  wrap  our  satisfied  desires 
In  the  singed  mantles  that  our  sires 

Have  dropped  below. 


But  now  the  cross  our  worthies  bore 

On  us  is  laid  ; 
Profession's  quiet  sleep  is  o'er, 
And  in  the  scale  of  truth  once  more 

Our  faith  is  weighed. 

The  cry  of  innocent  blood  at  last 

Is  calling  down 
An  answer  in  the  whirlwind-blast, 
The  thunder  and  the  shadow  cast 

From  Heaven's  dark  frown. 

The  land  is  red  with  judgments;     Who 

Stands  guiltless  forth  ? 
Have  we  been  faithful  as  we  knewy 
To  God  and  to  our  brother  true, 

To  Heaven  and  Earth  ? 

How  faint,  through  din  of  merchandise 

And  count  of  gain, 
Have  seemed  to  us  the  captive's  cries ! 
How  far  away  the  tears  and  sighs 

Of  souls  in  pain ! 

This  day  the  fearful  reckoning  comes 

To  each  and  all ; 
We  hear  amidst  our  peaceful  homes 
The  summons  of  the  conscript  drums, 

The  bugle's  call. 

Our  path  is  plain  ;  the  war-net  draws 

Round  us  in  vain. 
While,  faithful  to  the  Higher  Cause, 
We  keep  our  fealty  to  the  laws 

Through  patient  pain. 

The  levelled  gun,  the  battle-brand, 

We  may  not  take  : 
But,  calmly  loyal,  we  can  stand 
And  suffer  with  our  suffering  land 

For  conscience'  sake. 

Why  ask  for  ease  where  all  is  pain  ? 

Shall  we  alone 
Be  left  to  add  our  gain  to  gain. 
When  over  Armageddon's  plain 

The  trump  is  blown  ? 

To  suffer  well  is  well  to  serve ; 

Safe  in  our  Lord 
The  rig^d  lines  of  law  shall  curve 
To  spare  us  ;  from  our  heads  shall  swerve 

Its  smiting  sword. 
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And  light  is  minsled  with  the  gloom, 

And  joy  with  grief  ; 
Diyinest  compensations  come. 
Through  thorns  of  judgment  mercies  bloom 

In  sweet  relief. 

Thanks  for  our  privileefe  to  bless, 

By  word  and  deed, 
The  widow  in  her  keen  distress, 
The  childless  and  the  fatherless, 

The  hearts  that  bleed  I 

For  fields  of  duty,  opening  wide, 

Where  all  our  powers 
Are  tasked  the  eager  steps  to  g^ide 
Of  millions  on  a  path  untried  : 

The  slave  is  ours  1 

Ours  hj  traditions  dear  and  old, 

Which  make  the  race 
Our  wards  to  cherish  and  uphold, 
And  cast  their  freedom  in  the  mould 

Of  Christian  grace. 

And  we  may  tread  the  sick-bed  floors 

Where  strong  men  pine. 
And,  down  the  groaning  corridors, 
Ponr  freely  from  our  liberal  stores 

The  oil  and  wine. 

Who  murmurs  that  in  these  dark  days 

His  lot  is  cast  ? 
Grod's  hand  within  the  shadow  lays 
The  stones  whereon  His  gates  of  praise 

Shall  rise  at  last. 

Turn  and  overturn,  O  outstretched  Hand  ! 

Nor  stint,  nor  stay  ; 
The  years  have  never  dropped  their  sand 
On  mortal  issue  vast  and  grand 

As  ours  to-day. 

Already,  on  the  sable  g^und 

Of  man's  despair 
Is  Freedom's  glorious  picture  found, 
With  all  its  dusky  hands  unbound 

Upraised  in  prayer. 

Oh,  small  shall  seem  all  sacrifice 

And  pain  and  loss, 
When  Grod  shall  wipe  the  weeping  eyes, 
For  suffering  give  the  victor's  prize, 

The  crown  for  cross  ! 


BARBARA  FRIETCHIE 

This  poem  was  written  in  strict  conformity 
to  the  account  of  the  incident  as  I  had  it  from 
respectable  and  trustworthy  sources.  It  has 
since  been  the  subject  of  a  good  deal  of  con- 
flicting testimony,  and  the  story  was  probably 
incorrect  in  some  of  its  details.  It  is  admitted 
by  all  that  Barbara  Frietohie  was  no  myth,  but 
a  worthy  and  highly  esteemed  gentlewoman, 
intensely  loyal  and  a  hater  of  the  Slavery  Re- 
bellion, holding  her  Union  flag  sacred  and 
keeping  it  with  her  Bible ;  that  when  the  Con- 
federates halted  before  her  house,  and  entered 
her  dooryard,  she  denounced  them  in  vigorous 
languaee,  shook  her  cane  in  their  faces,  and 
drove  mem  out ;  and  when  General  Bumside^s 
troops  followed  dose  upon  Jackson^s,  she  waved 
her  nag  and  cheered  tiiem.  It  is  stated  that 
May  Quantrell,  a  brave  and  loyal  lady  in  an- 
other part  of  the  city,  did  wave  her  flag  in 
sight  of  the  Confederates.  It  is  possible  that 
there  has  been  a  blending  of  the  two  incidents. 

Up  from  the  meadows  rich  with  com, 
Clear  in  the  cool  September  mom, 

The  clustered  spires  of  Frederick  stand 
Green-walled  by  the  hills  of  Maryland. 

Round  about  them  orchards  sweep, 
Apple  and  peach  tree  fruited  deep. 

Fair  as  the  garden  of  the  Lord 

To  the  eyes  of  the  famished  rebel  horde, 

On  that  pleasant  mom  of  the  early  fall 
When  Lee  marched  over  the  mountain* 
wall ; 

Over  the  mountains  winding  down. 
Horse  and  foot,  into  Frederick  town. 

Forty  flags  with  their  silver  stars. 
Forty  flags  with  their  crimson  bars. 

Flapped  in  the  morning  wind  :  the  sun 
Of  noon  looked  down,  and  saw  not  one. 

Up  rose  old  Barbara  Frietchie  then. 
Bowed  with  her  fourscore  years  and  ten  ; 

Bravest  of  all  in  Frederick  town. 

She  took  up  the  flag  the  men  hanled  down ; 
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In  her  attio  window  the  staff  she  set, 
To  show  that  one  heart  was  lojal  yet. 

Up  the  street  came  the  rebel  tread, 
Stonewall  Jackson  riding  ahead. 

Under  his  slouched  hat  left  and  right 
He  glanced  ;  the  old  flag  met  his  sight. 

**  Halt ! "  —  the  dust-brown  ranks  stood 

fast. 
**  Fire  ! "  —  out  blazed  the  rifle-blast. 

It  shivered  the  window,  pane  and  sash  ; 
It  rent  the  banner  with  seam  and  gash. 

Quick,  as  it  fell,  from  the  broken  staff 
Dame  Barbara  snatched  the  silken  scarf. 

She  leaned  far  out  on  the  window-sill, 
And  shook  it  forth  with  a  royal  will. 

**  Shoot,  if  you  must,  this  old  gray  head, 


eray  neac 
, '  she  sail 


But  spare  your  country's  flag, '  she  said. 

A  shade  of  sadness,  a  blush  of  shame, 
Over  the  face  of  the  leader  came  ; 

The  nobler  nature  within  him  stirred 
To  life  at  that  woman's  deed  and  word  ; 

**  Who  touches  a  hair  of  yon  gray  head 
Dies  like  a  dog  !    March  on  T "  he  said. 

All  day  long  through  Frederick  street 
Sounded  the  tread  of  marching  feet : 

All  day  long  that  free  flag  tost 
Over  the  heads  of  the  rebel  host. 

Ever  its  torn  folds  rose  and  fell 

On  the  loyal  winds  that  loved  it  well ; 

And  through  the  hill-gaps  sunset  light 
Shone  over  it  with  a  warm  good-night. 

Barbara  Frietehie's  work  is  o'er. 

And  the  Rebel  rides  on  his  raids  no  more. 

Honor  to  her  !  and  let  a  tear 

FaU,  for  her  sake,  on  Stonewall's  bier. 

Over  Barbara  Frietehie's  grave, 
Flag  of  Freedom  and  Union,  wave  I 


Peace  and  order  and  beauty  draw 
Round  thy  symbol  of  light  and  law ; 

And  ever  the  stars  above  look  down 
On  thy  stars  below  in  Frederick  town  ! 
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The  birds  against  the  April  wind 

Flew  northward,  singing  as  they  flew ; 

They  sang,  "  The  land  we  leave  behind 
Has  swords  for  corn-blades,  blood  for 
dew." 

'<  O  wild-birds,  flying  from  the  South, 
What  saw  and  heard  ye,  gazine^  down  ?  " 

«  We  saw  the  mortar's  upturned  mouth. 
The  sickened  camp,  the  blazing  town ! 

"  Beneath  the  bivouac's  starry  lamps. 
We  saw  your  march-worn  children  die  ; 

In  shrouds  of  moss,  in  cypress  swamps, 
We  saw  your  dead  unoofBned  lie. 

"  We  heard  the  starving  prisoner's  sighs 
And  saw,  from  line  and  trench,  yoor 
sons 

Follow  our  flight  with  home-sick  eyes 
Beyond  the  battery's  smoking  g^ns." 

"  And  heard  and  saw  ye  only  wrong 
And   pain,"   I    cried,    "O    wing -worn 
flocks  ?  " 
<<We  heard,"  they  sang,  "  the  freedman's 
song. 
The  crash  of  Slavery's  broken  locks  I 

"  We  saw  from  new,  uprising  States 
The  treason-nursing  mischief  spumed« 

As,  crowding  Freedom's  ample  gates. 
The  long-estranged  and  lost  returned. 

"  O'er  duskv  faces,  seamed  and  old. 
And  hands  horn-hard  with  unpaid  toil* 

With  hope  in  every  rustling  fold. 
We  saw  your  star-dropt  flag  uncoil. 

''And  struggling  up   through  sounds  ao- 
curseof, 
A  g^tef  ul  murmur  domb  the  air  ; 
A  whisper  scarcely  heard  at  first, 
It    filled    the   listening    heavens    with 
prayer. 
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"  And  sweet  and  far,  as  from  a  star, 
Replied  a  voice  which  shall  not  cease, 

Till,  drowning  all  the  noise  of  war, 
It  sings  the  blessed  song  of  peace  ! " 

80  to  me,  in  a  doubtful  day 

Of  chill  and  slowly  gpreening  spring, 
Low  stooping  from  the  cloudy  gray, 

The  wild-birds  sang  or  seemed  to  sing. 

They  vanished  in  the  misty  air, 

Tne  song  went  with  them  in  their  flight ; 
But  lo  !  they  left  the  sunset  fair. 

And  in  the  evening  there  was  light. 


THE   MANTLE   OF   ST.  JOHN 
DE   MATHA 

A  LEGEND  OF   "THE    RED,   WHITE,    AND 
BLUE,"   A.   D.    1 154-1864 

A  STRONG  and  mighty  Angel, 

Calm,  terrible,  and  bright, 
The  cross  in  blended  red  and  blue 

Upon  his  mantle  white  1 

Two  captives  by  him  kneeling. 

Each  on  his  broken  chain, 
Sane  praise  to  God  who  raiseth 

l%e  dead  to  life  again  I 

Dropping  his  cross-wrought  mantle, 
**  Wear  this,"  the  Aneel  said  ; 

•*  Take  thou,  O  Freedom^  priest,  its  sign,  — 
The  white,  the  blue,  and  red." 

Then  rose  up  John  de  Matha 

In  the  strength  the  Lord  Christ  gave. 
And  begged  through  all  the  land  of  France 

The  ransom  of  tiie  slave. 

The  gates  of  tower  and  castle 

Before  him  open  flew, 
The  drawbridge  at  his  coming  fell, 

The  door-bolt  backward  drew. 

For  all  men  owned  his  errand. 

And  paid  his  righteous  tax  ; 
And  the  hearts  of  lord  and  peasant 

Were  in  his  hands  as  wax. 

At  last,  outbound  from  Tunis, 

His  bark  her  anchor  weighed. 
Freighted  with  seven-score  Christian  souls 

Whose  ransom  he  had  paid. 


But,  torn  by  Paynim  hatred. 

Her  sails  in  tatters  hung ; 
And  on  the  wild  waves,  rudderless, 

A  shattered  hulk  she  swung 

**  God  save  us  ! "  cried  the  captain, 

*'  For  nau?ht  can  man  avail ; 
Oh,  woe  betide  the  ship  that  lacks 

Her  rudder  and  her  sail  1 

"  Behind  us  are  the  Moormen  ; 

At  sea  we  sink  or  strand  : 
There 's  death  upon  the  water. 

There 's  death  upon  the  limd  f  ^ 

Then  up  spake  John  de  Matha  : 

"  Goa*s  errands  never  fail  I 
Take  thou  the  mantle  which  I  wear^ 

And  make  of  it  a  sail." 

They  raised  the  cross-wrought  mantle 

Tne  blue,  the  white,  the  red  ; 
And  straight  before  the  wind  off-shore 

The  ship  of  Freedom  sped. 

''  God  help  us  !  "  cried  the  seamen, 

«  For  vain  is  mortal  skill : 
The  g^od  ship  on  a  stormy  sea 

Is  drifting  at  its  will.  " 

Then  up  spake  John  de  Matha : 

"  My  mariners,  never  fear  I 
The    Lord  whose    breath  has    filled    hei 
sail 

May  well  our  vessel  steer  ! " 

So  on  through  storm  and  darkness 

They  drove  for  weary  hours  ; 
And  lo  I  the  third  gray  morning  shone 

On  Ostia's  friendly  towers. 

And  on  the  walls  the  watchers 

The  ship  of  mercy  knew, — 
They  knew  far  off  its  holy  cross, 

The  red,  the  white,  and  blue. 

And  the  bells  in  all  the  steeples 

Rang  out  in  glad  accord, 
To  welcome  home  to  Christian  soil 

The  ransomed  of  the  Lord. 

So  runs  the  ancient  legend 

By  bard  and  painter  told  ; 
And  lo  !  the  cycle  rounds  again, 

The  new  is  as  the  old  I 
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With  rudder  foully  broken, 

And  sails  by  traitors  torn, 
Our  country  on  a  midnight  sea 

Is  waiting  for  the  morn. 

Before  her,  nameless  terror  ; 

Behind,  the  pirate  foe  ; 
The  clouds  are  black  above  her, 

The  sea  is  white  below. 

The  hope  of  all  who  suffer. 
The  dread  of  all  who  wrong, 

She  drifts  in  darkness  and  in  storm, 
How  long,  O  Lord  !  how  long  ? 

But  courage,  O  my  mariners  ! 

Ye  shall  not  suffer  wreck. 
While  up  to  God  the  freedman's  prayers 

Are  rising  from  your  deck. 

Is  not  your  sail  the  banner 
Which  God  hath  blest  anew, 

The  mantle  that  De  Matha  wore, 
The  red,  the  white,  the  blue  ? 

Its  hues  are  all  of  heaven,  — 

The  red  of  sunset's  dye. 
The  whiteness  of  the  moon-lit  cloud, 

The  blue  of  morning's  sky. 

Wait  cheerily,  then,  O  mariners. 

For  daylight  and  for  land  ; 
The  breath  of  God  is  in  your  sail. 

Your  rudder  is  His  hand. 

Sail  on,  sail  on,  deep-freighted 
With  blessings  and  with  hopes  ; 

The  saints  of  old  with  shadowy  hands 
Are  pulling  at  your  ropes. 

Behind  ye  holy  martyrs 

Uplift  the  palm  and  crown  ; 

Before  ye  unoom  ages  send 
Their  benedictions  down. 

Take  heart  from  John  de  Matha!  — 

God's  errands  never  fail ! 
Sweep  on  through  storm  and  darkness, 

The  thunder  and  the  hail  I 

Sail  on  I     The  morning  cometh, 

The  port  ye  yet  shall  win  ; 
And  all  the  bells  of  God  shall  ring 

The  good  ship  bravely  in  I 


LAUS    DEO! 

On  hearing  the  beUs  ring  on  the  panage  of 
the  constitutioiial  amendment  abolishit^  slav- 
ery. The  resolution  was  adopted  by  CongresB, 
January  31,  1865.  The  ratification  by  the  re- 
quisite number  of  States  was  announced  Decem- 
ber 18, 1865.  [The  sng^eestion  came  to  the  poet 
as  he  sat  in  the  Friends'  Meedng-house  in  Ame»- 
bury,  where  he  was  present  at  the  regular  Fifth- 
day  meeting.  All  sat  in  silence,  but  on  his 
return  to  his  home,  he  recited  a  portion  of  the 
poem,  not  yet  committed  to  paper,  to  his  house- 
mates in  the  garden  room.  **  It  wrote  itself,  or 
rather  sang  itself,  while  the  bells  rang,"  he 
wrote  to  Lucy  Larcom.] 

It  is  done  I 

Clang  of  bell  and  roar  of  gun 
Send  the  tidings  up  and  down. 

How  the  belfries  rock  and  reel ! 

How  the  great  guns,  peal  on  peal^ 
Fling  the  joy  from  town  to  town  I 

Ring,  O  beUs  I 
Every  stroke  exulting  tells 

Of  the  burial  hour  of  crime. 
Loud  and  long,  that  all  may  hear. 
Ring  for  every  listening  ear 

Of  Eternity  and  Time  I 

Let  us  kneel : 
God's  own  voice  is  in  that  peal. 

And  this  spot  is  holy  ground. 
Lord,  forgive  us  I     What  are  we. 
That  our  eyes  this  glory  see. 

That  our  ears  have  heard  the  sound  t 

For  the  Lord 

On  the  whirlwind  is  abroad  ; 
In  the  earthquake  He  has  spoken  ; 

He  has  smitten  with  His  thunder 

The  iron  walls  asunder, 
And  the  g^tes  of  brass  are  broken  I 

Loud  and  long 
Lift  the  old  exulting  song  ; 
Sing  with  Miriam  by  the  sea. 
He  has  cast  the  mighty  down  ; 
Horse  and  rider  sink  and  drown  ; 
**  He  hath  triumphed  gloriously  !  " 

Did  we  dare, 
In  our  agony  of  prayer. 
Ask  for  more  than  He  has  done  ? 
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When  was  ever  His  right  hand 
Over  any  time  or  land 
Stretched  as  now  beneath  the  sun  ? 

How  they  pale, 
Ancient  myth  and  song  and  tale, 

In  this  wonder  of  our  days, 
When  the  cruel  rod  of  war 
Blossoms  white  with  righteous  law, 

And  the  wrath  of  man  is  praise  I 

Blotted  out  I 

All  within  and  all  about 
Shall  a  fresher  life  begin  ; 

Freer  breathe  the  universe 

As  it  rolls  its  heavy  curse 
On  the  dead  and  buried  sin ! 

It  is  done  I 
In  the  circuit  of  the  sun 

Shall  the  sound  thereof  p)  forth. 
It  shall  bid  the  sad  rejoice, 
It  shall  eive  the  dumb  a  voice. 

It  shall  belt  with  joy  the  earth  I 

Ring  and  swing, 
Bells  of  joy  I    On  morning's  wing 

Send  the  song  of  praise  abroad  I 
With  a  sound  of  broken  chains 
Tell  the  nations  that  He  reigns. 

Who  alone  is  Lord  and  God  I 


HYMN 

FOR    THE    CELEBRATION   OF   EMANCIPA- 
TION AT  NEWBURYPORT 

Not  unto  us  who  did  but  seek 

The  word  that  burned  within  to  speak. 

Not  unto  us  this  day  belong 

The  triumph  and  exultant  song. 

Upon  us  fell  in  early  youth 
The  burden  of  unwelcome  truth. 
And  left  us,  weak  and  frail  and  few. 
The  censor's  painful  work  to  do. 

Thenceforth  our  life  a  fight  became, 
The  air  we  breathed  was  hot  with  blame  ; 
For  not  with  gauged  and  softened  tone 
We  made  the  bondman's  cause  our  own. 

We  bore,  as  Freedom's  hope  forlorn, 
The  private  hate,  the  pubHo  scorn ; 


Yet  held  through  all  the  paths  we  trod 
Our  faith  in  man  and  trust  in  God. 

We  prayed  and  hoped  ;  but  still,  with  awe^ 
The  coming  of  the  sword  we  saw  ; 
We  heard  the  nearing  steps  of  doom. 
We  saw  the  shade  of  things  to  come. 

In  grief  which  they  alone  can  feel 
Who  from  a  mother's  wrong  appeal. 
With  blended  lines  of  fear  and  hope 
We  cast  our  country's  horoscope. 

For  still  within  her  house  of  life 
We  marked  the  lurid  sign  of  strife. 
And,  poisoning  and  imbittering  all. 
We  saw  the  star  of  Wormwood  falL 

Deep  as  our  love  for  her  became 
Our  hate  of  all  that  wrought  her  shame. 
And  if,  thereby,  with  tongue  and  pen 
We  erred,  —  we  were  but  mortal  men. 

We  hoped  for  peace  ;  our  eyes  survey 
The  blood-red  dawn  of  Freedom's  day : 
We  prayed  for  love  to  loose  the  chain  ; 
'Tis  shorn  by  battle's  axe  in  twain  I 

Nor  skill  nor  strength  nor  zeal  of  oars 
Has  mined  and  heaved  the  hostile  towen  ; 
Not  by  our  hands  is  turned  the  key 
That  sets  the  sighing  captives  free. 

A  redder  sea  than  Egypt's  wave 
Is  piled  and  parted  for  the  slave  ; 
A  darker  cloud  moves  on  in  light ; 
A  fiercer  fire  is  guide  by  night  I 

The  praise,  O  Lord  !  is  Thine  alone. 
In  Thy  own  way  Thy  work  is  done  f 
Our  poor  eifts  at  Thy  feet  we  cast. 
To  wnom  be  glory,  first  and  last  I 


AFTER  THE  WAR 
THE  PEACE  AUTUMN 

Written  for  the  Essex  County  Agrieultaral 
Festival,  1865. 

Thank  God  for  rest,  where  none  molesty 

And  none  can  make  afraid  ; 
For  Peace  that  sits  as  Plenty's  guest 

Beneath  the  homestead  shade  1 


TO  THE  THIRTY-NINTH  CONGRESS 
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Bring  pike   and   gun,   the   sword's   red 
scourge, 

The  negras  broken  chains, 
And  beat  them  at  the  blacksmith's  forge 

To  ploughshares  for  our  plains. 

Alike  henceforth  our  hills  of  snow, 
And  vales  where  cotton  flowers  ; 

All  streams  that  flow,  all  winds  that  blow, 
Are  Freedom's  motive-powers. 

Henceforth  to  Labor's  chivalry 

Be  knightly  honors  paid  ; 
For  nobler  than  the  sword's  shall  be 

The  sickle's  accolade. 

Build  up  an  altar  to  the  Lord, 

O  grateful  hearts  of  ours  I 
And  shape  it  of  the  greenest  sward 

That  ever  drank  the  showers. 

Lay  all  the  bloom  of  gardens  there. 
And  there  the  orchard  fruits  ; 

Bring  golden  grain  from  sun  and  air. 
From  earth  her  goodly  roots. 

There  let  our  banners  droop  and  flow. 

The  stars  uprise  and  fall ; 
Our  roll  of  martyrs,  sad  and  slow. 

Let  sighing  breezes  call. 

Their  names  let  hands  of  horn  and  tan 
And  rough-shod  feet  applaud, 

Who  died  to  make  the  slave  a  man. 
And  link  with  toil  reward. 

There  let  the  common  heart  keep  time 

To  such  an  anthem  suns; 
As  never  swelled  on  poet^  rhyme. 

Or  thrilled  on  singer's  tongue. 

Song  of  our  burden  and  relief, 

Of  peace  and  long  annoy  ; 
The  passion  of  our  mighty  grief 

And  our  exceeding  joy  ! 

A  song  of  praise  to  Him  who  filled 

The  harvests  sown  in  tears, 
And  g^ve  each  field  a  double  yield 

To  feed  our  battle-years  I 

A  song  of  faith  that  trusts  the  end 

To  match  the  good  begim, 
Nor  doubts  the  power  of  Love  to  blend 

The  hearts  of  men  as  one  ! 


TO    THE   THIRTY-NINTH    CON- 
GRESS 

The  thirty-ninth  oongreas  was  that  whioh 
met  in  1865,  after  the  close  of  the  war,  when  it 
was  charged  with  the  great  question  of  recon- 
Btmotion ;  the  uppermost  subject  in  men% 
minds  was  the  standing  of  those  who  had  re- 
cently been  in  arms  against  the  Union  and 
their  relations  to  the  freedmen. 

O  PEOPLE-CHOSEN  !  are  ye  not 
Likewise  the  chosen  of  the  Lord, 
To  do  His  will  and  speak  His  word  ? 

From  the  loud  thunder-storm  of  war 
Not  man  alone  hath  called  ye  forth, 
But  He,  the  God  of  all  the  earth  I 

The  torch  of  vengeance  in  your  hands 
He  quenches  ;  unto  Him  belongs 
The  solemn  recompense  of  wrongs. 

Enough  of  blood  the  land  has  seen, 
And  not  by  cell  or  gaUows-stair 
Shall  ye  the  way  of  Crod  prepare. 

Say  to  the  pardon-seekers  :  Keep 

1  our  manhood,  bend  no  suppliant  kneeSy 
Nor  palter  with  unworthy  pleas. 

Above  your  voices  sounds  the  wail 
Of  starving  men  ;  we  shut  in  vain 
Our  eyes  to  Pillow's  ghastly  stain. 

What  words  can  drown  that  bitter  ory  ? 
What  tears  wash  out  the  stain  of  death  ? 
What  oaths  confirm  your  broken  faith  ? 

From  you  alone  the  guaranty 

Of  union,  freedom,  peace,  we  claim  ; 
We  urge  no  conqueror's  terms  of  shame. 

Alas  !  no  victor's  pride  is  ours  ; 
We  bend  above  our  triumphs  won 
Like  David  o'er  his  rebel  son. 

Be  men,  not  beggars.    Cancel  all 
By  one  brave,  generous  action  ;  trust 
Your  better  instincts,  and  be  just  I 

Make  all  men  peers  before  the  law. 
Take  hands  from  off  the  negro's  throaty 
Give  black  and  white  an  equal  vote. 
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Keep  all  your  forfeit  lives  and  lands, 
But  give  the  common  law's  redress 
To  labor's  utter  nakedness. 

Bevive  the  old  heroic  will ; 

Be  in  the  right  as  brave  and  strong 
As  ye  have  proved  yourselves  in  wrong. 

Defeat  shall  then  be  victory, 

Your  loss  the  wealth  of  full  amends, 
And  hate  be  love,  and  foes  be  friends. 

Then  buried  be  the  dreadful  past, 
Its  common  slain  be  mourned,  and  let 
All  memories  soften  to  regret. 

Then  shall  the  Union's  mother-heart 
Her  lost  and  wandering  ones  recall. 
Forgiving  and  restoring  all,  — 

And  Freedom  break  her  marble  trance 
Above  the  CapitoUan  dome. 
Stretch    hands,   and    bid    ye    welcome 
home  I 


THE   HIVE  AT   GETTYSBURG 

In  the  old  Hebrew  myth  the  lion's  frame. 

So  terrible  alive. 
Bleached  by  the  desert's  sun  and  wind,  be- 
came 

The  wandering  wild  bees'  hive  ; 
And  he  who,  lone  and  naked-handed,  tore 

Those  jaws  of  death  apart, 
In  after  time  drew  forth  their  honeyed  store 

To  strengthen  his  strong  heart. 

Dead  seemed  the  legend  :  but  it  only  slept 

To  wake  beneath  our  sky  ; 
Just  on  the  spot  whence  ravening  Treason 
crept 
Back  to  its  lair  to  die, 
Bleeding  and  torn  from  Freedom's  moun- 
tain bounds, 
A  stained  and  shattered  drum 
Is  now  the  hive  where,  on  their  flowery 
rounds, 
The  wild  bees  go  and  come. 

Unchallengred  by  a  ghostly  sentinel, 

They  wander  wide  and  far, 
Along  green  hillsides,  sown  with  shot  and 
shell, 

Through  vales  once  choked  with  war. 


The  low  reveille  of  their  hattle-dmm 
Disturbs  no  morning  prayer  : 

With  deeper  peace  in  summer  noons  th 
hum 
Fills  all  the  drowsy  air. 

And  Samson's  riddle  is  our  own  to-day. 

Of  sweetness  from  the  strong. 
Of    union,    peace,    and  freedom   plud 
away 

From  the  rent  jaws  of  wrong. 
From  Treason's  death  we   draw  a  pu 
life. 

As,  from  the  beast  he  slew, 
A  sweetness  sweeter  for  his  bitter  strife 

The  old-time  athlete  drew  I 


HOWARD  AT   ATLANTA 

Right  in  the  track  where  Sherman 

Ploughed  his  red  furrow, 
Out  of  the  narrow  cabin. 

Up  from  the  cellar's  burrow, 
Gki.thered  the  little  black  people, 

With  freedom  newly  dowered. 
Where,  beside  their  Northern  teacher, 

Stood  the  soldier,  Howard. 

He  listened  and  heard  the  children 

Of  the  poor  and  long-enslaved 
Reading  the  words  of  Jesus, 

Singing  the  scngs  of  David. 
Behold  !  —  the  dumb  lips  speaking, 

The  blind  eyes  seeing  I 
Bones  of  the  Prophet's  vision 

Warmed  into  being  I 

Transformed  he  saw  them  passing 

Their  new  life's  portal ! 
Almost  it  seemed  the  mortal 

Put  on  the  immortal. 
No  more  with  the  beasts  of  burden. 

No  more  with  stone  and  clod, 
But  crowned  with  glory  and  honor 

In  the  image  of  Grod  I 

There  was  the  human  chattel 

Its  manhood  taking  ; 
There,  in  each  dark,  bronze  statue, 

A  soul  was  waking  I 
The  man  of  many  battles. 

With  tears  his  eyelids  pressing. 
Stretched  over  those  dusky  foreheads 

His  one-armed  blessing. 


THE  JUBILEE  SINGERS 
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And  he  said  :  **  Who  hears  can  never 

Fear  for  or  doubt  you  ; 
What  shall  I  tell  the  children 

Up  North  about  you  ?  " 
Then  ran  round  a  whisper,  a  murmur, 

Some  answer  devising ; 
And  a  little  boy  stood  up  :  "  General, 

Tell  'em  we  re  rising  ! " 

O  black  boy  of  Atlanta  I 

But  half  was  spoken  : 
The  slave's  chain  and  the  master's 

Alike  are  broken. 
The  one  curse  of  the  races 

Held  both  in  tether  : 
They  are  rising,  —  all  are  rising. 

The  black  and  white  together ! 

O  brave  men  and  fair  women  I 

111  comes  of  hate  and  scorning  : 
Shall  the  dark  faces  only 

Be  turned  to  morning  ?  — 
Make  Time  your  sole  avenger, 

All-healing,  all-redressing ; 
Meet  Fate  half-way,  and  make  it 

A  joy  and  blessing  I 


THE  EMANCIPATION  GROUP 

Moses  Kimball,  a  citizen  of  Bostonf  pre- 
sented to  the  city  a  duplicate  of  the  Freedman^s 
Memorial  statue  erected  in  Lincoln  Square, 
Washington.  The  group,  which  stands  in  Park 
Square,  represents  the  figure  of  a  slave,  from 
whose  limbs  the  broken  fetters  have  fallen, 
kneeling  in  g^titude  at  the  feet  of  Lincoln. 
The  g^oup  was  designed  by  Thomas  Ball,  and 
was  imveiled  December  9,  1879.  These  verses 
were  written  for  the  occasion. 

Amidst  thy  sacred  efBgies 

Of  old  renown  give  place, 
O  city,  Freedom-loved  !  to  his 

Whose  hand  unchained  a  race. 

Take  the  worn  frame,  that  rested  not 

Save  in  a  martyr's  grave  ; 
The  care-lined  face,  that  none  forgot. 

Bent  to  the  kneeling  slave. 

Let  man  be  free  !     The  mighty  word 

He  spake  was  not  his  own  ; 
An  impulse  from  the  Highest  stirred 

These  chiselled  lips  alone. 


The  cloudy  sign,  the  fiery  guide, 

Along  his  pathway  ran. 
And  Nature,  through  his  voice,  denied 

The  ownership  of  man. 

We  rest  in  peace  where  these  sad  eyes 

Saw  peril,  strife,  and  pain  ; 
His  was  the  nation's  sacrifice. 

And  ours  the  priceless  gain. 

O  symbol  of  God's  wiU  on  earth 

As  it  is  done  above  ! 
Bear  witness  to  the  cost  and  worth 

Of  justice  and  of  love. 

Stand  in  thy  place  and  testify 

To  coming  ages  long, 
That  truth  is  stronger  than  a  lie. 

And  righteousness  than  wrong. 

THE  JUBILEE  SINGERS 

A  number  of  students  of  Fisk  University, 
imder  the  direction  of  one  of  the  officers,  g^ve 
a  series  of  concerts  in  the  Northern  States,  for 
the  purpose  of  Mtablishing  the  college  on  a 
firmer  nnancial  foundation.  Their  hymns  and 
songs,  mostly  in  a  minor  key,  touched  the 
hearts  of  the  people,  and  were  received  as  pe- 
culiarly expressive  of  a  race  delivered  from 
bondage. 

Voice  of  a  people  sufipering  long. 
The  pathos  of  their  mournful  song. 
The  sorrow  of  their  night  of  wrong  I 

Their  cry  like  that  which  Israel  gave, 
A  prayer  for  one  to  guide  and  save, 
Like  Moses  by  the  Ked  Sea's  wave  I 

The  stern  accord  her  timbrel  lent 
To  Miriam's  note  of  triumph  sent 
O'er  Egypt's  sunken  armament  I 

The  tramp  that  startled  camp  and  town. 
And  shook  the  walls  of  slavery  down. 
The  spectral  march  of  old  John  Brown  I 

The  storm  that  swept  through  battle-daySy 

The  triumph  after  long  delays, 

The  bondmen  giving  God  the  praise  I 

Voice  of  a  ransomed  race,  sing  on 
Till  Freedom's  every  right  is  won, 
And  slavery's  every  wrong  undone  I 
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ANTI-SLAVERY  POEMS 


GARRISON 

The  earliest  poem  in  this  division  was  my 
Toathf nl  tribnte  to  the  great  reformer  when 
himself  a  young  man  he  was  first  sounding  his 
trumpet  in  Essex  County.  I  close  with  the 
Terses  inscribed  to  him  at  the  end  of  his  earthly 
career,  May  24,  1879.  My  poetical  service  in 
the  cause  of  freedom  is  dius  almost  synchro- 
nous with  his  life  of  devotion  to  the  same  cause. 

The  storm  and  peril  overpast, 

The  hounding  hatred  shamed  and  still, 
Gro,  soul  of  freedom  I  take  at  last 

The  place  which  thou  alone  canst  fill. 

Confirm  the  lesson  taught  of  old  — 
Life  saved  for  self  is  lost,  while  they 

Who  lose  it  in  His  service  hold 
The  lease  of  God's  eternal  day. 

Not  for  thyself,  but  for  the  slave 

Thy  words  of  thunder  shook  the  world  ; 

No  selfish  griefs  or  hatred  gave 

The  strength  wherewith  thy  bolts  were 
hurlea. 

From  lips  that  Sinai's  trumpet  blew 
We  heard  a  tender  under  song ; 

Thy  very  wrath  from  pity  grew, 

From  love  of  man  thy  hate  of  wrong. 


Now  past  and  present  are  as  one  ; 

The  life  below  is  life  above  ; 
Thy  mortal  years  have  but  begun 

Thy  immortality  of  love. 

With  somewhat  of  thy  lofty  faith 
We  lay  thy  outworn  varment  by, 

Give  death  but  what  belongs  to  death, 
And  life  the  life  that  cannot  die  I 

Not  for  a  soul  like  thine  the  calm 
Of  selfish  ease  and  joys  of  sense  ; 

fiut  duty,  more  than  crown  or  palm, 
Its  own  exceeding  recompense. 

Go  up  and  on  !  thy  day  well  done, 
Its  morning  promise  well  fulfilled. 

Arise  to  triumphs  yet  unwon, 

To  holier  tasks  that  God  has  willed. 

Go,  leave  behind  thee  all  that  mars 
The  work  below  of  man  for  man  ; 

With  the  white  legions  of  the  stars 
Do  service  such  as  angels  can. 

Wherever  wrong  shall  right  deny 
Or  suffering  spirits  urge  their  plea^ 

Be  thine  a  voice  to  smite  the  lie, 
A  hand  to  set  the  captive  free  I 
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THE  QUAKER  OF  THE  OLDEN 

TIME 

The  Quaker  of  the  olden  time  I 

How  calm  and  firm  and  true. 
Unspotted  by  its  wrong  and  crime, 

He  walked  the  dark  earth  through. 
The  lust  of  power,  the  love  of  gain, 

The  thousand  lures  of  sin 
Around  him,  had  no  power  to  stain 

The  purity  within. 

With  that  deep  insight  which  detects 

All  great  thmgs  in  the  small, 
And  knows  how  each  man's  life  affects 

The  spiritual  life  of  all. 
He  walked  by  faith  and  not  by  sight, 

By  love  and  not  by  law ; 
The  presence  of  the  wrong  or  right 

He  rather  felt  than  saw. 

He  felt  that  wrong  with  wrong  partakes. 

That  nothing  stands  alone, 
That  whoso  gives  the  motive,  makes 

His  brother's  sin  his  own. 
And,  pausing  not  for  doubtful  choice 

Of  evils  great  or  small. 
He  listened  to  that  inward  voice 

Which  called  away  from  all. 

O  Spirit  of  that  early  day. 

So  pure  and  strong  and  true, 
Be  with  us  in  the  narrow  way 

Our  faithful  fathers  knew. 
Give  strength  the  evil  to  forsake. 

The  cross  of  Truth  to  bear, 
And  love  and  reverent  fear  to  make 

Our  daily  lives  a  prayer  I 

DEMOCRACY 

AH  things  wbatsoeyer  ye  woald  that  men  ehould  do 
to  yon,  do  ye  eren  so  to  them.  —  Matthew  yVL  12. 

Bearer  of  Freedom's  holy  light, 
Breaker  of  Slavery's  chain  and  rod, 


The  foe  of  all  which  pains  the  sight. 
Or  wounds  the  generous  ear  of  Gi)d  I 

Beautiful  yet  thy  temples  rise. 

Though  there  profaning  gifts  are  thrown ; 
And  fires  unkindled  of  the  skies 

Are  glaring  round  thy  altar-stone. 

Still  sacred,  though  thy  name  be  breathed 
By  those  whose   hearts    thy  truth  de- 
ride ; 
And   garlands,    plucked    from    thee,    are 
wreathed 
Around  the  haughty  brows  of  Pride. 

Oh,  ideal  of  my  boyhood's  time  ! 

The  faith  in  which  my  father  stood, 
Even  when  the  sons  of  Lust  and  Crime 

Had  stained  thy    peaceful  courts  with 
blood! 

Still  to  those  courts  my  footsteps  turn. 
For  through  the  mists  which  darken  therOi 

I  see  the  flame  of  Freedom  bum,  — 
The  Kebla  of  the  patriot's  prayer  I 

The  generous  feeling,  pure  and  warm. 
Which  owns  the  right  of  all  divine  ; 

The  pitying  heart,  the  helping  arm. 
The  prompt  self-sacrifice,  are  thine. 

Beneath  thy  broad,  impartial  eye. 

How  fade  the  lines  of  caste  and  birth  I 

How  equal  in  their  suffering  lie 
The  groaning  multitudes  of  earth  I 

Still  to  a  stricken  brother  true, 

Wliatever  clime  hath  nurtured  him  ; 

As  stooped  to  heal  the  wounded  Jew 
The  worshipper  of  Gericim. 

By  misery  unrepelled,  unawed 

By  pomp  or  power,  thou  seest  a  Man 

In  prince  or  peasant,  slave  or  lord. 
Pale  priest,  or  swarthy  artl&a&.« 


asi 
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Through    all    disguise,  form,     place,    or 
uamey 

Beneath  the  flaunting  robes  of  sin. 
Through  poverty  and  squalid  shame, 

Thou  lookest  on  the  man  within. 

On  man,  as  man,  retaining  yet, 

Howe'er  debased,  and  soiled,  and  dim, 

The  crown  upon  his  forehead  set, 
The  immortal  gift  of  God  to  him. 

And  there  is  reverence  in  thy  look  ; 

For  that  frail  form  which  mortals  wear 
The  Spirit  of  the  Holiest  took, 

And  veiled  His  perfect  brightness  there. 

Not  from  the  shallow  babbling  fount 

Of  vain  philosophy  thou  art ; 
He  who  of  old  on  Syria's  Mount 

Thrilled,  warmed,  by  turns,  the  listen- 
er's heart. 

In  holy  words  which  cannot  die. 

In   thoughts   which    angels    leaned  to 
know. 
Proclaimed  thy  message  from  on  high, 

Thy  mission  to  a  world  of  woe. 

^lat  voice's  echo  hath  not  died ! 

From  the  blue  lake  of  Galilee, 
And  Tabor's  lonely  mouutain-dide. 

It  calls  a  struggling  world  to  thee. 

Thy  name  and  watchword  o'er  this  land 
1  hear  in  every  breeze  that  stirs, 

And  round  a  thousand  altars  stand 
Thy  banded  party  worshippers. 

Not  to  these  altars  of  a  day. 

At  party's  call,  my  gift  I  bring ; 

But  on  thy  olden  shrine  I  lay 
A  freeman's  dearest  offering : 

The  voiceless  utterance  of  his  will,  — 
His  pledge  to  Freedom  and  to  Truth, 

That  manhood's  heart  remembers  still 
The  homage  of  his  generous  youth. 


THE  GALLOWS 

Written  on  reading  pamphlets  published  by 
clergymen  ag^ainst  the  aboution  of  the  gallows. 
[Or^linally  entitled  Lines.] 


The  suns  of  eighteen  centuries  have  shone 
Since  the  Redeemer  walked  with  mnn^  and 
made 
The  fisher's  boat,  the  cavern's  floor  of  stone. 
And  moimtain  moss,  a  pillow  for   His 
head  ; 
And  He,  who  wandered  with  the  peasant 
Jew, 
And  broke  with  publicans  the  bread  of 

shame, 
And  drank  with  blessings,  in  His  Father's 
name, 
The  water  which  Samaria's  outcast  drew. 
Hath  now  His  temples  upon  every  shore. 
Altar  and  shrine  and  priest ;  and  incense 

dim 
Evermore  rising,  with  low  prayer  and 
hymn. 
From  lips  which  press  the  temple's  marble 

floor. 
Or  kiss  the  gilded  sign  of  the  dread  cross 
He  bore. 

II 

Tet  as  of  old,  when,  meekly  "  doincp  good,** 
He  fed  a  blind  and  selfish  multitude. 
And  even  the  poor  companions  of  His  lot 
With  their  dim  earthly  vision  knew  Him 

not. 
How  ill  are  His  high  teachings  imder- 

stood  I 
Where  He  hath  spoken  Liberty,  the  priest 
At  His  own  altar  binds  the  chain  anew  ; 
Where  He  hath  bidden  to  Life's  equal  feast, 

The  starving  many  wait  upon  the  few  ; 
Where  He  hath  spoken  Peace,  His  name 

hath  been 
The  loudest  war-cry  of  contending  men  ; 
Priests,  pale  with  vigils,  in  His  name  have 

blessed 
The  unsheathed  sword,  and  laid  the  spear 

in  rest, 
Wet  the  war-banner  with  their  sacred  wine. 
And  crossed  its  blazon  with  the  holy  sign  ; 
Yea,  in  His  name  who  bade  the  erring  Uve, 
And  daily  taught  His  lesson,  to  forgive  ! 
Twisted  the  cord  and  edged  the  murder- 
ous steel ; 
And,  with  His  words  of  mercy  on  their 

lips. 
Hung  gloating  o'er  the  pincers'  burning 

grips. 
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And  the  grim  horror  of  the  straining 
wheel ; 
Fed  the  slow  flame  which  gnawed  the  vic- 
tim's limh, 
Who  saw  hefore  his  searing  eyehalls  swim 
The  image  of  their  Christ  in  cruel  zeal, 
Through  the  hlack  torment-smoke,   held 
mockingly  to  him  I 


III 


The  hlood  which  mingled  with  the  desert 
sand, 
And  headed  with    its  red  and  ghastly 
dew 

The  vines  and  olives  of  the  Holy  Land  ; 
The  shrieking  curses  of  the  hunted  Jew  ; 

The  white-sown  bones  of  heretics,  where'er 

They  sank  beneath  the  Crusade's  holy  spear, 

Goa's  dark  dungeons,  Malta's  sea-washed 
cell. 
Where  with  the  hymns  the  ghostly  fa- 
thers sung 
Mingled  the  groans  by  subtle  torture 
wrung, 

Heaven's  anthem  blending  vrith  the  shriek 
of  hell  I 

The  midnight  of  Bartholomew,  the  stake 
Of  Smithfield,  and  that  thrice-accursed 
flame 

Which  Calvin  kindled  by  Greneva's  lake  ; 

New  England's  scaffold,  and  the  priestly 
sneer 

Which  mocked  its  victims  in  that  hour  of 
fear, 
When  guilt  itself  a  human  tear  might 
claim,  — 

Bear  witness,  O  Thou  wronged  and  merci- 
ful One  ! 

That  Earth's  most  Lateful  crimes  have  in 
Thy  name  been  done  I 


IV 


Thank  God  I  that  I  have  lived  to  see  the 
time 
When  the  great  truth  begins  at  last  to 

find 
An  utterance  from  the  deep   heart   of 
mankind, 
lamest  and  clear,  that  all  Revenge  is  Crime, 
That  man  is  holier  than  a  creed,  that  all 

Restraint  upon  him  mus^onstilt  his  good, 
Hope's  sunsbme  linger  on  his  prison  v^Jl, 
And  Love  look  in  upon  his  solitude. 


Tlie  beautiful  lesson   which  our  Savioox 

taught 
Through  long,  dark  centuries  its  way  hath 

wrought 
Into  the  common  mind  and  popular  thought ; 
And  words,  to  which  by  Graulee's  lake  shore 
The  humble  fishers  listened  with  hushed  oar, 
Have  found  an  echo  in  the  general  heart, 
And  of  the  public  faith  become  a  living  part. 


Who  shall  arrest  this  tendency?    Bring 

back 
The  cells  of  Venice  and  the  bigot's  rack  ? 
Harden  the  softening  human  heart  again 
To  cold  indifference  to  a  brother's  pain  ? 
Ye  most  unhappy  men  I  who,  turned  away 
From  the  mila  sunshine  of  the  Gospel  day, 
Grope  in  the  shadows  of  Man's  twilight 

time, 
What  mean  ye,  that  with  ghoul-like  zest 

ye  brood. 
O'er  those  foul  altars  streaming  with  warm 

blood. 
Permitted  in  another  age  and  clime  ? 
Why  cite  that  law  with  which  the  bigot  Jew 
Rebuked  the  Pagan's  mercy,  when  he  knew 
No  evil  in  the  Just  One  ?  Wherefore  turn 
To  the  dark,  cruel  past  ?  Can  ye  not  learn 
From  the  pure  Teacher's  life  how  mildly 

free 
Is  the  CTcat  Gospel  of  Humanity  ? 
The  Flamen's  knife  is  bloodless,  and  no 

more 
Mezitli's  altars  soak  with  human  gore. 
No  more  the  ghastly  sacrifices  smoke 
Through  the  green  arches  of  the  Druid's 

oak  ; 
And  ye  of  milder  faith,  with  your  high  claim 
Of  prophet-utterance  in  the  Holiest  name. 
Will  ye  become  the  Druids  of  our  time  ! 
Set  up  your  scaffold-altars  in  our  land. 
And,  consecrators  of  Law's  darkest  crime. 
Urge  to  its  loathsome  work  the  hang- 
man's hand  ? 
Beware,  lest  human  nature,  roused  at  last. 
From  its  peeled  shoulder  your  encumbrance 

cast, 
And,  sick  to  loathing  of  your  cry  for 

blood, 
Rank  ye  with  those  who  led  their  victims 

round 
The  Celt's  red  altar  and  the  Indian's  mound, 
Abhorred  of  Earth  and  Heaven,  a  pagan 

brotherhood ! 
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SEED-TIME  AND  HARVEST 

As  o'er  his  furrowed  fields  which  lie 
Beneath  a  coldly  dropping  skv, 
Yet  chill  with  winter  s  meltea  snow. 
The  husbandman  goes  forth  to  sow, 

Thus,  Freedom,  on  the  bitter  blast 
The  ventures  of  thy  seed  we  cast, 
And  trust  to  warmer  sun  and  rain 
To  swell  the  germs  and  fill  the  grain. 

Who  calls  thy  glorious  service  hard  ? 
Who  deems  it  not  its  own  reward  ? 
Who,  for  its  trials,  counts  it  less 
A  cause  of  praise  and  thankfulness  ? 

It  may  not  be  our  lot  to  wield 
The  sickle  in  the  ripened  field  ; 
Nor  ours  to  hear,  on  summer  eves. 
The  reaper's  song  among  the  sheaves. 

Yet  where  our  duty's  task  is  wrought 
In  unison  with  Groa's  great  thought. 
The  near  and  future  blend  in  one. 
And  whatsoe'er  is  willed,  is  done  I 

And  ours  the  grateful  service  whence 
Comes  day  by  day  the  recompense  ; 
The  hope,  the  trust,  the  purpose  stayed. 
The  fountain  and  the  noonday  shade. 

And  were  this  life  the  utmost  span, 
The  only  end  and  aim  of  man. 
Better  the  toil  of  fields  like  these 
Than  waking  dream  and  slothful  ease. 

But  life,  though  falling  like  our  g^rain, 
Like  that  revives  and  springs  again  ; 
And,  early  called,  how  blest  are  they 
Who  wait  in  heaven  their  harvest-day  ! 

TO   THE  REFORMERS    OF    ENG- 
LAND 

This  poem  was  addressed  to  those  who  like 
Richard  Cobden  and  John  Bright  were  seeking 
the  reform  of  political  evils  in  Great  Britain  by 
peaceful  and  Christian  means.  It  will  be  re- 
membered that  the  Anti-Com-Law  League 
was  in  the  midst  of  its  labors  at  this  time. 

God  bless  ye,  brothers  !  in  the  fight 
Ye  're  waging  now,  ye  cannot  ntil. 


For  better  is  your  sense  of  right 
Than  king-craft's  triple  miul. 

Than  tyrant's  law,  or  bigot's  ban, 
More  mighty  is  your  simplest  word  ; 

The  free  heart  of  an  honest  man 
Than  crosier  or  the  sword. 

Go,  let  your  blinded  Church  rehearse 
The  lesson  it  has  learned  so  well ; 

It  moves  not  with  its  prayer  or  curse 
The  gates  of  heaven  or  hell. 

Let  the  State  scaffold  rise  again  ; 

Did  Freedom  die  when  Russell  died  ? 
Forget  ye  how  the  blood  of  Vane 

From  earth's  green  bosom  cried  ? 

The  great  hearts  of  your  olden  time 
Are  beating  ¥rith  you,  full  and  strong ; 

All  holy  memories  and  sublime 
And  glorious  round  ye  throng. 

The  bluff,  bold  men  of  Runnymede 
Are  with  ye  still  in  times  like  these  ; 

The  shades  of  England's  mighty  dead, 
Your  cloud  of  witnesses  I 

The  truths  ye  urge  are  borne  abroad 
By  every  wind  and  every  tide  ; 

The  voice  of  Nature  and  of  God 
Speaks  out  upon  your  side. 

The  weapons  which  your  hands  have  found 
Are    those    which    Heaven    itself    hu 
wrought. 
Light,    Truth,    and    Love ;    your    battle- 
ground 
The  free,  broad  field  of  Thought 

No  partial,  selfish  purpose  breaks 
The  simple  beauty  of  your  plan. 

Nor  lie  from  throne  or  aitar  shakes 
Your  steady  faith  in  man. 

The  languid  pulse  of  England  starts 

And    bounds    beneath    your    words    of 
power, 

The  beating  of  her  million  hearts 
Is  with  you  at  this  hour  I 

O  ye  who,  with  undoubting  eyes. 
Through    present  cloud  a^  gathering 
storm, 
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Fresa  brately  oiiw.ird  I  not  in  vaip 
Your  generous  trust  iu  Limiau-kiud  ; 

The  good  which  bloixL^hed  could  uot  gaia 
Your  peaceful  zeal  shall  find. 

Press  on  I  the  triumph  nhall  be  won 
Of  common  rights  Hiid  uqiial  liiws, 

The  glorious  druaiu  uf  Hurriiigton, 
And  Sidney'^  good  old  cause. 

Blessing  the  cottar  and  the  cromi. 
Sweetening  worn  Labor's  hitler  cup  ; 

And,  plucking  nut  the  highest  down, 
Lifting  the  lowest  up. 

Press  on  I  and  ivc  who  may  not  share 
The  toil  or  glory  ot  your  fight 

M^  ask,  at  least,  in  earnest  prayer, 
God's  blessing  ou  the  right  1 


THE  HUMAN    SACRIFICE 

Some  leadine  HectariMi  papers  bod  lately 
published  the  letter  of  a  i^Urgyman,  (jiviiiK 
an  uicoiint  of  his  attendance  upoii  a  criminal 
(«ha  had  committed  morder  duriug  a  fit  of 
intoiicatioD),  at  the  time  of  hia  eiecation,  iu 
wiwtem  Ne«  York.  The  writer  deacribea  the 
■gony  of  the  wratohed  beioE.  his  abortive  at- 
tempts at  prayer,  hia  append  for  life,  hia  fear 
of  a  Tiolent  death ;  »nd,  after  declaring  bis 
belief  that  the  poor  victim  died  without  hope 
of  salvatian.  cobcludes  wlh  a  warm  eulogy 
upon  the  ^aUows.  being  more  than  ever  con- 
Tmced  of  Its  utility  by  the  awful  dread  and 
honor  which  it  iuspired. 


Far  from  hia  clwie  and  noisome  cell, 

By  grassy  lane  and  sunny  stream, 
Blown  clover  field  and  atrawberry  dell. 
And  green  and  meadow  freshness,  fell 

The  footsteps  of  hia  dream. 
Again  from  rnrplcsi;  feet  the  dew 

Of  saminer-s  misty  mom  he  shook  j 
Again  with  eipti'v  lii.'art  he  threw 

Hia  light  llni'  in  the  rippling  brook. 
Back  crowde<l  M  Liii  school-day  joys ; 

He  urged  the  ball  and  qnoit  again, 
And  heard  the  shout  of  Liughing  buy.i 

Come  rin^g  down  the  walnut  glen. 


Again  he  felt  the  western  breeze. 

With  scent  of  flowers  and  crisping  bay  ; 
And  down  again  through  wiud'Stirrcd  trees 

He  auw  the  quivering  sunlight  play. 
An  angel  iu  home's  viiie-buug  door, 
He  saw  bia  sister  smile  once  more  ; 
Once  more  tbc  truant's  brown-locked  head 
Upon  his  mother's  knees  was  laid, 
And  sweetly  lulled  to  slumber  there, 
With  evening's  holy  hymn  and  prayer  1 


He  wake.     At  once  on  heart  and  brain 

The  present  Terror  rushed  again  ; 
Clunked  on  his  limbs  the  felon's  chain  t 
He  wake,  to  hear  the  cburch-tower  tell 
Time'a  footfall  on  the  conscious  bell, 
And,  ahuddering,  feel  that  clan^ng  din 
His  life's  last  hour  had  ushered  in ; 
To  see  witbin  his  prison-yard. 
Through  the  small  window,  iron  barred, 
The  gallows  shadow  rising  dim 
Between  the  sunrise  heaven  and  hiin  ; 
A  horror  in  God's  blessed  air  ; 

A  blackness  in  bis  morning  light ; 
Like  some  foul  devil-altar  there 

Budt  up  by  demon  bands  at  night. 

.\nd,  maddened  by  that  evil  sight, 
Dark,  horrible,  confu.led,  and  strange, 
A  uhaoa  of  wild,  weltering  change. 
All  power  of  check  and  guidance  gone, 
Dizzy  and  bUnd,  his  mind  swept  on. 
In  vain  be  strove  to  breatbc  a  prayer, 

In  vain  he  turned  the  Holy  Book, 
He  only  heard  tlie  gnllows-stair 

Creak  as  the  wind  its  timbers  shook. 
No  dream  for  him  of  sin  forgiven, 

While  still  that  baleful  spectre  stood. 

With   its   hoarse   murmur,    "  Blood  for 
Blood!" 
Between  him  and  the  pitying  Heaven  1 


Low  on  bis  dungeon  floor  be  knelt, 

And  smote  his  breast,  and  on  bis  chain^ 
Whose  iron  clasp  he  always  felt, 

His  hot  tears  fell  like  rain  ; 
And  near  him,  with  the  cold,  calm  look 
And  tone  of  one  whose  formal  pari, 
Unwarmed,  unaoftened  of  tbe  beart, 
Is  measured  out  by  rule  and  book. 
With  placid  lip  and  tranqnil  blood, 
Tlie  hangman  B  ghostly  ally  stood. 
Blessing  with  solemn  text  and  word 
The  gallows-drop  and  strangling  cord  i 
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Lending  the  sacred  Gospel's  awe 
And  sanction  to  the  crime  of  Law. 

IV 

He  saw  the  victim's  tortured  brow. 

The  sweat  of  ang^uish  starting  there, 
The  record  of  a  nameless  woe 
In  the  dim  eye's  imploring  stare, 
Seen  hideous  through  the  long,  damp 
hair,  — 
Fingers  of  ghastly  skin  and  bone 
Working  and  writhing  on  the  stone  I 
And  heard,  by  mortal  terror  wrung 
From  heaving  breast  and  stiffened  tongue. 
The  chokiue  sob  and  low  hoarse  prayer  ; 
As  o'er  his  hsuf-crazed  fancy  came 
A  vbion  of  the  eternal  flame, 
Its  smoking  cloud  of  agonies. 
Its  demon  worm  that  never  dies. 
The  everlasting  rise  and  fall 
Of  fire-waves  round  the  infernal  wall ; 
While  high  above  that  dark  red  flood, 
Black,  giant-like,  the  callows  stood  ; 
Two  busy  fiends  attending  there  : 
One  with  cold  mocking  rite  and  prayer, 
The  other  with  impatient  grasp. 
Tightening    the    death -rope's    strangling 
ciajsp. 


The  unfelt  rite  at  length  was  done, 

The  prayer  unheard  at  length  was  said, 
An  hour  had  passed  :  the  noonday  sun 

Smote  on  the  features  of  the  dead  ! 
And  he  who  stood  the  doomed  beside. 
Calm  ganger  of  the  swelling  tide 
Of  mortal  aphony  and  fear, 
Heeding  with  curious  eye  and  ear 
Whate'er  revealed  the  keen  excess 
Of  man's  extremest  wretchedness  : 
And  who  in  that  dark  anguish  saw 

An  earnest  of  the  victim's  fate. 
The  vengeful  terrors  of  God's  law, 

The  kmdlings  of  Eternal  hate. 
The  first  drops  of  that  fiery  rain 
Which  beats  the  dark  red  realm  of  pain, 
Did  he  uplift  his  earnest  cries 

Against  the  crime  of  Law,  which  gave 

His  brother  to  that  fearful  grave. 
Whereon  Hope's  moonlight  never  lies. 

And  Faith's  white  blossoms  never  wave 
To  the  soft  breath  of  Memory's  sighs  ; 
Which  sent  a  spirit  marred  and  stained. 
By  fiends  of  sin  possessed,  profaned, 
In  madness  and  m  blindness  stark. 


Into  the  silent,  unknown  dark  ? 

No,  from  the  wild  and  shrinking  dread, 

Wiih  which  he  saw  the  victim  led 

Beneath  the  dark  veil  which  divides 
Ever  the  living  from  the  dead, 

And  Nature's  solemn  secret  hides. 
The  man  of  prayer  can  only  draw 
New  reasons  for  his  bloody  law  ; 
New  faith  in  staying  Murder's  hand 
By  murder  at  that  Law's  command  ; 
New  reverence  for  the  gallows-rope, 
As  human  nature's  latest  hope  ; 
Last  relic  of  the  good  old  time. 
When  Power  found  license  for  its  crimey 
And  held  a  writhing  world  in  check 
By  that  fell  cord  about  its  neck  ; 
Stifled  Sedition's  rising  shout. 
Choked  the  young  breath  of  Freedom  out, 
And    timely    checked    the    words    whidi 

sprung 
From  Heresy's  forbidden  tongue  ; 
While  in  its  noose  of  terror  bound. 
The  Church  its  cherished  union  found, 
Conforming,  on  the  Moslem  plan. 
The  motley-colored  mind  of  man. 
Not  by  the  Koran  and  the  Sword, 
But  by  the  Bible  and  the  Cord  I 

VI 

O  Thou  !  at  whose  rebuke  the  grave 
Back  to  warm  life  its  sleeper  gave, 
Beneath  whose  sad  and  tearful  glance 
The  cold  and  changed  countenance 
Broke  the  still  horror  of  its  trance. 
And,  waking,  saw  with  joy  above, 
A  brother's  face  of  tenderest  love  ; 
Thou,  unto  whom  the  blind  and  lame, 
The  sorrowing  and  the  sin-sick  came. 
And  from  Thy  very  garment's  hem 
Drew  life  and  healing  unto  them. 
The  burden  of  Thy  holy  faith 
Was  love  and  life,  not  hate  and  death  ; 
Man's  demon  ministers  of  pain, 

The  fiends  of  his  revenge,  were  sent 

From  thy  pure  Gospel's  element 
To  their  dark  home  again. 
Thy  name  is  Love  !     What,  then,  is  he, 

Who  in  that  name  the  gallows  rears. 
An  awful  altar  built  to  Thee, 

With  sacrifice  of  blood  and  tears  ? 
Oh,  once  again  Thy  healing  lay 

On   the   blind  eyes   which    knew   Tfaet 
not, 
And  let  the  light  of  Thy  pure  day 

Melt  in  upon  his  darkened  thought* 
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8  hard,  cold  heart,  and  show 
»wer  which  in  forbearance  lies, 
lim  feel  that  mercy  now 
er  than  old  sacrifice  ! 

VII 

)  White  Sea*s  charmed  shore, 

irsee  sees  his  holy  hill 

mest  smoke-clouds  curtained  o'er, 

7S  beneath  them,  evermore, 

w,  pale  fire  is  quivering  still ; 

Tneath  its  clouds  of  siu, 

tart  of  man  retaineth  yet 

>f  its  holy  origin  ; 

ilf-quenched  stars  that  never  set, 

rs  of  its  faded  bow, 

irly  beauty,  linger  there, 

its  wasted  desert  blow 

)reathing^  of  its  morning  air. 

r  yet  upon  the  scroll 

n-stained,  but  priceless  soul, 

leaven  inscribed  *'  Despair  I " 

the  clouded  gem  away, 

lot  the  dim  but  living  ray,  — 

3ther  man,  Beware  ! 

t  deep  voice  which  from  the  skies 

the  Patriarch's  sacrifice, 

uigel  cries.  Forbear  I 
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DEDICATION 

1  to  the  volume  of  which  the  g^roup 
IDS  following  this  prelude  constituted 
ortion. 

LD  the  gift  I  offer  here 

ht  graces  from  thy  favor  take, 

leen  through  Friendship's  atmos- 

lere, 

tened  lines  and  coloring,  wear 

•xsustomed  light  of  beauty,  for  thy 

ke. 

aves  of  Fancy's  spring  remain  : 

what  I  have  1  give  to  thee, 

t'er^unned    bloom    of    summer's 

Ekin, 

der  flowers,  the  latter  rain 

>m  the  westering  slope  of  life's 

tumnal  lea. 

the  fallen  groves  of  green, 

re  youth's  enchanted  forest  stood. 


Dry  root  and  moss^  trunk  between^ 
A  sober  after-growth  is  seen. 
As  springs  the  pine  where  falls  the  gay« 
leafed  maple  wood ! 

Yet  birds  will  sing,  and  breezes  play 

Their  leaf-harps  in  the  sombre  tree  ; 
And  through  the  bleak  and  wintry  day 
It  keeps  its  steady  green  alway,  — 
So,  even  my  after-thoughts  may  have  a 
charm  for  thee. 

Art's  perfect  forms  no  moral  need, 

Ana  beautv  is  its  own  excuse  ; 
But  for  the  aull  and  flowerless  weed 
Some  healing  virtue  still  must  plead. 
And  the  rough  ore  must  find  its  honors  in 
its  use. 

So  haply  these,  my  simple  lays 

Of  homelv  toil,  may  serve  to  show 
The  orchard  bloom  and  tasselled  maize 
That  skirt  and  gladden  duty's  ways, 
The    unsung    beauty  hid    life's    common 
things  below. 

Haply  from  them  the  toiler,  bent 

Above  his  forge  or  plough,  may  gain 
A  manlier  spirit  of  content. 
And  feel  that  life  is  wisest  spent 
Where   the  strong  working  hand  makes 
strong  the  working  brain. 

The  doom  which  to  the  guilty  pair 
Without  the  walls  of  Eden  came, 
Transforming  sinless  ease  to  care 
And  rugged  toil,  no  more  shall  bear 
The  burden  of  old  crime,  or  mark  of  pri- 
mal shame. 

A  blessingnow,  a  curse  no  more  ; 

Since    He,  whose    name  we  breathe 
with  awe. 
The  coarse  mechanic  vesture  wore, 
A  poor  man  toiling  with  the  poor. 
In  laoor,  as  in  prayer,  fulfilling  the  same 
law. 
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Ho  I  workers  of  the  old  time  styled 
The  Gentle  Craft  of  Leather  I 

Toung  brothers  of  the  ancient  guild, 
Staind  forth  once  more  together  ! 
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Call  out  a^ain  your  long  array, 

In  the  olden  merry  manner  I 
Once  more,  on  g^y  St.  Crispin's  day, 

Fling  out  your  blazoned  banner  I 

Rap,  rap  I  upon  the  well-worn  stone 

How  falls  the  polished  hammer  I 
Rap,  rap  !  the  measured  sound  has  grown 

A  quick  and  merry  clamor. 
Now  shape  the  sole  I  now  deftly  curl 

The  glossy  vamp  around  it, 
And  bless  the  while  the  bright-eyed  girl 

Whose  gentle  fingers  bound  it ! 

For  you,  along  the  Spanish  main 

A  hundred  keels  are  ploughing  ; 
For  you,  the  Indian  on  the  plain 

His  lasso-coil  is  throwing  ; 
For  you,  deep  glens  with  hemlock  dark 

The  woodman's  fire  is  lighting  ; 
For  you,  upon  the  oak's  gray  bark, 

The  woodman's  axe  is  smiting. 

For  you,  from  Carolina's  pine 

The  rosin-gum  is  stealing  ; 
For  you,  the  dark-eyed  Florentine 

Her  silken  skein  is  reeling  ; 
For  you,  the  dizzy  goatherd  roams 

His  rugged  Alpine  ledges  ; 
For  you,  round  all  her  shepherd  homes. 

Bloom  England's  thorny  hedges. 

The  foremost  still,  by  day  or  night. 

On  moated  mound  or  heather. 
Where'er  the  need  of  trampled  right 

Brought  toiling  men  together  ; 
Where  the  free  burghers  from  the  wall 

Defied  the  mail-clad  master. 
Than  yours,  at  Freedom's  trumpet-call, 

No  craftsmen  rallied  faster. 

Let  foplings  sneer,  let  fools  deride, 

Ye  heed  no  idle  scorner  ; 
Free  hands  and  hearts  are  still  your  pride, 

And  duty  done  your  honor. 
Ye  dare  to  trust,  for  honest  fame, 

The  jury  Time  empanels, 
And  leave  to  tnith  each  noble  name 

Which  glorifies  your  annals. 

Thy  songs,  Hans  Sachs,  are  living  yet, 
In  strong  and  hearty  Grerman  ; 

And  Bloomfield's  lay,  and  Gifford's  wit. 
And  patriot  fame  of  Sherman  ; 

Still  from  his  book,  a  mystic  seer. 


The  soul  of  Behmen  teaches. 
And  England's  priestcraft  shakes  to  he 
Of  Fox's  leathern  breeches. 

The  foot  is  yours  ;  where'er  it  falls, 

It  treads  your  well- wrought  leather, 
On  earthen  floor,  in  marble  halls 

On  carpet,  or  on  heather. 
Still  there  the  sweetest  charm  is  found 

Of  matron  grace  or  vestal's, 
As  Hebe's  foot  bore  nectar  round 

Among  the  old  celestials  ! 

Rap,  rap  I  —  your  stout  and  blufF  brog 

With  footsteps  slow  and  weary, 
May  wander  where  the  sky's  blue  spai 

Shuts  down  upon  the  prairie. 
On  Beauty's  foot  your  slippers  glance. 

By  Saratoga's  fountains. 
Or  twinkle  down  the  summer  dance 

Beneath  the  Crystal  Mountains  I 

The  red  brick  to  the  mason's  hand, 

The  brown  earth  to  the  tiller's. 
The  shoe  in  yours  shall  wealth  commai 

Like  fairy  Cinderella's  ! 
As  they  who  shunned  the  household  mi 

Beheld  the  crown  upon  her, 
So  all  shall  see  your  toil  repaid 

With  hearth  and  home  and  honor. 

Then  let  the  toast  be  freely  quafiPed, 

In  water  cool  and  brimming,  — 
"  All  honor  to  the  good  old  Craft, 

Its  merry  men  and  women  I  " 
Call  out  again  your  long  array, 

In  the  old  time's  pleasant  manner  : 
Once  more,  on  gay  St.  Crispin's  day. 

Fling  out  his  blazoned  banner  I 
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HnnRAH  I  the  seaward  breezes 

Sweep  down  the  bay  amain  ; 
Heave  up,  my  lads,  the  anchor  I 

Run  up  the  sail  again  I 
Leave  to  the  lubber  landsmen 

The  rail-car  and  the  steed  ; 
The  stars  of  heaven  shall  guide  us, 

The  breath  of  heaven  shall  speed. 

From  the  hill-top  looks  the  steeple, 
And  the  lighthouse  from  the  sand  ; 
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And  the  scattered  pines  are  waving 
Their  farewell  &om  the  land. 

One  glance,  my  lads,  behind  us, 
For  the  homes  we  leave  one  sigh, 

Ere  we  take  the  change  and  chances 
Of  the  ocean  and  the  sky. 

Now,  brothers,  for  the  icebergs 

Of  frozen  Labrador, 
Floating  spectral  in  the  moonshine, 

Along  the  low,  black  shore  I 
Where  like  snow  the  gannet's  feathers 

On  Brador's  rocks  are  shed, 
And  the  noisy  murr  are  flying. 

Like  black  scuds,  overhead ; 

Where  in  mist  the  rock  is  hiding, 

And  the  sharp  reef  lurks  below. 
And  the  white  squall  smites  in  summer, 

And  the  autunm  tempests  blow  ; 
Where,  through  gray  and  rolling  vapor, 

From  evening  unto  mom, 
A  thousand  boats  are  hailing, 

Horn  answering  unto  horn. 

Hurrah  !  for  the  Red  Island, 

With  the  white  cross  on  its  crown  I 
Hurrah  !  for  Meccatina, 

And  its  mountains  bare  and  brown  I 
Where  the  Caribou's  tall  antlers 

O'er  the  dwarf-wood  freely  toss. 
And  the  footstep  of  the  Mickmack 

Has  no  sound  upon  the  moss. 

There  we  '11  drop  our  lines,  and  gather 

Old  Ocean's  treasures  in. 
Where'er  the  mottled  mackerel 

Turns  up  a  steel-dark  fin. 
The  sea 's  our  field  of  harvest, 

Its  scaly  tribes  our  g^rain  ; 
We  '11  reap  the  teeming  waters 

As  at  home  they  reap  the  plain  I 

Our  wet  hands  spread  the  carpet. 

And  light  the  hearth  of  home  ; 
From  our  fish,  as  in  the  old  time, 

The  silver  coin  shall  come. 
As  the  demon  fled  the  chamber 

Where  the  fish  of  Tobit  lay. 
So  ours  from  all  our  dwellings 

Shall  frighten  Want  away. 

Though  the  mist  upon  our  jackets 
In  the  bitter  air  congeal^ 


And  our  lines  wind  stiff  and  slowly 
From  ofp  the  frozen  reels  ; 

Though  the  fog  be  dark  around  us. 
And  the  storm  blow  high  and  loud, 

We  will  whistle  down  the  wild  wind. 
And  laugh  beneath  the  cloud  I 

In  the  darkness  as  in  daylight, 

On  the  water  as  on  land, 
God's  evei^s  looking  on  us. 

And  Deneath  us  is  His  hand  I 
Death  will  find  us  soon  or  later, 

On  the  deck  or  in  the  cot ; 
And  we  cannot  meet  him  better 

Than  in  working  out  our  lot. 

Hurrah  I  hurrah  I  the  west-wind 

Comes  freshening  down  the  bay. 
The  rising  sails  are  filling  ; 

Give  way,  my  lads,  give  way  I 
Leave  the  coward  landsman  clinging 

To  the  dull  earth,  like  a  weed  ; 
The  stars  of  heaven  shall  guide  us, 

The  breath  of  heaven  shall  speed  I 
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Wildly  round  our  woodland  quarters 

Sad-voiced  Autumn  grieves  ; 
Thickly  down  these  swelling  waters 

Float  his  fallen  leaves. 
Through  the  tall  and  naked  timber, 

Column-like  and  old. 
Gleam  the  sunsets  of  November, 

From  their  skies  of  gold. 

O'er  us,  to  the  southland  heading. 

Screams  the  gray  ¥rild-goose  ; 
On  the  nieht-frost  sounds  the  treading 

Of  the  brindled  moose. 
Noiseless  creeping,  while  we  're  sleeping, 

Frost  his  task-work  plies  ; 
Soon,  his  icy  bridges  heaping. 

Shall  our  log-piles  rise. 

When,  with  sounds  of  smothered  thunder. 

On  some  night  of  rain, 
Lake  and  river  break  asunder 

Winter's  weakened  chain, 
Down  the  wild  March  flood  shall  bear  them 

To  the  saw-mill's  wheel. 
Or  where  Steam,  the  slave,  shall  tear  them 

With  his  teeth  of  steel. 
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lie  ll  starligbt,  bo  it  moonlight, 

111  tiieae  valt^s  helow, 
Wlieu  the  earlieit  beams  of  auDlight 

Streak  tbu  muuiitaitra  snow, 
Crisps  tbe  hoar-frost,  keen  aud  ewlji 

To  OUT  hurrying  feet, 
And  tbe  forest  eoboes  elearlf 

All  oiu  blows  repeat. 


"Where  the  crystal  Ambiiejia    ^i 

Stretches  broad  luiil  clear, 
An<l  MiUnoket'a  pine-black  ridgei 

Hide  tbe  browsing  deer  : 
Where,  through  lakes  and  wide 

Or  through  rocky  walls, 
SwiFt  and  strong,  Penobscot  passes 

White  with  toauiy  falls  ; 


Rock  and  forest  piled  to  heaven, 
Toraaud  ploughed  by  siides  t 

Far  below,  the  liidiau  trapping, 
III  the  snnshine  warm  ; 

Far  above,  the  snow-cloud  wrapping 
Half  tbe  peak  lu  atorio  ! 

Wbere  are  inossj  carpets  better 

Than  the  Persian  weaves, 
And  than  Eastern  perfumes  sweeter 

Seem  the  fading  leaves  ; 
And  a  Riuaio  wild  and  solemn, 

From  tho  pine-tree's  height. 
Rolls  its  vast  and  sea-like  volume 

On  tbe  wind  of  night ; 

Make  we  here  our  camp  of  winter ; 

And,  through  sleet  and  snow, 
Pitchy  knot  and  beechen  splinter 

On  our  hearth  shall  glow. 
Here,  with  mirth  tn  lighten  duty. 

We  shall  lack  alone 
Woman's  smile  and  girlhood's  beanty. 

Childhood's  lisping  tone. 

But  their  bcurth  Is  brighter  burning 

For  our  foil  to-day  ; 
Aod  the  welcome  of  returning 

Shall  our  toss  repay. 
When,  like  seamen  from  the  waters, 

From  the  woods  we  come. 
Greeting  sJHters,  wives,  and  daughters, 

Angels  of  our  home  I 


Not  for  us  the  measured  riugiug 

From  the  vilhige  spire. 
Nut  for  us  the  Sabbath  singing 

Of  the  sweet-voiced  choir  ; 
Onrs  the  old,  majestic  temple. 

Where  God's  brightness  shines 
Down  the  dome  so  grand  and  ample. 

Propped  by  lofty  pines  ! 

Through  each  branch -en  woven  skyligli 

Speaks  He  in  the  breeze. 
As  of  old  beneath  the  twilight 

Uf  lo9t  Eden's  trees  t 
For  His  ear,  tbe  inward  feeling 

Needs  no  outward  tongue  ; 
He  can  see  the  spirit  kneeling 

White  tbe  a:se  Is  swung. 

Heeding  truth  alone,  and  turning 

From  the  false  and  dim, 
Lamp  of  toil  or  altar  burning 

Arc  alike  to  Ilim. 
Strike  then,  comrades  I     Trade  ia  vmil 

On  onr  mgged  toil  ; 
Far  ships  waiting  for  the  freighting 

Of  our  woodland  spoil  I 

Ships  whose  traflic  links  these  lughlotii 

Bleak  and  cold,  of  ours. 
With  the  citron-planted  islands 

Of  a  clime  of  dowers  ; 
To  our  frosts  the  tribute  bringing 

Of  eternal  heats ; 
Id  our  lap  of  winter  flinging 

Tropic  fruits  and  sweets. 

Cheerlj,  on  the  aie  of  labor. 

Let  the  sunbeams  dance, 
Better  than  tbe  flash  of  sabre 

Or  tbe  gleam  of  lance  I 
Strike  1     With  every  blow  is  ^ven 

Freer  sun  and  sky, 
And  tbe  long-hid  earth  to  beaven 

Looks,  with  wondering  eye  I 


Loud  hchiod  ua  grow  the  n 

Of  the  age  to  come  ; 
Clang  of  smiths,  and  tread  of  farmen^ 

Bearing  harvest  home  t 
Here  her  virgin  lap  with  treasnres 

Shall  the  green  earth  fill  ; 
Waving  wheat  and  golden  m 

Crown  each  beechen  bill. 


THE  SHIP-BUILDERS 


Keep  who  will  the  city's  alleys, 

Take  the  smooth-shorn  plain  ; 
Give  to  OS  the  cedarn  valleys, 

Rocks  and  hilLs  of  Maine  ! 
In  our  North-land,  wild  and  woody, 

Let  us  still  have  part : 
Rugged  nurse  and  mother  sturdy, 

Hold  us  to  thy  heart  I 

Oh,  our  free  hearts  heat  the  warmer 

For  thy  breath  of  snow  ; 
And  our  tread  is  all  the  firmer 

For  thy  rocks  below. 
Freedom,  band  in  hand  with  labor, 

Walketh  strong  and  brave  ; 
On  the  forehead  of  his  neighbor 

No  man  writeth  Slave  I 

Lo,  the  day  breaks  I  old  Katahdin's 

Pine-trees  show  its  fires. 
While  from  these  dim  forest  gardens 

Rise  their  blackened  spires. 
Up,  my  comrades  I  up  and  doing  I 

Manhood's  rugged  play 
Still  renewing,  bravely  hewing 

Through  the  world  our  way  ! 


THE   SHIP-BUILDERS 

The  sky  is  ruddy  in  the  east. 

The  earth  is  gray  below, 
Andf  spectral  in  the  river-mist, 

The  ship's  white  timbers  show. 
Then  let  the  sounds  of  measured  stroke 

And  grating  saw  begin  ; 
The  broad-axe  to  the  gnarled  oak. 

The  mallet  to  the  pm  1 

Hark  !  roars  the  bellows,  blast  on  blast. 

The  sooty  smithy  jars, 
And  fire-sparks,  rising  far  and  fast. 

Are  fading  with  the  stars. 
All  day  for  us  the  smith  shall  stand 

Beside  that  flashing  forge  ; 
All  day  for  us  his  heavy  hand 

The  groaning  anvil  scourge. 

From  far-off  hills,  the  panting  team 

For  us  is  toiling  near  ; 
For  us  the  raftsmen  down  the  stream 

Their  island  barges  steer. 
Rings  out  fr  r  us  the  axe-man's  stroke 

In  forests  old  and  still ; 


For  us  the  ctnturv-circleL 
Falls  crashinj^j^Mm  his 

Up  I  up  !  in  nobler  toil  than  ours 

I^o  craftsmen  bear  a  part : 
We  make  of  Nature's  giant  powers 

The  slaves  of  human  Art. 
Lay  rib  to  rib  and  beam  to  beam. 

And  drive  the  treenails  free  ; 
Nor  faithless  joint  nor  yawning  seam 

Shall  tempt  the  searching  sea  I 

Where'er  the  keel  of  our  good  ship 

The  sea's  rough  field  slmll  plough  ; 
Where'er  her  tossing  spars  shall  orip 

With  salt-spray  caught  below  ; 
That  ship  must  heed  her  master's  beck. 

Her  helm  obey  his  hand. 
And  seamen  tread  her  reeling  deck 

As  if  they  trod  the  land. 

Her  oaken  ribs  the  vulture-beak 

Of  Northern  ice  may  peel ; 
The  sunken  rock  and  coral  peak 

May  gTBte  along  her  keel ; 
And  know  we  well  the  painted  shell 

We  give  to  wind  and  wave. 
Must  float,  the  sailor's  citadel. 

Or  sink,  the  sailor's  grave  ! 

Ho  I  strike  away  the  bars  and  blocks, 

And  set  the  good  ship  free  1 
Why  lingers  on  these  dusty  rocks 

The  young  bride  of  the  sea  ? 
Look  !  how  she  moves  adown  the  grooves, 

In  graceful  beauty  now  ! 
How  lowly  on  the  breast  she  loves 

Sinks  down  her  virgin  prow  ! 

God  bless  her  !  wheresoe'er  the  breeze 

Her  snowy  wing  shall  fan. 
Aside  the  frozen  Hebrides, 

Or  sultry  Hindostan  ! 
Where'er,  in  mart  or  on  the  main. 

With  peaceful  flag  unfurled. 
She  helps  to  wind  the  silken  chain 

Of  commerce  round  the  world  ! 

Speed  on  the  ship  !     But  let  her  bear 

No  merchandise  of  sin. 
No  ^oaning  cargo  of  despair 

Her  roomy  hold  within  ; 
No  Lethean  drug  for  Eastern  lands. 

Nor  poison-draught  for  ours  ; 
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But  honest  fruits  of  toilinef  hands 
And  Nature's  sun  and  showers. 

Be  hers  the  Prairie's  golden  grain, 

The  Desert's  gulden  sand, 
The  clustered  fruits  of  sunny  Spain, 

The  spice  of  Morning-land  ! 
Her  pathway  on  the  open  main 

May  blessings  follow  free, 
And  glad  hearts  welcome  back  again 

Her  white  sails  from  the  sea  I 


THE   DROVERS 

Thbough  heat  and  cold,  and  shower  and 
sun, 

Still  onward  cheerly  driving  I 
There  's  life  alone  in  duty  done. 

And  rest  alone  in  striving. 
But  see  I  the  day  is  closing  cool, 

The  woods  are  dim  before  us  ; 
The  white  fog  of  the  wayside  pool 

Is  creeping  slowly  o'er  us. 

The  night  is  falling,  comrades  mine. 

Our  footsore  beasts  are  weary. 
And  through  yon  elms  the  tavern  sign 

Looks  out  upon  us  cheery. 
The  landlord  beckons  from  his  door, 

His  beechen  fire  is  glowing  ; 
These  ample  bams,  with  feed  in  store. 

Are  filled  to  overflowing. 

From  many  a  valley  frowned  across 

By  brows  of  rugged  mountains  ; 
From    hillsides    where,    through    spongy 
moss. 

Gush  out  the  river  fountains  ; 
From  quiet  farm-fields,  green  and  low. 

And  bright  with  blooming  clover  ; 
From  vales  of  com  the  wandering  crow 

No  richer  hovers  over,  — 

Day  after  day  our  way  has  been 

O'er  many  a  hill  and  hollow  ; 
By  lake  and  stream,  by  wood  and  glen. 

Our  stately  drove  we  follow. 
Through  dust-clouds  rising  thick  and  dun. 

As  smoke  of  battle  o'er  us, 
Their  white  horns  glisten  in  the  sun. 

Like  plumes  and  crests  before  us. 

We  see  them  slowly  climb  the  hill, 
Aa  slow  behind  it  sinking  ; 


Or,  thronging  close,  from  roadside  riU, 

Or  sunny  lakelet,  drinking. 
Now  crowding  in  the  narrow  road, 

Li  thick  and  struggling  masses. 
They  glare  upon  the  teamster's  load, 

Or  rattling  coach  that  passes. 

Anon,  with  toss  of  horn  and  tail, 

And  paw  of  hoof,  and  bellow. 
They  leap  some  farmer's  broken  pale, 

O  er  meadow-close  or  fallow. 
Forth  comes  the  startled  goodman  ;  forth 

Wife,  children,  house-dog,  sally. 
Till  once  more  on  their  dusty  path 

The  baffled  truants  rally. 

We  drive  no  starvelings,  scragey  g^wn. 

Loose-legged,  and  ribbed  and  bony. 
Like  those  who  grind  their  noses  down 

On  pastures  bare  and  stony, — 
Lank  oxen,  rough  as  Indian  aogs. 

And  cows  too  lean  for  shadows. 
Disputing  feebly  with  the  frogs 

The  crop  of  saw-grass  meadows  ! 

In  our  good  drove,  so  sleek  and  fair. 

No  bones  of  leanness  rattle  ; 
No  tottering  hide-bound  ghosts  are  there. 

Or  Pharaoh's  evil  cattle. 
Each  stately  beeve  bespeaks  the  hand 

That  fed  him  nnrepining  ; 
The  fatness  of  a  gooaly  land 

In  each  dun  hide  is  shining. 

WeVe  sought  them  where,  in  warmest 
nooks. 

The  freshest  feed  is  growing, 
By  sweetest  springs  and  clearest  brooks 

Through  honeysuckle  flowing ; 
Wherever  hillsides,  sloping  south. 

Are  bright  with  early  grasses. 
Or,  tracking  green  the  lowland's  drouth, 

The  mountain  streamlet  passes. 

But  now  the  day  is  closing  cool, 

The  woods  are  dim  before  us. 
The  white  fog  of  the  wayside  pool 

Is  creeping  slowly  o'er  us. 
The  cricket  to  the  ^g's  bassoon 

His  shrillest  time  is  keeping  ; 
The  sickle  of  yon  setting  moon 

The  meadow-mist  is  reap  ng. 

The  night  is  falling,  comrad  ?s  mine. 
Our  footsore  beasts  are  weary. 


THE  HUSKERS 


3^3 


And  through  yon  elms  the  tavern  sign 

Looks  out  upon  us  cheery. 
To-morrow,  eastward  with  our  charge 

We  'U  go  to  meet  the  dawning, 
Ere  yet  the  pines  of  Kearsar^ 

Have  seen  the  aun  of  mornmg. 

When  snow-flakes  o'er  the  frozen  earth, 

Instead  of  birds,  are  flitting  ; 
When  children  throng  the  glowing  hearth. 

And  quiet  wives  are  knitting  ; 
While  in  the  fire-light  strong  and  clear 

Young  eyes  of  pleasure  glisten, 
To  tales  of  all  we  see  and  hear 

The  ears  of  home  shall  listen. 

By  many  a  Northern  lake  and  hill. 

From  many  a  mountain  pasture, 
Shall  Fancy  play  the  Drover  still. 

And  speed  the  long  night  faster. 
ISien  let  us  on,  through  shower  and  son, 

And  heat  and  cold,  be  driving ; 
There  ^  life  alone  in  duty  done, 

And  rest  alone  in  striving. 


THE  HUSKERS 

It  waa  late  in  mild  October^  and  the  long 

autumnal  rain 
Had   left  the   summer  harvest  -  fields  all 

green  with  grass  again  ; 
The  first  sharp  frosts  had  fallen,  leaving  all 

the  woodlands  gay 
With  the  hues  of  summer's  rainbow,  or  the 

meadow-flowers  of  May. 

Through  a  thin,  dry  mist,  that  morning,  the 

sun  rose  broad  and  red, 
At  first  a  ray  less  disk  of  fire,  he  brightened 

as  he  sped  ; 
Yet  even  his  noontide  glory  fell  chastened 

and  subdued, 
On  the  cornfields  and  the  orchards  and 

softly  pictured  wood. 

And  all  that  quiet  afternoon,  slow  sloping 

to  the  night, 
He  wove  with  golden  shuttle  the  haze  with 

yellow  light ; 
Slanting  through  the  painted  beeches,  he 

glorified  the  hill  ; 
Andy  beneath  it,   pond   and  meadow  lay 

brighter,  greeuidr  stilL 


And  shouting  boys  in  woodland  haunts 
caught  glimpses  of  that  sky, 

Flecked  by  the  many-tinted  leaves,  and 
laughed,  they  knew  not  why  ; 

And  school-girls,  gay  with  aster-flowera, 
beside  the  meadow  brooks. 

Mingled  the  glow  of  autumn  wiUi  the  sun- 
shine of  sweet  looks. 

From  spire  and  bam  looked  westerly  the 
patient  weathercocks  ; 

But  even  the  birches  on  the  hill  stood  mo- 
tionless as  rocks. 

No  sound  was  in  the  woodlands,  save  the 
squirrel's  dropping  shell. 

And  the  yellow  leaves  amone  the  boughs, 
low  rustling  as  they  fell. 

The  summer  grains  were  harvested  ;  the 

stubble-fields  lay  dry. 
Where  June   winds  rolled,  in  light  and 

shade,    the    pale    green    waves   of 

rye  ; 
But  still,  on  gentle  hill-slopes,  in  valleys 

fringed  with  wood, 
Ung^thered,   bleaching    in    the   sun,  the 

heavy  com  crop  stood. 

Bent  low,  by    autumn's  wind    and    rain, 

through  husks  that,  dry  and  sere, 
Unfolded  from  their  ripened  charge,  shone 

out  the  yellow  ear  ; 
Beneath,  the  turnip  lay  concealed,  in  many 

a  verdant  fold. 
And  glistened   in  the  slanting  light   the 

pumpkin's  sphere  of  gola. 

There  wrought  the  busy  harvesters  ;  and 

many  a  creaking  wain 
Bore  slowly  to  the  long  barn-floor  its  load 

of  husk  and  grain  ; 
Till  broad  and  red,  as  when  he  rose,  the  son 

sank  down,  at  last, 
And  like  a  merry  guest's  farewell,  the  day 

in  brightness  passed. 

And  lo  !  as  through  the  western  pines,  on 

meadow,  stream,  and  pond. 
Flamed  the  red  radiance  of  a  sky,  set  all 

afire  beyond, 
Slowly  o'er  the  eastern  sea^bluffs  a  milder 

glory  shone, 
And  the  sunset  and  the  moonrise  were  min- 

£:led  into  one  ! 
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As  thus  into  the  quiet  night  the  twilight 

lapsed  away, 
And  deeper  in  the  brightening  moon  the 

tranquU  shadows  lay  ; 
From  many  a  brown  old  farm-house,  and 

hanUet  without  name, 
Their  milking  and  their  home-tasks  done, 

the  merry  buskers  came. 

Swung  o'er  the  heaped-up  harvest,  from 

pitchforks  in  the  mow. 
Shone  dimly  down  the  lanterns  on    the 

pleasant  scene  below  ; 
The  growing  pile  of    husks  behind,  the 

gulden  ears  before. 
And  laughing  eyes   and  busy  hands  and 

brown  cheeks  glimmering  o'er. 

Half  hidden,  in  a  quiet  nook,  serene  of 

look  and  heart, 
Talking  their  old  times  over,  the  old  men 

sat  apart ; 
While   up  and   down  the  unhusked  pile, 

or  nestling  in  its  shade, 
At  hide-and-seek,  with  laugh  and  shout, 

the  happy  children  played. 

Urged    by  the    good    host's  daughter,  a 

maiden  young  and  fair. 
Lifting  to  light  her  sweet  blue  eyes  and 

pride  of  soft  brown  hair. 
The  master  of  the  village  school,  sleek  of 

hair  and  smooth  of  tongue. 
To  the  quaint  tune  of  some  old  psalm,  a 

husking-ballad  sung. 

THE  CORN-SONG 

Heap  high  the  farmer's  wintry  hoard  1 

Heap  high  the  golden  com  I 
No  richer  gift  has  Autumn  poured 

From  out  her  lavish  horn  I 

Let  other  lands,  exulting,  glean 

The  apple  from  the  pine. 
The  orange  from  its  glossy  green, 

The  cluster  from  the  vine  ; 

We  better  love  the  hardy  gift 

Our  rugged  vales  bestow, 
To  cheer  us  when  the  storm  shall  drift 

Our  harvest-fields  with  snow. 

Through  vales  of  grass  and  meads  of  flowers 
Our  ploughs  their  furrows  made, 


While  on  the  hills  the  sun  and  showers 
Of  changeful  April  played. 

We  dropped  the  seed  o'er  hill  and  plain 

Beneath  the  sun  of  May, 
And  frightened  from  our  sprouting  grain 

The  robber  crows  away. 

All  through  the  long,  bright  days  of  June 
Its  leaves  grew  green  and  fair, 

And  waved  in  hot  midsummer's  noon 
Its  soft  and  yellow  hair. 

And  now,  with  autumn's  moonlit  eves, 

Its  harvest-time  has  come, 
We  pluck  away  the  frosted  leaves. 

And  bear  the  treasure  home. 

There,  when  the  snows  about  us  drift, 

And  winter  winds  are  cold. 
Fair  hands  the  broken  grain  shall  sift. 

And  knead  its  meal  of  gold. 

Let  vapid  idlers  loll  in  silk 

Around  their  costly  board  ; 
Give  us  the  bowl  of  samp  and  milk, 

By  homespun  beauty  poured  ! 

Where'er  the  wide  old  kitchen  hearth 

Sends  up  its  smoky  curls, 
Who  will  not  thank  the  kindly  earth. 

And  bless  our  farmer  girls  I 

Th^n  shame  on  all  the  proud  and  vain^ 

Whose  folly  laughs  to  scorn 
The  blessing  of  our  hardy  grain, 

Our  wealth  of  golden  corn  I 

Let  earth  withhold  her  goodly  root, 

Let  mildew  blight  the  rye, 
Give  to  the  worm  the  orchard's  fruity 

The  wheat-field  to  the  fly  : 

But  let  the  good  old  crop  adorn 

The  hills  our  fathers  trod  ; 
Still  let  us,  for  his  golden  com. 

Send  up  our  thanks  to  God  I 


THE   REFORMER 

All  grim  and  soiled  and  brown  with  tai^ 

I  saw  a  Strong  One,  in  his  wrath, 
Smiting  the  gfodless  shrines  of  man 
Along  his  path. 


THE   REFORMER 
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beneath  her  trembling  dome, 
I  vain  her  ghostly  charm  : 
k.  within  his  g^ded  home 
;h  strange  alarm. 

[lis  secret  chambers  fled 
sunlight  bursting  in : 
er  pillow  o'er  her  head 
drown  the  din. 

b  implored,  "  yon  holy  pile  ; 
I,  old,  time-worn  turret  spare ; " 
ince,  kneeling  in  the  aisle, 
;d  out,  "  Forbear  I " 

1  Use,  who,  deaf  and  blind, 
r  his  old  accustomed  stone, 
s  staff,  and  wept  to  find 
seat  o'erthrown. 

.nee  raised  his  dreamy  eyes, 
.vith  paly  locks  of  gold,  — 
/'  he  asked  in  sad  surprise, 
le  fair,  the  old  ?  " 

ing  the  Strong  One's  stroke, 
flashed  his  axe's  gleam  ; 
ind  sick  of  heart  I  woke, 
from  a  dream. 

ide  the  dust-cloud  rolled, 
ir  seemed  the  Builder  too  ; 
from  the  ruined  Old 
w  the  New. 

le  ruin  of  the  bad,  — 
ig  of  the  wrong  and  ill  ; 
^ood  the  old  time  had 
s  living  still. 

le  brows  of  him  I  feared  ; 
which  awed  me  passed  away, 
ind  a  smile  which  cheered 
3  breaking  day. 

ew  green  on  battle-plains, 
•ded  war-mounds  grazed  the 

od  forging  from  his  chains 
spade  and  plough. 

led  the  fort,  pavilions  gay 
je  windows,  flower-entwined, 
ipon  the  peaceful  bay 
L  hills  behind. 


Through  vine-wreathed  cups  with  wine  onoe 
red. 
The  lights  on  brimming  crystal  fell. 
Drawn,  sparkling,  from  the  rivulet  head 
And  mossy  well. 

Through  prison   walls,   like   Heaven-sent 
hope. 
Fresh     breezes    blew,    and    sonbeams 
strayed. 
And  with  the  idle  gallows-rope 
The  young  child  played. 

Where  the  doomed  victim  in  his  cell 
Had  counted  o'er  the  weary  hours, 
Glad  school-girls,  answering  to  the  bell, 
Came  crowned  with  flowers. 

Grown  wiser  for  the  lesson  given, 

I  fear  no  longer,  for  I  know 
That,  where  the  share  is  deepest  driven. 
The  best  fruits  grow. 

The  outworn  rite,  the  old  abuse. 

The  pious  fraud  transparent  grown, 
The  good  held  captive  in  the  use 
Of  wrong  alone,  — 

These  wait  their  doom,  from  that  great  law 
Which  makes  the  past  time  serve  to-day  ; 
And  fresher  life  the  world  shall  draw 
From  their  decay. 

Oh,  backward-looking  son  of  time  1 

The  new  is  old,  the  old  is  new. 
The  cycle  of  a  change  sublime 
Still  sweeping  through. 

So  wisely  taught  the  Indian  seer  ; 

Destroying  Seva,  forming  Brahm, 
Who  wake  by  turns  Earth's  love  and  fear. 
Are  one,  the  same. 

Idly  as  thou,  in  that  old  day 

Thou  moumest,  did  thy  sire  repine  ; 
So,  in  his  time,  thy  child  grown  gray 
Shall  sigh  for  thine. 

But  life  shall  on  and  upward  go  ; 

Th'  eternal  step  of  Progress  beats 

To  that  great  anthem,  calm  and  slow. 

Which  Grod  repeats. 

Take  heart !  the  Waster  builds  again,  — 
A  charmed  life  old  Goodnesa  \:ia.<&v  \ 
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The  tares  may  perish,  but  the  grain 
Is  not  for  death. 

God  works  in  all  things  ;  all  obey 

His  first  propulsion  from  the  night : 
Wake  thou  and  watch  !  the  world  is  gray 
With  morning  light ! 


THE    PEACE    CONVENTION    AT 

BRUSSELS 

Still  in  thy  streets,  O  Paris  1  doth  the  stain 
Of  blood  defy  the  cleansing  autumn  rain  ; 
Still   breaks    the  smoke    Messina's    ruins 

through, 
And  Naples  mourns  that  new  Bartholomew, 
When  squalid  beggary,  for  a  dole  of  bread. 
At  a  crowned  murderer's  beck  of  license, 

fed 
The  yawning  trenches  with  her  noble  dead  ; 
Still,  doomed  Vienna,  through  thy  stately 

halls 
The  shell  goes  crashing  and  the  red  shot 

falls. 
And,  leaded  to  crush  thee,  on  the  Danube's 

side. 
The  bearded  Croat  and  Bosniak  spearman 

ride  ; 
Still  in  that  vale  where  Himalaya's  snow 
Melts  round  the  cornfields   and  the  vines 

below. 
The  Sikh's  hot  cannon,  answering  ball  for 

ball, 
Flames  in  the  breach  of  Moultan's  shattered 

wall  ; 
On  Chenab's  side  the  vulture  seeks  the  slain. 
And  Sutlej  paints  with  blood  its  banks  again. 

"What  folly,  then,"  the  faithless  critic 
cries, 

With  sneering  lip,  and  wise  world-knowing 
eyes, 

"  While  fort  to  fort,  and  post  to  post,  repeat 

The  ceaseless  challenge  of  the  war-drum's 
beat, 

And  round  the  green  earth,  to  the  church- 
bell's  chime, 

The  morning  drura-roU  of  the  camp  keeps 
time, 

To  dream  of  peace  amidst  a  world  in  arms, 

Of  swords  to  ploughshares  changed  by 
Scriptural  charms, 

Of  nations,  drunken  with  the  wine  of  blood, 


er- 


lew's 
Ganl, 


Staggering  to  take  the  Pledge  of 

hood. 
Like  tipplers  answering  Father  I^ 

The  sullen  Spaniard,  and  the  mad-c^ 
The  bull-dog  Briton,  yielding  but  yntii  life^ 
The  Yankee  swaggering  witH  hifl  bowie- 
knife, 
The  Russ,  from  banquets  with  the  i  Toltue 

shared. 
The  blood  still  dripping  from  Lis  amber 

beard,  1 

Quitting  their  mad  Berserker  danco  to  hear 
The  duU,  meek  droning  of  a  drab-c<^8eer ; 
Leaving  the  sport  of  Jnresidents  an^  KinA 
Where  men  for  dice  each  titled  bambler 


To  meet  alternate  on  the  Seine  and  "^liamei, 
For  tea  and  g^ossip,  like  old  country  dames  I 
No !  let  the  cravens  plead  the  weakling's 

cant. 
Let  Cobden  cipher,  and  let  Vincent  iant» 
Let    Sturge  preach  peace  to  demoeniitifl 

throngs. 
And  Burritt,  stammering  through  hia  hmh 

dred  tongues. 
Repeat,  in  all,  his  ghostly  lessons  o'er. 
Timed  to  the  pauses  of  Uie  battery's  roar; 
Check  Ban  or  Kaiser  with  the  barricade 
Of  '  Olive-leaves '  and  Resolutions  madsy 
Sp^e  guns  with  pointed  Scriptnre-teitib 

and  hope 
To  capsize  navies  with  a  windy  trope  ; 
Still  shall  the  glory  and  the  pomp  of  War 
Along  their  train  the    shouting  w^iHwmm 

draw  ; 
Still  dusty  Labor  to  the  passing  Brave 
His  cap  shall  doff,  and  Beauty's 

wave ; 
Still  shall  the  bard  to  Valor  tune  hia  son^ 
Still  Hero-worship  kneel  before  the  Strong ; 
Rosy  and  sleek,  the  sable-gowned  divine^ 
O'er  his  third  bottle  of  su&^g^stive  wine^ 
To    plumed  and  sworded  auditors,  thsll 

prove 
Their  trade  accordant  with   the   Law  of 

Love  ; 
And    Church    for    State,    and    State   foi 

Church,  shall  fight, 
And    both    agree,  that    Might    alone   ii 

Right ! " 
Despite  of  sneers  like  these,  O  faithful  h(fr% 
Who  dare  to  hold  God's  word  and 

true. 
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Whose  clear-eyed  faith  transcends  our  evil 

time, 
And  o'er  the  present  wilderness  of  crime 
Sees  the  calm  future,    with  its  robes  of 

green, 
Its    fleece-flecked    mountains,    and    soft 

streams  between,  — 
Still  keep  the  path  which  duty  bids  ye  tread 
Though  worldly  wisdom  shake  the  cautious 

head  ; 
No  truth  from  Heaven  descends  upon  our 

sphere. 
Without  the  greeting  of  the  skeptic's  sneer  ; 
Denied  and  mocked  at,  till  its  blessings  fall, 
Common  as  dew  and  sunshine,  over  ^1. 

Then,  o'er  Earth's  war -field,  till  the 

strife  shall  cease, 
Like  Morven's  harpers,  sing  your  song  of 

peace ; 
As  in  old  fable  rane^  the  Thracian's  lyre. 
Midst  howl  of  fiends  and  roar  of  penal  fire. 
Till  the  fierce  din  to  pleasing  murmurs  fell. 
And  love  subdued  the  maddened  heart  of 

heU. 
Lend,  once  again,  that  holy  song  a  tongue. 
Which  the  glad  angels  of  the  Advent  sung. 
Their  cradle-anthem  for  the  Saviour's  birth, 
Glory  to  God,  and  peace  unto  the  earth  ! 
Through  the  mad  discord  send  that  calming 

word 
Which  wind  and  wave  on  wild  Grennesareth 

beard, 
Lift  in  Christ's  name  his  Cross  ag^ainst  the 

Sword  I 
Not  vain  the  vision  which  the  prophets  saw. 
Skirting  with  green  the  fiery  waste  of  war, 
Through  the  hot  sand-gleam,  looming  soft 

and  calm 
On  the  sky's  rim,  the  fountain  -  shading 

palm. 
Still  lives  for  Earth,  which  fiends  so  long 

have  trod, 
The  great  hope  resting  on  the  truth  of 

God,— 
Evil  shall  cease  and  Violence  pass  away, 
And  the  tired  world  breathe  free  through 

a  long  Sabbath  day. 


THE  PRISONER  FOR  DEBT 

Before  the  law  authorizing  imprisonment  for 
debt  had  been  abolished  in  MaBsachusetts,  a 
levdlntionary  pensioner  was  confined  in  Charles- 


town  jail  for  a  d«»bt  of  fourteen  dollars,  and 
on  the  fourth  of  July  was  seen  waving  a  hand- 
kerchief from  the  bars  of  his  cell  in  honor  of 
the  day. 

Look  on  him  !  through  his  dungeon  grate. 

Feebly  and  cold,  the  morning  light 
Comes  stealing  round  him,  dim  and  late, 

As  if  it  loathed  the  si^ht. 
Reolinin?  on  his  strawy  bed. 
His  hand  upholds  his  drooping  head  ; 
His  bloodless  cheek  is  seamed  and  hs^d^ 
Unshorn  his  gray,  neglected  heard  ; 
And  o'er  his  bony  fin^rs  flow 
His  long,  dishevelled  locks  of  gnow. 

No  grateful  fire  before  him  glows, 
And  yet  the  winter's  breath  b  chill ; 

And  o'er  his  half-elad  person  goes 
The  frequent  ague  thrill  I 

Silent,  save  ever  and  anon, 

A  sound,  half  murmur  and  half  groan, 

Forces  apart  the  painful  grip 

Of  the  old  sufferer's  bearded  lip  ; 

Oh,  sad  and  crushing  is  the  fate 

Of  old  age  chained  and  desolate  1 

Just  God  !  why  lies  that  old  man  there  ? 

A  murderer  shares  his  prison  bed. 
Whose  eyeballs,  through  his  horrid  hair, 

Gleam  on  him,  fierce  and  red  ; 
And  the  rude  oath  and  heartless  jeer 
Fall  ever  on  his  loathing  ear, 
And,  or  in  wakefulness  or  sleep. 
Nerve,  flesh,  and  pulses  thrill  and  creep 
Whene'er  that  ruffian's  tossing  limb. 
Crimson  with  murder,  touches  him  I 

What  has  the  gray-haired  prisoner  done  ? 

Has  murder  stained  his  hands  with  gore  ? 
Not  so  ;  his  crime  's  a  fouler  one  ; 

God  made  the  old  man  poor  ! 
For  this  he  shares  a  felon  s  cell, 
The  fittest  earthly  type  of  hell ! 
For  this,  the  boon  for  which  he  poured 
His  young  blood  on  the  invader  s  swozd, 
And  counted  light  the  fearful  cost, 
His  blood-gained  liberty  is  lost ! 

And  so,  for  such  a  place  of  rest. 

Old  prisoner,  dropped  thy  blood  as  rain 

On  Concord's  field,  and  Bunker's  crest. 
And  Saratoga's  plain  ? 

Look  forth,  thou  man  of  many  scars. 

Through  thy  dim  dungeon's  irox\.VAss^\ 
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It  must  be  joy,  in  sooth,  to  see 
Yon  monument  upreared  to  thee  ; 
Piled  granite  and  a  prison  cell,  — 
The  land  repays  thy  service  well  1 

Go,  ring  the  bells  and  fire  the  guns. 
And  fling  the  starry  banner  out ; 
Shout  "  Freedom  I "  till  your  lisping  ones 

Give  back  their  cradle-shout ; 
Let  boastful  eloquence  declaim 
Of  honor,  liberty,  and  fame  ; 
Still  let  the  poet's  strain  be  heard. 
With  glory  for  each  second  word. 
And  everything  with  breath  agree 
To  praise  "  our  glorious  liberty  "  1 

But  when  the  patron  cannon  jars 
That  prison's  cold  and  gloomy  wall. 

And  through  its  grates  the  stripes  and  stars 
Rise  on  the  wiud,  and  fall, 

Think  ye  that  prisoner's  aged  ear 

Rejoices  in  the  general  cheer  ? 

Think  ye  his  dim  and  failing  eye 

Is  kindled  at  your  pageantry  ? 

Sorrowing  of  soul,  and  chained  of  limb. 

What  is  your  carnival  to  him  ? 

Down  with  the  law  that  binds  him  thus  1 

Unworthy  freemen,  let  it  find 
No  refuge  from  the  withering  curse 

Of  god  and  human-kind  ! 
Open  the  prison's  living  tomb. 
And  usher  from  its  brooding  gloom 
The  victims  of  your  savage  code 
To  the  free  sun  and  air  of  God  ; 
No  longer  dare  as  crime  to  brand 
The  chastening  of  the  Almighty's  hand. 


THE   CHRISTIAN   TOURISTS 

The  reader  of  the  biography  of  William 
Allen,  the  philanthropic  aasooiate  of  Clarkson 
and  Romilly,  cannot  fail  to  admire  his  simple 
and  beautiful  record  of  a  tour  through  Europe, 
in  the  years  1818  and  1819,  in  the  company  of 
his  American  friend,  Stephen  Grellett. 

No  aimless  wanderers,  by  the  fiend  Unrest 
Goaded  from  shore  to  shore  ; 

No  schoolmen,   turning,   in    their    classic 
quest, 
The  leaves  of  empire  o'er. 

Simple  of  faith,  and  bearing  in  their  hearts 
The  love  of  man  and  God, 


Isles  of  old  song,  the  Moslem's  ancient 
marts. 
And  Scythia's  steppes,  they  trod. 

Where  the  Ions  shadows  of  the  fir  and  pine 

In  the  night  sun  are  cast. 
And  the  deep  heart  of  many  a  NorUmd 
mine 
Quakes  at  each  riving  blast ; 
Where,    in    barbaric    grandeur,    Moskwa 
stands, 
A  baptized  Scythian  queen. 
With  Europe's  arts  and  Asia's  jewelled 
hands. 
The  North  and  East  between  1 

Where  still,  through  vales  of  Grecian  faUe 
stray 
The  classic  forms  of  yore. 
And  beauty  smiles,  new  risen  from  th0 
spray. 
Ana  Dian  weeps  once  more  ; 
Where  every  tongue  in  Smyrna's  mart  »• 
sounos  ; 
And  Stamboul  from  the  sea 
Lifts  her  tall  minarets  over  burial-groandl 
Black  with  the  cypress-tree  ! 

From  Malta's  temples  to  the  gates  of  BooMb 

Following  the  track  of  Faul, 
And  where  the  Alps  gird  round  the  Switi*    i 
er's  home 

Their  vast,  eternal  wall ; 
They  paused  not  by  the  ruins  of  old  time^ 

They  scanned  no  pictures  rare. 
Nor  lingered  where  the  snow-locked  mom- 
tains  climb 

The  cold  abyss  of  air  ! 

But  unto  prisons,  where  men  lay  in  ohainib 

To  haunts  where  Hunger  pined, 
To  kings  and  courts  forgetful  of  the  paiii 

And  wants  of  human-kind, 
Scattering  sweet  words,  and  quiet  deeds  d 
good. 

Along  their  way,  like  flowers. 
Or  pleading,  as  Christ's  freemen  only  coolA 

With  princes  and  with  powers  ; 

Their  single  aim  the  purpose  to  fulfil 

Of  Truth,  from  day  to  day. 
Simply  obedient  to  its  guiding  will, 

They  held  their  pilgrim  way. 
Yet  dream  not,  hence,  the  beautiful  and  oU 

Were  wasted  on  their  sight. 
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Who  in  the  school  of  Christ  had  learned  to 
hold 
All  outward  things  aright. 

Not  less  to  them  the  breath  of  vineyards 
blown 

From  off  the  Cyprian  shore, 
Not  less  for  them  the  Alps  in  sunset  shone. 

That  man  they  valued  more. 
A  life  of  beauty  lends  to  all  it  sees 

The  beauty  of  its  thought ; 
And  fairest  forms  and  sweetest  harmonies 

Make  glad  its  way,  unsought. 

In  sweet  accordanoy  of  praise  and  love, 

The  singing  waters  run  ; 
And  sunset  mountains  wear  in  light  above 

The  smile  of  duty  done  ; 
Sure   stands  the  promise, —  ever  to  the 
meek 

A  heritage  is  given  ; 
Nor  lose  they  Earth  who,  single-hearted, 
seek 

The  righteousness  of  Heaven  1 


THE   MEN    OF   OLD 

Well  speed  thy  mission,  bold  Iconoclast ! 
Yet  all  unworthy  of  its  trust  thou  art. 
If,   with    dry   eye,  and  cold,   unloving 
heart, 
Thou  tread'st  the  solenm  Pantheon  of  the 
Past, 
By   the    great    Future's  dazzling  hope 

made  blind 
To  all  the  beauty,  power,  and  truth  be- 
hind. 
Not  without  reverent  awe  shouldst  thou 
put  by 
The  cypress  branches  and  the  amaranth 

blooms, 
Where,  with  clasped   hands  of  prayer, 
upon  their  tombs 
The  effigies  of  old  confessors  lie, 
God's  witnesses  ;  the  voices  of  His  will, 
Heard  in  the  slow  march  of  the  centuries 

still ! 
Such   were   the   men   at   whose   rebuking 

frown. 
Dark  with  (Jod's  wrath,  the  tyrant's  knee 

went  down  ; 
8ach  from  the  terrors  of  the  guilty  drew 
The  vassal's  freedom  and  the  poor  man's 
due. 


St.  Anselm  (may  he  rest  forevermore 
In  Heaven's  sweet  peace  1)  forbade,  of 

old,  the  sale 
Of  men  as  slaves,  and  from  the  sacred 

pale 
Hurled  the  Northumbrian  buyers  of  the 

poor. 
To  ransom  souls  from  bonds  and  evU  fate 
St.   Ambrose    melted    down    the    sacred 

plate,  — 
Imag^  of  saint,  the  chalice,  and  the  piz. 
Crosses  of  gold,  and  silver  candlesticks. 
"  Man  is  worth  more  than  temples ! "  he 

replied 
To  such  as  came  his  holy  work  to  chide. 
And  brave  Cesarius,  stripping  altars  bare, 
And  coining  from  the  Abbey's  golden 

hoard 
The  captive's  freedom,  <  answered   to  the 

prayer 
Or  threat  of  those  whose  fierce  zeal  for 

the  Lord 
Stifled  their  love  of  man,  —  "An  earthen 

dish 
The  last  sad  supper  of  the  Master  bore  : 
Most  miserable  sinners  !  do  ye  wish 

More  than  your  Lord,  and  grudge  His 

dying  poor 
What  your  ovm  pride  and  not  His  need 

requires  ? 
Souls,   than    these    shining    gauds.  He 

values  more  : 
Mercy,  not  sacrifice.  His  heart  desires  ! " 
O  faithful  worthies  !  resting  far  behind 
In  your  dark  ages,  since  ye  fell  asleep. 
Much  has  been  done  for  truth  and  human- 
kind ; 
Shadows  are  scattered  wherein  ye  groped 

blind ; 
Man  claims   his   birthright,  freer  pulses 

leap 
Through  peoples  driven  in  your  day  like 

sheep  ; 
Yet,  like  your  own,  our  age's  sphere  of 

light. 
Though  widening  still,  is  walled  around  by 

night  ; 
With  slow,  reluctant  eye,  the  Church  has 

read. 
Skeptic  at  heart,  the  lessons  of  its  Head  ; 
Counting,  too  oft,  its  living  members  less 
Than  the  wall's  garnish  and  the  pulpit's 

dress  ; 
World-moving  zeal^  with  power  to  bless 

and  feed 
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Life's    fainting    pilg^ms,  to    their    utter 

need, 
Listead  of  bread,  holds  out  the  stone  of 

creed ; 
Sect  builds  and  worships  where  its  wealth 

and  pride 
And  vanity  stand  shrined  and  deified, 
Careless  that  in  the  shadow  of  its  walls 
God's  living  temple  into  ruin  falls. 
We  need,  methinks,  the  prophet-hero  still, 
Saints  true  of  life,  and  martyrs  strong  of 

will, 
To  tread  the  land,  even  now,  as  Xavier 

trod 
The  streets  of  6oa,  barefoot,  with  his 

bell. 
Proclaiming  freedom  in  the  name  of  God, 
And  startling  tyrants  with  the  fear  of 

heU! 
Soft    words,    smooth     prophecies,     are 

doubtless  well  ; 
But  to  rebuke  the  age's  popular  crime. 
We  need  the  souls  of  fire,  the  hearts  of 

that  old  time  I 


TO   PIUS    IX 

The  writer  of  these  lines  is  no  enemy  of 
Catholics.  He  has,  on  more  than  one  occa- 
sion, exposed  himself  to  the  censures  of  his 
Protestant  brethren,  by  his  strenaons  endea- 
vors to  procure  indemnification  for  the  own- 
ers of  the  convent  destroyed  near  Boston. 
He  defended  the  cause  of  the  Irish  patriots 
long  before  it  had  become  popular  in  this 
country ;  and  he  was  one  of  the  first  to  urge 
the  most  liberal  aid  to  the  suffering  and  starv- 
ing population  of  the  Catholic  island.  The 
severity  of  his  language  finds  its  ample  apol- 
ogy in  the  reluctant  confession  of  one  of  the 
most  eminent  Romish  priests,  the  eloquent 
and  devoted  Father  Ventura. 

The  cannon's  brazen  lips  are  cold  ; 

No  red  shell  blazes  down  the  air  ; 
And  street  and  tower,  and  temple  old, 

Are  silent  as  despair. 

The  Lombard  stands  no  more  at  bay, 
Rome's  fresh  young  life  has  bled  in  vain; 

The  ravens  scattered  by  the  day 
Come  back  with  night  again. 

Now,  while  the  fratricides  of  France 
Are  treading  on  the  neck  of  Rome, 


Hider  at  Gaeta,  seize  thy  chance  1 
Coward  and  cruel,  come  ! 

Creep  now  from  Naples'  bloody  skirt  ; 

Thy  mummer's  part  was  acted  well, 
While  Rome,  with  steel  and  fire  begirt. 

Before  thy  crusade  fell  I 

Her  death-groans  answered  to  thy  prayer  ; 

Thy  chant,  the  drum  and  bugle-call  ; 
Thy  lights,  the  burning  villa's  glare  ; 

Thy  beads,  the  shell  and  ball  I 

Let  Austria  clear  thy  way,  with  hands 
Foul  from  Ancona's  cruel  sack. 

And  Naples,  with  his  dastard  bands 
Of  murderers,  lead  thee  back  I 

Rome's  lips  are  dumb  ;  the  orphan's  wail, 
The  mother's  shriek,  thou  mayst  not  hesi 

Above  the  faithless  Frenchman's  hail, 
The  unsezed  shaveling's  cheer  I 

Go,  bind  on  Rome  her  cast-off  weight, 
The  double  curse  of  crook  and  crown, 

Though  woman's  scorn  and  manhood^s  hate 
From  wall  and  roof  flash  down ! 

Nor  heed  those  blood-stains  on  the  wall» 
Not  Tiber's  flood  can  wash  away, 

Where,  in  thy  stately  Quirinal, 
Thy  mangled  victims  lay  I 

Let  the  world  murmur  ;  let  its  cry 
Of  horror  and  disgust  be  heard  ; 

Truth  stands  alone  ;  thy  coward  lie 
Is  backed  by  lance  and  sword  ! 

The  cannon  of  St.  Angelo, 

And  chanting  priest  and  clanging  beO, 
And  beat  of  drum  and  bugle  blow, 

Shall  greet  thy  coming  well ! 

Let  lips  of  iron  and  tongues  of  slaves 
Fit  welcome  g^ve  thee  ;  for  her  part, 

Rome,  frowning  o'er  her  new-made  g^ve^ 
Shall  curse  thee  from  her  heart  1 

No  wreaths  of  sad  Campagna's  flowers 
Shall  childhood  in  thy  pathway  fling ; 

No  garlands  from  their  ravaged  bowers 
Shall  Terni's  maidens  bring  ; 


But,  hateful  as  that  tyrant  old, 
I       The  mocking  witness  of  his  crime* 
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In  thee  shall  loathing  eyes  behold 
The  Nero  of  our  time  I 

Stand  where  Rome's  blood  was  freest  shed, 
Mock  Heaven  with  impious  thanks   and 
call 

Its  curses  on  the  patriot  dead, 
Its  blessings  on  the  Graul  I 

Or  sit  upon  thy  throne  of  lies, 

A  poor,  mean  idol,  blood-besmeared. 

Whom  even  its  worshippers  despise, 
Unhonored,  unreyered ! 

Yet,  Scandal  of  the  World  I  from  thee 
One  needful  truth  mankind  shall  learn  : 

That  kings  and  priests  to  Liberty 
And  Grod  are  false  in  turn. 

Earth  wearies  of  them  ;  and  the  long 
Meek  sufferance  of  the  Heavens  doth 
fail : 

Woe  for  weak  tyrants,  when  the  strong 
Wake,  struggle,  and  prevail ! 

Not  vainly  Roman  hearts  have  bled 
To  feed  the  Crosier  and  the  Crown, 

If,  roused  thereby,  the  world  shall  tread 
The  twin-bom  vampires  down  I 


CALEF   IN   BOSTON 
1692 

In  the  solemn  days  of  old. 
Two  men  met  in  Boston  town. 

One  a  tradesman  frank  and  bold. 
One  a  preacher  of  renown. 

Cried  the  last,  in  bitter  tone  : 
"  Poisoner  of  the  wells  of  truth  I 

Satan's  hireling,  thou  hast  sown 

With  his  tares  the  heart  of  youth  !  *' 

Spake  the  simple  tradesman  then, 
"  God  be  judge  'twixt  thee  and  me  ; 

All  thou  knowest  of  truth  hath  been 
Once  a  lie  to  men  like  thee. 

^  Falsehoods  which  we  spurn  to-day 
Were  the  truths  of  long  ago  ; 
Let  the  dead  boughs  fall  away, 
Fresher  shall  the  living  grow. 


n 


Grod  is  ffood  and  God  is  light. 
In  this  faith  I  rest  secure  ; 

Evil  can  but  serve  the  right, 
Over  all  shall  love  endure. 


"  Of  your  spectral  puppet  play 

I  have  traced  the  cunning  wires ; 
Come  what  will,  I  needs  must  say, 
God  is  true,  and  ye  are  liars." 

When  the  thought  of  man  is  free, 
Error  fears  its  lightest  tones  ; 

So  the  priest  cried,  **  Sadducee  1  ** 
And  the  people  took  up  stones. 

In  the  ancient  burying-ground, 
Side  by  side  the  twain  now  lie  ; 

One  with  humble  g^rassv  mound. 
One  with  marbles  psue  and  high. 

But  the  Lord  hath  blest  the  seed 

Which  that  tradesman  scattered  then. 

And  the  preacher's  spectral  creed 
Chills  no  more  the  blood  of  men. 

Let  us  trust,  to  one  is  known 

Perfect  love  which  casts  out  fear» 

While  the  other's  joys  atone 
For  the  wrong  he  suffered  here. 


OUR   STATE 

[Origjnally  entitled  Dedication  of  a  School- 
house.  It  was  written  for  the  dedication  servioes 
of  a  new  school  building  in  Newbury,  Mass.] 

• 

The  South-land  boasts  its  teeming  cane. 
The  prairied  West  its  heavy  gp^n. 
And  sunset's  radiant  g^tcs  unfold 
On  rising  marts  and  sands  of  gold  ! 

Rough,  bleak,  and  hard,  our  little  State 
Is  scant  of  soil,  of  limits  strait ; 
Her  yellow  sands  are  sands  alone, 
Her  only  mines  are  ice  and  stone  ! 

From  Autumn  frost  to  April  rain. 
Too  long  her  winter  woods  complain  ; 
From  budding  flower  to  falling  leaf, 
Her  summer  time  is  all  too  brief. 

Tet,  on  her  rocks,  and  on  her  sands. 
And  wintry  hills,  the  school-house  stands. 
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And  what  her  rugged  soil  denies, 
The  harvest  of  the  mind  supplies. 

The  riches  of  the  Commonwealth 
Are  free,  strong  minds,  and  hearts  of  health ; 
And  more  to  her  than  gold  or  grain, 
The  canning  hand  and  cultured  brain. 

For  well  she  keeps  her  ancient  stock, 
The  stubborn  strength  of  Pilgrim  Rock  ; 
And  still  maintains,  with  milder  laws. 
And  clearer  light,  the  Good  Old  Cause  I 

Nor  heeds  the  skeptic's  puny  hands, 
While  near  her  school  the  church -spire 

stands ; 
Nor  fears  the  blinded  bigot's  rule, 
While  near  her  church -spire  stands  the 

school. 


THE   PRISONERS   OF   NAPLES 

I  HAVE  been  thinking  of  the  victims  bound 

In  Naples,  dying  for  the  lack  of  air 

And  sunshine,  in  their  close,  damp  cells  of 

pain. 
Where  hope  is  not,  and  innocence  in  vain 
Appeals  against  the  torture  and  the  chain  ! 
Unfortunates  !  whose  crime  it  was  to  share 
Our  common  love  of  freedom,  and  to  dare, 
In  its  behalf,  Rome's  harlot  triple-crowned. 
And  her  base  pander,  the  most  hateful 

thing 
Who  upon  Christian  or  on  Pagfan  ground 
Makes  vile  the  old  heroic  name  of  king. 
O  Grod  most  merciful !     Father  just  and 

kind ! 
Whom  man  hath  bound  let  thy  right  hand 

unbind. 
Or,  if  thy  purposes  of  good  behind 
Their  ills  lie  hidden,  let  the  sufferers  find 
Strong  consolations ;   leave   them  not  to 

doubt 
Thy  providential  care,  nor  yet  without 
The  nope  which  all  thy  attributes  inspire, 
That   not  in   vain    the   martyr's  robe    of 

fire 
Is  worn,  nor  the   sad  prisoner's   fretting 

chain  ; 
Since   all   who  suffer  for  thy  truth  send 

forth, 
Electrical,  with  every  throb  of  pain. 
Unquenchable  sparl^,  thy  own  baptismal 

rain 


Of  fire  and  spirit  over  all  the  earth. 
Making  the  dead  in  slavery  live  again. 
Let  this  great  hope  be  with  them,  as  they 

lie 
Shut  from  the  light,  the  gpreenness,  and  the 

sky; 
From  the  cool  waters  and  the  pleasant 

breeze. 
The  smell  of  flowers,  and  shade  of  summer 

trees  ; 
Bound  with   the   felon  lepers,  whom   dis- 
ease 
And  sins  abhorred  make  loathsome  ;  let 

them  share 
Pellico's  faith,  Foresti's  strength  to  bear 
Years  of  unutterable   torment,  stem  and 

still, 
As  the  chained  Titan  victor  through  his 

will! 
Comfort  them  with  thy  future  ;  let  them 

see 
The  day-dawn  of  Italian  liberty ; 
For  that,  with  all  good  things,  is  hid  with 

Thee, 
And,  perfect  in  thy  thought,  awaits  its  time 

to  be  ! 

I,  who  have  spoken  for  freedom  at  the 
cost 

Of  some  weak  friendships,  or  some  paltry 
prize 

Of  name  or  place,  and  more  than  I  have 
lost 

Have  i^ained  in  wider  reach  of  sympathies, 

And  free  communion  with  the  good  and 
wise  ; 

May  €U)d  forbid  that  I  should  ever  boast 

Such  easy  self-denial,  or  repine 

That  the  strong  pulse  of  health  no  more  is 
mine  ; 

That,  overworn  at  noonday,  I  must  yield 

To  other  hands  the  gleaning  of  the  field  ; 

A  tired  on-looker  through  the  day's  de- 
cline. 

For  blest  beyond  deserving  still,  and  know- 
ing 

That  kindly  Providence  its  care  is  show- 

In  the  withdrawal  as  in  the  bestowing. 
Scarcely  I  dare  for  more  or  less  to  pray. 
Beautiful  yet  for  me  this  autumn  day 
Melts  on  its  sunset  hills  ;  and,  far  away. 
For  .ne  the  Ocean  lifts  its  solemn  psalm, 
To  me  the  pine-woods  whisper ;  and  for 
me 
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Yon  river,  winding  through  its   vales  of 

.  calm, 
By  gi*eenest  banks,  with    asters  purple- 

L«tarred, 
And  gentian  bloom  and  golden-rod  made 

Flows  down  in  silent  gladness  to  the  sea, 
Like  a  pore  spirit  to  its  great  reward  1 

Nor  lack  I  friends,  long-tried  and  near  and 

dear, 
Whose  love  is  round  me  like  this  atmos- 
phere, 
Warm,  soft,  and"golden.     For  such  gifts  to 

me 
What  shall  I  render,  O  my  God,  to  thee  ? 
Let  me  not  dwell  upon  my  lighter  share 
Of  pain  and  ill  that  human  life  must  bear  ; 
Save  me  from  selfish  pining ;  let  my  heart. 
Drawn  from  itself  in  sympathy,  forget 
The  bitter  longings  of  a  vain  regret. 
The  anguish  of  its  own  peculiar  smart. 
Remenibering  others,  as  I  have  to-day. 
In  their  great  sorrows,  let  me  live  alway 
Not  for  myself  alone,  but  have  a  part, 
Such  as  a  frail  and  erring  spirit  may, 
In  love  which  is  of  Thee,  and  which  indeed 
Thou  art ! 


THE   PEACE  OF   EUROPE 

^  Great  peace  in  Europe  !     Order  reigns 
From  Tiber's  hilb  to  Danube's  plains  I  " 
So  say  her  kings  and  priests  ;  so  say 
The  lying  prophets  of  our  day. 

Go  lay  to  earth  a  listening  ear  ; 
The  tramp  of  measured  marches  hear  ; 
The  rolling  of  the  cannon's  wheel. 
The  shotted  musket's  murderous  peal. 
The  night  alarm,  the  sentry's  call. 
The  quick-eared  spy  in  hut  and  hsdl  I 
From  Polar  sea  and  tropic  fen 
The  dying-groans  of  exiled  men  I 
The  bolted  cell,  the  galley's  chains, 
The  scaffold  smoking  with  its  stains  I 
Order,  the  hush  of  brooding  slaves  ! 
Peace,  in  the  dungeon-vaults  and  graves  ! 

O  Fisher  I  of  the  world-wide  net, 
With  meshes  in  all  waters  set, 
Whose  fabled  keys  of  heaven  and  hell 
Bolt  hard  the  patriot's  prison-cell. 
And  open  wide  the  banquet-hall. 


Where  kings  and  priests  hold  carnival  1 

Weak  vassal  tricked  in  roval  guise^ 

Boy  Kaiser  with  thy  lip  of  lies  ; 

Base  gambler  for  Napoleon''s  crown. 

Barnacle  on  his  dead  renown  ! 

Thou,  Bourbon  Neapolitan, 

Crowned  scandal,  loathed  of  God  and  man ; 

And  thou,  fell  Spider  of  the  North  I 

Stretching  thy  g^ant  feelers  forth. 

Within  whose  web  the  freedom  dies 

Of  nations  eaten  up  like  flies  ! 

Speak,   Prince    and    Kaiser^     Priest    and 

Czar  I 
If  this  be  Peace,  pray  what  is  War  ? 

White  Ang^l  of  the  Lord  !  unmeet 

That  soil  accursed  for  thy  pure  feet. 

Never  in  Slavery's  desert  flows 

The  fountain  of  thy  charmed  repose  ; 

No  tyrant's  hand  thy  chaplet  weaves 

Of  inies  and  of  olive-leaves  ; 

Not  with  the  wicked  shalt  thou  dwell. 

Thus  saith  the  Eternal  Oracle  ; 

Thy  home  is  with  the  pure  and  free  1 

Stern  herald  of  thy  better  day. 

Before  thee,  to  prepare  thy  way. 

The  Baptist  Shade  of  Liberty, 

Gray,  scarred  and  hairy-robed,  must  press 

With  bleeding  feet  the  wilderness  I 

Oh  that  its  voice  might  pierce  the  ear 

Of  princes,  trembling  while  they  hear 

A  cry  as  of  the  Hebrew  seer  : 

Repent !  Grod's  kingdom  draweth  near  ! 


ASTRyEA 

"  Jore  means  to  aettle 
Astraa  in  her  seat  again, 
And  let  down  from  his  golden  chain 

An  age  of  better  metal." 

Bur  JomoH,  161S. 

O  POET  rare  and  old  ! 

Thy  words  are  prophecies  ; 
Forward  the  age  of  gold, 

The  new  Saturnian  lies. 

The  universal  prayer 

And  hope  are  not  in  vain  ; 

Rise,  brothers  !  and  prepare 
The  way  for  Saturn's  reign. 

Perish  shall  all  which  takes 
From  labor's  board  and  can  ; 

Perish  shall  all  which  makes 
A  spaniel  of  the  majCL^. 
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Free  from  its  bonds  the  mind, 
The  body  from  the  rod  ; 

Broken  all  chains  that  bind 
The  image  of  our  God. 

Jost  men  no  longer  pine 
Behind  their  prison-bars ; 

Through  the  rent  dungeon  shine 
The  free  sun  and  the  stars. 

Earth  own,  at  last,  untrod 
By  sect,  or  caste,  or  clan, 

The  fatherhood  of  God, 
The  brotherhood  of  man  ! 

Fraud  fail,  craft  perish,  forth 
The  money-changers  driven, 

And  God's  will  done  on  earth. 
As  now  in  heaven  I 


THE    DISENTHRALLED 

He  had  bowed  down  to  drunkenness, 

An  abject  worshipper : 
The  pride  of  manhood's  pulse  had  grown 

Too  faint  and  cold  to  stir  ; 
And  he  had  given  his  spirit  up 

To  the  unblessed  thrall. 
And  bowing  to  the  poison  cup. 

He  gloried  in  his  fall  I 

There  came  a  change  —  the  cloud  rolled  off. 

And  light  fell  on  his  brain  — 
And  like  the  passing  of  a  dream 

That  cometh  not  again. 
The  shadow  of  the  spirit  fled. 

He  saw  the  gulf  before, 
He  shuddered  at  the  waste  behind. 

And  was  a  man  once  more. 

He  shook  the  serpent  folds  away. 

That  gathered  round  his  heart, 
As  shakes  the  swaying  forest-oak 

Its  poison  vine  apart ; 
He  stood  erect ;  returning  pride 

Grew  terrible  within, 
And  conscience  sat  in  judgment,  on 

His  most  familiar  sin. 

The  light  of  Intellect  again 

Along  his  pathway  shone  ; 
And  Reason  like  a  monarch  sat 

Upon  his  olden  throne. 


The  honored  and  the  wise  once  mor^ 
Within  his  presence  came  ; 

And  lingered  oft  on  lovely  lips 
His  once  forbidden  name. 

There  may  be  glory  in  the  migh^ 

That  treadeth  nations  down; 
Wreaths  for  the  crimson  conqivftror. 

Pride  for  the  kingly  crown , 
But  nobler  is  that  triumph  himr. 

The  disenthralled  shall  find, 
When  evil  passion  boweth  down 

Unto  the  Godlike  mind  I 


THE     POOR    VOTER     ON     ELEC 
TION    DAY 

The  proudest  now  is  but  my  peer, 

The  highest  not  more  high  ; 
To-day,  of  all  the  weary  year, 

A  lung  of  men  am  I. 
To-day  sdike  are  great  and  small. 

The  nameless  and  the  known  ; 
My  palace  is  the  people's  hall. 

The  ballot-box  my  throne  I 

Who  serves  to-day  upon  the  list 

Beside  the  served  shall  stand ; 
Alike  the  brown  and  wrinkled  fist. 

The  gloved  and  dainty  hand  1 
The  rich  is  level  with  the  poor, 

The  weak  is  strong  to-day  ; 
And  sleekest  broadcloth  counts  no  more 

Than  homespun  frock  of  gray. 

To-day  let  pomp  and  vain  pretence 

My  stubborn  right  abide  ; 
I  set  a  plain  man*s  common  sense 

Against  the  pedant's  pride. 
To-day  shall  simple  manhood  try 

The  strength  of  gold  and  land  ; 
The  wide  world  has  not  wealth  to  buy 

The  power  in  my  right  hand  I 

While  there  's  a  grief  to  seek  redress. 

Or  balance  to  adjust, 
Where  weighs  our  living  manhood  less 

Than  Mammon  's  vilest  dust,  — 
While  there  's  a  right  to  need  my  vote, 

A  wrong  to  sweep  away. 
Up  !  clouted  knee  and  ragged  coat  1 

A  man  's  a  man  to-day  1 


THE  DREAM   OF  PIO  NONO 
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THE  DREAM  OF  PIO  NONO 

It  chanced  that  while  the  pious  troops  of 
France 
Fought  in  the  crusade  Pio  Nono  preached, 
What  time  the  holy  Bourhons  stayed  his 

hands 
(The  Hur  and  Aaron  meet   for  such  a 

Moses), 
Stretched  forth  from  Naples  towards  rebel- 
lious Rome 
To  bless  the  ministry  of  Oudlnot, 
And  sanctify  his  iron  homilies 
And  sharp  persuasions  of  the  bayonet, 
That  the  great  pontiff    fell  asleep,   and 
dreamed. 

He  stood  by  Lake  Tiberias,  in  the  sun 
Of    the   bright    Orient ;  and  beheld    the 

lame, 
The  sick,  and  blind,  kneel  at  the  Master's 

feet, 
And  rise  up  whole.    And,  sweetly  over 

all. 
Dropping  the  ladder  of  their  hymn  of  praise 
From  heaven  to  earth,  in  silver  rounds  of 

song, 
He  heard  the  blessed  angels  sing  of  peace, 
Good-will  to  man,  and  glory  to  the  Lord. 

Then  one,  with  feet  unshod,  and  leathern 

face 
Hardened  and  darkened  by  fierce  summer 

suns 
And  hot  winds  of  the  desert,  closer  drew 
His  fisher's  haick,  and  girded  up  his  loins. 
And  spake,  as  one  who  had  authority  : 
**  Come  thou  with  me." 

Lakeside  and  eastern  sky 
And  the  sweet  song  of  angels  passed  away. 
And,  with  a  dream's  alacrity  of  change. 
The  priest,  and  the   swart  fisher  by  his 

side, 
Beheld  the  Eternal  City  lift  its  domes 
And  solemn  fanes  and  monumental  pomp 
Above  the  waste  Campagna.     On  the  huls 
The  blaze  of  burning  villas  rose  and  fell, 
And  momently  the  mortar's  iron  throat 
Roared  from  the  trenches  ;  and,  within  the 

walls, 
Sharp  crash  of  shells,  low  groans  of  human 

pain, 


Shout,  drum  beat,  and  the  clanging  larum- 

bell. 
And  tramp  of  hosts,  sent  up  a  mingled 

sound. 
Half  wail  and  half  defiance.    As  they  passed 
The  gate  of  San  Pancrazio,  human  blood 
Flowed  ankle-high  about  them,  and  dead 

men 
Choked  the  long  street  with  gashed  and 

goiy  piles,  — 
A  ghastly  barricade  of  mangled  flesh. 
From  which,  at  times,  quivered  a  living 

hand. 
And  white  lips  moved   and   moaned.    A 

father  tore 
His  gray  hairs,  by  the  body  of  his  son, 
Li  frenzy  ;  and  his  fair  young  daughter 

wept 
On  his  ola  bosom.     Suddenly  a  flash 
Clove  the  thick  sulphurous  air,  and  man 

and  maid 
Sank,  crushed  and  mangled  by  the  shatter- 
ing shell. 

Then  spake  the  Galilean:  "Thou  hast 
seen 

The  blessed  Master  and  His  works  of  love; 

Look  now  on  thine  !  Hear'st  thou  the 
aneels  sing 

Above  this  open  hell  ?  Thou  God's  high- 
priest  I 

Thou  the  Vicegerent  of  the  Prince  of  Peace  I 

Thou  the  successor  of  His  chosen  ones  I 

I,  Peter,  fisherman  of  Galilee, 

In  the  dear  Master's  name,  and  for  the 
love 

Of  His  true  Church,  proclaim  thee  Anti- 
christ, 

Alien  and  separate  from  His  holy  faith 

Wide  as  the  difference  between  death  and 
life, 

The  hate  of  man  and  the  great  love  of  God  I 

Hence,  and  repent  I  " 

Thereat  the  pontiff  woke. 
Trembling,  and  muttering  o'er  his  fearful 

dream. 
"  What   means  he  ? "  cried  the  Bonrboa 

"  Nothing  more 
Than  that  your  majesty  hath  all  too  well 
Catered  for  your  poor  guests,  and  that,  in 

sooth, 
The  Holy  Father's  supper  troubleth  him," 
Said  Cardinal  Antonelli,  with  a  smile. 
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THE  VOICES 

"  Why  nrge  the  long,  unequal  fight, 
Since  Truth  has  fallen  in  the  street, 

Or  lift  anew  the  trampled  light, 

Quenched  hy  the  heedless  million's  feet  ? 

**  Give  o'er  the  thankless  task  ;  forsake 
The  fools  who  know  not  ill  from  good  : 

Eat,  drink,  enjoy  thy  own,  and  take 
Thine  ease  among  the  multitude. 

**  Live  out  thyself  ;  with  others  share 
Thy  proper  life  no  more  ;  assume 

The  unconcern  of  sun  and  air, 
For  life  or  death,  or  hlight  or  bloom. 

**  The  mountain  pine  looks  calmly  on 
The    fires  that  scourge  the  plains  be- 
low. 

Nor  heeds  the  eagle  in  the  sun 

The  small  birds  piping  in  the  snow  I 

**  The  world  is  God's,  not  thine  ;  let  Him 
Work  out  a  change,  if  change  must  be  : 

The  hand  that  planted  best  can  trim 
And  nurse  the  old  unfruitful  tree." 

So  spake  the  Tempter,  when  the  light 
Or  sun  and  stars  had  left  the  sky  ; 

I  listened,  through  the  cloud  and  night. 
And  heard,  methonght,  a  voice  reply  : 

**  That  task  may  well  seem  over-hard, 
Who  scatterest  in  a  thankless  soil 

Thy  life  as  seed,  with  no  reward 
Save  that  which  Duty  g^ves  to  Toil. 

**  Not  wholly  is  thy  heart  resigned 
To  Heaven's  benign  and  just  decree, 

Which,  linking  thee  with  all  thy  kind. 
Transmits  tiaeir  joys  and  griefs  to  thee. 

''  Break  oS  that  sacred  chain,  and  turn 
Back  on  thyself  thy  love  and  care  ; 

Be  thou  thine  own  mean  idol,  bum 

Faith,   Hope,    and  Trust,  thy  children, 
there. 

**  Released  from  that  fraternal  law 
Which  shares  the  common  bale  and  bliss, 

No  sadder  lot  could  Folly  draw. 

Or  Sin  provoke  from  Fate,  than  this. 


**  The  meal  unshared  is  food  unblest : 
Thou  hoard'st  in  vain  what  love  should 
spend  ; 

Self-ease  is  pain  ;  thy  only  rest 
Is  labor  for  a  worthy  end  ; 

**  A  toil  that  gains  with  what  it  yields. 
And  scatters  to  its  own  increase, 

And  hears,  while  sowing  outward  fields. 
The  harvest-song  of  inward  peace. 

"  Free-lipped  the  liberal  streamlets  run^ 
Free  shines  for  all  the  healthfid  ray  ; 

The  still  pool  stagnates  in  the  sun. 
The  lurid  earth-fire  haunts  decay  I 

**  What  is  it  that  the  crowd  requite 
Thy  love  with  hate,  thy  truth  with  lies  f 

And  but  to  faith,  and  not  to  sight. 
The  walls  of  Freedom's  temple  rise  ? 

**  Yet  do  thy  work  ;  it  shall  succeed 

In  thine  or  in  another's  day  ; 
And,  if  denied  the  victor's  meed, 

Thou  shalt  not  lack  the  toiler's  pay. 

"  Faith  shares  the  future's  promise  ;  Love't 
Self-offering  is  a  triumph  won  ; 

And  each  good  thought  or  action  moves 
The  dark  world  nearer  to  the  sun. 

**  Then  faint  not,  falter  not,  nor  plead 
Thy  weakness  ;  truth  itself  is  strong  ; 

The  lion's  strength,  the  eagle's  speed. 
Are  not  alone  vouchsafed  to  wrong. 

'*  Thy  nature,  which,  through  fire  and  ttoodf 
To  place  or  gain  finds  out  its  way. 

Hath  power  to  seek  the  highest  g^ood. 
Ana  duty's  holiest  call  obey  I 

**  Strivest  thou  in  darkness  ?  —  foes  with- 
out 

In  league  with  traitor  thoughts  within  ; 
Thy  night-watch  kept  with  trembling  Doubt 

And  pale  Remorse  the  ghost  of  Sin  ? 

''  Hast  thou  not,  on  some  week  of  storm. 
Seen  the  sweet  Sabbath  breaking  fair, 

And  cloud  and  shadow,  sunlit,  form 
The  curtains  of  its  tent  of  prayer  ? 

"  So,  haply,  when  thy  task  shall  end. 
The  wrong  shall  lose  itself  in  right. 
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And  all  thy  week-day  darkness  blend 
With  the  long  Sabbath  of  the  Ught  I  " 


THE   NEW   EXODUS 

Written  upon  hearii^  that  slavery  had  been 
formally  abolished  in  Egypt  Unhappily,  the 
professioiis  and  pledges  of  the  vacillating  gov- 
emment  of  Egypt  proved  unreliable. 

By  fire  and  cloud,  across  the  desert  sand. 
And  through  the  parted  waves, 

From  their  long  bondage,  with  an  out- 
stretched hand, 
€rod  led  the  Hebrew  slaves  I 

Dead  as  the  letter  of  the  Pentateuch, 

As  Egypt's  statues  cold. 
In  the  adytum  of  the  sacred  book 

Now  stands  that  marvel  old. 

**  Lo,  God  is  great  I  "  the  simple  Moslem 
says. 
We  seek  the  ancient  date, 
Tom  the  dry  scroll,  and  make  that  living 
phrase 
A  d&id  one  :  "  God  was  great  I 
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And,  like  the  Coptic  monks  by  Mousa's 
wells. 
We  dream  of  wonders  past, 
Vague  as  the  tales  the  wandering  Arab 
tells, 
Each  drowsier  than  the  last. 

O  fools  and  blind  I     Above  the  Pyramids 
Stretches  once  more  that  hand. 

And  trancSd  Egypt,  from  her  stony  Uds, 
Flings  back  her  veil  of  sand. 

And  morning  -  smitten  Memnon,   singing, 
wakes ; 
And,  listening  by  his  Nile, 
Cer    Ammon's  grave    and  awful  visage 
breaks 
A  sweet  and  human  smile. 

l^ot  as  before,  with  hail  and  fire,  and  call 
Of  death  for  midnight  graves, 

Snt  in  the  stillness  of  the  noonday,  fall 
The  fetters  of  the  slaves. 

Ijfo  lonser  through  the  Red  Sea,  as  of  old, 
Hie  bondmen  walk  dry  shod  ; 


Through  human  hearts,  by  love  of  Him 
controlled. 
Runs  now  that  path  of  God  I 


THE  CONQUEST  OF  FINLAND 

*'  Joseph  Sturge,  with  a  companion,  Thomas 
Harvey,  has  been  visiting  the  shores  of  Fin- 
land, to  ascertain  the  amount  of  mischief  and 
loss  to  poor  and  peaceable  sufferera,  occasioned 
by  the  g^un-boats  of  the  allied  squadrons  in  the 
late  war,  with  a  view  to  obtaining  relief  for 
them."  —  Friends*  Review, 

Across  the  frozen  marshes 

The  winds  of  autumn  blow, 
And  the  fen-lands  of  the  Wetter 

Are  white  with  early  snow. 

But  where  the  low,  gray  headlands 

Look  o'er  the  Baltic  brine, 
A  bark  is  sailing  in  the  track 

Of  England's  battle-line. 

No  wares  hath  she  to  barter 
For  Bothnia's  fish  and  g^in  ; 

She  saileth  not  for  pleasure. 
She  saileth  not  for  gain. 

But  still  by  isle  or  mainland 
She  drops  her  anchor  down. 

Where'er  the  British  cannon 
Rained  fire  on  tower  and  town* 

Outspake  the  ancient  A&tman, 
At  the  gate  of  Helsingfors  : 
"  Why  comes  this  ship  a-spying 

In  the  track  of  England's  wars  ?  '^ 

"  God  bless  her,"  said  the  coast-guard,  — 
"  God  bless  the  ship,  I  say. 
The  holy  angels  trim  the  sails 
That  speed  her  on  her  way  I 

"  Where'er  she  drops  her  anchor, 
The  peasant's  heart  is  glad  ; 
Where ^r  she  spreads  her  parting  saili^ 
The  peasant's  heart  is  sad. 

**  Each  wasted  town  and  hamlet 
She  visits  to  restore  ; 
To  roof  the  shattered  cabin. 
And  feed  the  starving  poor. 
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**  The  sunken  boats  of  fishers, 
The  foraged  beeves  and  grain, 
The  spoil  of  flake  and  storehouse, 
The  good  ship  brings  again. 

**  And  so  to  Finland's  sorrow 
The  sweet  amend  is  made, 
As  if  the  healing  hand  of  Christ 
Upon  her  wounds  were  laid  I  ** 

Then  said  the  gray  old  Amtman, 
"  The  will  of  God  be  done  ! 

The  battle  lost  by  England's  hate, 
By  England's  love  is  won  I 

^  We  braved  the  iron  tempest 
That  thundered  on  our  shore  ; 
But  when  did  kindness  fail  to  find 
The  key  to  Finland's  door  ? 

**  No  more  from  Aland's  ramparts 
Shall  warning  signal  come. 
Nor  startled  Sweaborg  hear  again 
The  roll  of  midnight  drum. 

**  Beside  our  fierce  Black  Eagle 
The  Dove  of  Peace  shall  rest ; 
And  in  the  mouths  of  cannon 
The  sea-bird  make  her  nest. 

^  For  Finland,  looking  seaward, 
No  coming  foe  shall  scan  ; 
And  the  holy  bells  of  Abo 

Shall  ring,  '  Grood-will  to  man  I ' 

«  Then  row  thy  boat,  O  fisher  I 
In  peace  on  lake  and  bav  ; 
And  thou,  young  maiden,  dance  again 
Around  the  poles  of  May' I 

**  Sit  down,  old  men,  together. 
Old  wives,  in  quiet  spin  ; 
Henceforth  the  Anglo-Saxon 
Is  the  brother  of  the  Finn  !  ** 


THE   EVE  OF   ELECTION 

From  p)ld  to  gray 

Our  mild  sweet  day 
Of  Indian  Summer  fades  too  soon  ; 

But  tenderly 

Above  the  sea 
Hangs,  white  and  calm,  the  hunter's  moon. 


In  its  pale  fire. 

The  village  spire 
Shows  like  the  zodiac's  spectral  lance  ; 

The  painted  walls 

Whereon  it  falls 
Transfigured  stand  in  marble  trance  I 

O'er  fallen  leaves 

The  west-wind  grieves, 
Tet  comes  a  seed-time  round  again  ; 

And  mom  shall  see 

The  State  sown  free 
With  baleful  tares  or  healthful  grain. 

Along  the  street 

The  shadows  meet 
Of  Destiny,  whose  hands  conceal 

The  moulds  of  fate 

That  shape  the  State, 
And  make  or  mar  the  conmion  weaL 

Around  I  see 

The  powers  that  be  ; 
I  stand  by  Empire's  primal  8prii^;8^ ; 

And  princes  meet, 

In  every  street. 
And  hear  the  tread  of  uncrowned  kings  I 

Hark  I  through  the  crowd 

The  laugh  runs  loud, 
Beneath  the  sad,  rebuking  moon. 

God  save  the  land 

A  careless  hand 
May  shake  or  swerve  ere  morrow^a  noon 

No  jest  is  this  ; 

One  cast  amiss 
May  blast  the  hope  of  Freedom's  year. 

Oh,  take  me  where 

Are  hearts  of  prayer. 
And  foreheads  bowed  in  reverent  fear  I 

Not  lightly  fall 

Beyond  recall 
The  written  scrolls  a  breath  can  float ; 

The  crowning  fact, 

The  kingliest  a6t 
Of  Freedom  is  the  freeman's  vote  I 

For  pearls  that  gem 

A  diadem 
The  diver  in  the  deep  sea  dies  ; 

The  regal  right 

We  boast  to-night 
Is  ours  through  costlier  sacrifioe ; 
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The  blood  of  Vane, 

His  prisoD  pain 
3  tracea  the  path  the  Pilgrim  trod, 

And  hers  whose  faith 

Drew  strength  from  death, 
I  prayed  her  Russell  up  to  Grod  I 

Our  hearts  grow  cold, 

We  lightly  hold 
ight  which  brave  men  died  to  gain  ; 

The  stake,  the  cord, 

The  axe,  the  sword, 
n  nurses  at  its  birth  of  pain. 

The  shadow  rend. 

And  o'er  us  bend, 
Lartyrs,  with  your  crowns  and  palms  ; 

Breathe  through  these  throngs 

Your  battle  songs, 
T  scaffold  prayers,  and  dungeon  psalms  I 

Look  from  the  sky. 

Like  Grod's  g^at  eye, 
u  solemn  moon,  with  searching  beam. 

Till  in  the  sight 

Of  thy  pure  light 
mean  self-seekings  meaner  seem. 

Shame  from  our  hearts 

Unworthy  arts, 
fraud  designed,  the  purpose  dark  ; 

And  smite  away 

The  hands  we  lay 
Fanely  on  the  sacred  ark. 

To  party  claims 

And  private  aims, 
eal  that  august  face  of  Truth, 

Whereto  are  given 

The  age  of  heaven, 
beauty  of  immortal  youth. 

So  shall  our  voice 

Of  sovereign  choice 
ill  the  deep  bass  of  duty  done. 

And  strike  the  key 

Of  time  to  be, 
en  God  and  man  shall  speak  as  one  1 


FROM   PERUGIA 

The  thing  which  has  the  most  dissevered 
people  from  the  Pope»  —  the  unforgivable 
g;,  —  the  breaking  point  between  him  and 


them,  — has  been  the  encouragement  and  pro- 
motion he  gave  to  the  officer  nnder  whom  were 
executed  the  slaughtera  of  Perugia.  That  made 
the  breaking  point  in  many  honest  hearts  that 
had  clung  to  him  before."  —  Habbibt  Bsboh- 
EB  Stowe*s  Letters  from  Italy. 

The  tall,  sallow  guardsmen  their  horsetails 
have  spread. 

Flaming  out  in  their  violet,  yellow,  and  red ; 

And  behind  go  the  lackeys  in  crimson  and 
buff. 

And  the  chamberlains  gorgeous  in  velvet 
,and  ruff ; 

Next,  in  red-legged  pomp,  come  the  cardi- 
nals forth, 

Each  a  lord  of  the  church  and  a  prince  of 
the  earth. 

What  *s  this  squeak  of  the  fife,  and  this  bat- 
ter of  drum  ? 

Lo !  the  Swiss  of  the  Church  from  Perugia 
come  ; 

The  militant  angels,  whose  sabres  drive 
home 

To  the  hearts  of  the  malcontents,  cursed 
and  abhorred. 

The  g^od  Father's  missives,  and  ''Thus 
saith  the  Lord  I " 

And  lend  to  his  logic  the  point  of  the  sword  I 

O  maids  of  Etruriii,  gazing  forlorn 

O'er  dark  Thrasymenus,  dishevelled  and 
torn ! 

O  fathers,  who  pluck  at  your  g^y  beards 
for  shame  I 

O  mothers,  struck  dumb  by  a  woe  without 
name  I 

Well  ye  know  how  the  Holy  Church  hire- 
ling beh'ives, 

And  his  tender  compassion  of  prisons  and 
graves  I 

There  they  stand,  the  hired  stabbers,  the 
blood-stains  yet  fresh. 

That  splashed  like  red  wine  from  the  vin- 
tage of  flesh ; 

Grim  instruments,  careless  as  pincers  and 
rack 

How  the  joints  tear  apart,  and  the  strained 
sinews  crack  ; 

But  the  hate  that  glares  on  them  is  sharp 
as  their  swords. 

And  the  sneer  and  the  scowl  print  the  ai^ 
with  fierce  words  I 
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Off  with  hatSy  down  with  knees,  shout  your 

vivas  like  mad  I 
Here 's  the  Pope  in  his  holiday  righteousness 

clad, 
From  shorn  crown  to  toe-nail,  kiss-wom  to 

the  quick. 
Of  sainthood  in  purple  the  pattern  and 

pick, 
Who  the  role  of  the  priest  and  the  soldier 

unites. 
And,  praying  like  Aaron,  like  Joshua  fights ! 

Is  this  Pio  Nono  the  gracious,  for  whom 
We   sang   our   hosaunas  and   lighted   all 

Rome  ; 
With  whose  advent  we  dreamed  the  new 

era  began 
When  the  priest  should  be  human,  the  monk 

be  a  man? 
Ah,  the  wolf  *s  with  the  sheep,  and  the  fox 

with  the  fowl. 
When  freedom  we  trust  to  the  crosier  and 

cowl ! 

Stand  aside,  men  of  Rome  I  Here 's  a  hang- 
man-faced Swiss  — 

(A  blessing  for  him  surely  can't  go  amiss)  — 

Would  kneel  down  the  sanctified  slipper  to 
kiss. 

Short  shrift  will  suffice  him, — he's  blest 
beyond  doubt ; 

But  there 's  blood  on  his  hands  which  would 
scarcely  wash  out, 

Though  Peter  himself  held  the  baptismal 
spout  I 

Make  way  for  the  next !  Here 's  another 
sweet  son  I 

What 's  this  mastiff-jawed  rascal  in  epaulets 
done? 

He  did,  whispers  rumor,  (its  truth  God  for- 
bid !) 

At  Perugia  what  Herod  at  Bethlehem 
did. 

And  the  mothers  ?  Don't  name  them  ! 
these  humors  of  war 

They  who  keep  him  in  service  must  pardon 
him  for. 

Hist !  here  's  the  arch-knave  in  a  cardinal's 

hat. 
With  the  heart  of  a  wolf,  and  the  stealth 

of  a  cat 
(As  if  Judas  and   Herod  together  were 

rolled), 


Who  keeps,  all  as  one,  the  Pope's  conscience 

and  gold. 
Mounts  gufiurd  on  the  altar,  and  pilfers  from 

thence, 
And  flatters  St.  Peter  while  stealing  his 

pence  I 

Who  doubts  Antonelli?      Have  Tniracleg 
ceased 

When  robbers  say  mass,  and  Barabbas  is 
priest  ? 

When  the  Church  eats  and  drinks,  at  its 
mystical  board. 

The  true  flesh  and  blood  carved  and  shed 
by  its  sword. 

When  its  martyr,  unsinged,  claps  the  crown 
on  his  head, 

And  roasts,  as  his  proxy,  his  neighbor  in- 
stead I 

There  I  the  bells  jow  and  jangle  the  same 

blessed  way 
That  they  did  when  they  rang  for  Bartbd- 

omew's  day. 
Hark  I     the    tallow  -  faced   monsters,  nor 

women  nor  boys. 
Vex  the  air  with  a  shrill,  sexless  horror  of 

noise. 
Te  Deum  laudamus  !     All  round  withoot 

stint 
The  inccnse-pot  swings  with  a  taint  of  blood 

in't! 


i 


I 

I 
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And  now  for  the  blessing  I  Of  little  ac- 
count, 

You  know,  is  the  old  one  they  heard  on  the 
Mount. 

Its  giver  was  landless.  His  raiment  wis 
poor. 

No  jewelled  tiara  His  fishermen  wore  ; 

No  mcense,  no  lackeys,  no  riches,  no  home, 

No  Swiss  guards  I  We  order  things  better 
at  Rome. 

So  bless  us  the  strong  hand,  and  curse  ns 

the  weak  ;  , 

Let  Austria's  vulture  have   food  for  her 

l)eak  ; 
Let  the  wolf- whelp  of  Naples  play  Bombft 

again, 
With  his  death-cap  of  silence,  and  halter, 

and  chain  ; 
Put  reason,  and  justice,  and   truth  under 

ban  ; 
For  the  sin  unforgiven  is  freedom  for  man  I 
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ACBOSS  the  sea  I  heard  the  groans 

Of  nations  in  the  intervals 
Of  wind  and  wave.     Their  blood  and  bones 
Cried  out  in  torture,  crushed  by  thrones. 

And  sucked  by  priestly  cannibals. 

I  dreamed  of  Freedom  slowly  gained 

By  martyr  meekness,  patience,  faith. 
And  lo  !  an  athlete  grimly  stained. 
With  corded  muscles  battle-strained. 
Shouting  it  from  the  fields  of  death  1 

I  turn  me,  awe-struck,  from  the  sight, 

Among  the  clamoring  thousands  mute, 
I  only  know  that  God  is  right. 
And  that  the  children  of  the  lifi;ht 
Shall  tread  the  darkness  under  foot. 

I  know  the  pent  fire  heaves  its  crust, 
That  sultry  skies  the  bolt  will  form 
To  smite  them  clear  ;  that  Nature  must 
The  balance  of  her  powers  adjust, 

Though   with   the   earthquake  and   the 
storm. 

God  reigns,  and  let  the  earth  rejoice  I 
I  bow  before  His  sterner  plan. 

Dumb  are  the  org^us  of  my  choice  ; 

He  speaks  in  battle's  stormy  voice. 
His  praise  is  in  the  wrath  of  man  I 

Yet,  surely  as  He  lives,  the  day 

Of  peace  He  promised  shall  be  ours, 
To  fold  the  flags  of  war,  and  lay 
Its  sword  and  spear  to  rust  away. 

And  sow  its  ghastly  fields  with  flowers  I 


FREEDOM    IN    BRAZIL 

With  clearer  light.  Cross  of  the  South, 
shiue  forth 
In  blue  Brazilian  skies  ; 
And  thou,  O  river,  cleaving  half  the  earth 

From  sunset  to  sunrise, 
From  the  great  mountains  to  the  Atlantic 
f  waves 

Thy  joy's  long  anthem  pour. 
K    Yet  a  few  years  (God  make  them  less  I ) 
and  slaves 
Shall  shame  thy  pride  no  more. 


No  fettered  feet  thy  shaded  margins  press  ; 

But  all  men  shall  walk  free 
Where  thou,  the  high-priest  of  the  wilder- 
ness. 

Hast  wedded  sea  to  sea. 

And  thou,  great-hearted    ruler,  through 
whose  mouth 
The  word  of  God  is  said, 
Onoe  more,  •*  Let  there  be  light  I "  —  Son 
of  the  South, 
Lift  up  thy  honored  head. 
Wear  unashamed  a  crown  by  thy  desert 

More  than  by  birth  thy  own. 
Careless  of  watch  and  ward  ;    thou    art 
be^rt 
By  g^tef  ul  hearts  alone. 
The  moated  wall  and  battle-ship  may  fail, 

But  safe  shall  justice  prove  ; 
Stronger  than  greaves  of    brass  or  iron 
mail 
The  panoply  of  love. 

Crowned  doubly  by  man's  blessing   and 
God's  grace. 

Thy  future  is  secure  ; 
Who  frees  a  people  makes  his  statue's  place 

In  Time's  Valhalla  sure. 
Lo  I  from  his  Neva's  banks  the   Scythian 
Czar 

Stretches  to  thee  his  hand, 
Who,  with  the  pencil  of  the  Northern  star, 

Wrote  freedom  on  his  land. 
And  he  whose  grave  is  holy  by  our  calm 

And  prairied  Sangamon, 
From  his  gaunt  hand  shall  drop  the  mar- 
tyr's palm 

To  greet  thee  with  "  Well  done  !  " 

And  thou,  O  Earth,  with  smiles  thy  face 
make  sweet, 

And  let  thy  wail  be  stilled, 
To  hear  the  Muse  of  prophecy  repeat 

Her  promise  half  fulfilled. 
The  Voice  that  spake  at  Nazareth  speaks 
still. 

No  sound  thereof  hath  died  ; 
Alike  thy  hope  and  Heaven's  eternal  will 

Shall  yet  be  satisfied. 
The   years    are    slow,  the  vision    tarrieth 
long, 

And  far  the  end  may  be  ; 
But,  one  by  one,  the  fiends  of  ancient  wrong 

G«  out  and  leave  thee  free. 
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AFTER  ELECTION 

The  day's  sharp  strife  is  ended  now, 
Our  work  is  done,  God  knoweth  how  1 
As  on  the  thronged,  unrestful  town 
The  patience  of  the  moon  looks  down, 
I  wait  to  hear,  beside  the  wire, 
The  voices  of  its  tongues  of  fire. 

Slow,  doubtful,  faint,  they  seem  at  first : 
Be  strong,  my  heart,  to  know  the  worst  1 
Hark  !  there  the  Alleghanies  spoke  ; 
That  sound  from  lake  and  prairie  broke, 
That  sunset-gun  of  triumph  rent 
The  silence  of  a  continent  I 

That  signal  from  Nebraska  sprung, 

This  from  Nevada's  mountain  tongue  I 

Is  that  thy  answer,  strong  and  free, 

O  loyal  heart  of  Tennessee  ? 

What  strange,  glad  voice  is  that  which  calls 

From  Wagner's  grave  and  Sumter's  walls  ? 

From  Mississippi's  fountain-head 
A  sound  as  of  the  bison's  tread  I 
There  rustled  freedom's  Charter  Oak  1 
In  that  wild  burst  the  Ozarks  spoke  1 
Cheer  answers  cheer  from  rise  to  set 
Of  sun.     We  have  a  country  yet ! 

The  praise,  O  God,  be  thine  alone  I 
Thou  givest  not  for  bread  a  stone  ; 
Thou  hast  not  led  us  through  the  night 
To  blind  us  with  returning  light  ; 
Not  through  the  furnace  have  we  passed, 
To  perish  at  its  mouth  at  last. 

O  night  of  peace,  thy  flight  restrain  I 
November's  moon,  be  slow  to  wane  I 
Shine  on  the  freedman's  cabin  floor, 
On  brows  of  prayer  a  blessing  pour  ; 
And  give,  with  full  assurance  blest. 
The  weary  heart  of  Freedom  rest  I 


DISARMAMENT 

**  Put  up  the  sword ! "  The  voice  of  Christ 

once  more 
Speaks,  in  the  pauses  of  the  cannon's  roar. 
O'er  fields  of  com  by  fiery  sickles  reaped 
And  left  dry  ashes  ;  over  trenches  heaped 
With  nameless  dead  ;  o'er  cities  starving 

slow 


Under  a  rain  of  fire  ;  through  wards  of 

woe 
Down  which  a  groaning  diapason  runs 
From  tortured  brothers,  husbands,  lovera, 

sons 
Of  desolate  women  in  their  t&r-oS  homes. 
Waiting  to    hear    the    step    that    never 

comes ! 
O  men   and  brothers  I   let   that   voice  be 

heard. 
War  fails,  try  peace  ;  put  up  the  oseletf 

sword  I 

Fear  not  the  end.    There  is  a  story  told 
In    Eastern  tents,   when    autunm    nights 

grow  cold. 
And  round  the  fire  the  Mongol  shepherdi   .' 

sit  I 

With  grave  responses  listening  unto  it : 
Once,  on  the  errands  of  his  mercy  bent,         ( 
Buddha,  the  holy  and  benevolent,  ' 

Met  a  fell  monster,  huge  and  fierce  of    ■ 

look,  J 

Whose  awfid  voice  the  hills  and  forests 

shook. 
**  O  son  of  peace  I "  the  giant  cried,  "  thy    < 

fate  ' 

Is  sealed  at  last,  and  love  shall  yield  to    i 

hate."  •' 

The   unarmed   Buddha  looking,   with  no 

trace 
Of  fear  or  anger,  in  the  monster's  face. 
In  pity  said  :   **  Poor  fiend,  even   thee  I 

love." 
Lo  I  as  he  spake  the  sky-tall  terror  sank 
To  hand-breadth  size  ;  the  huge  abhorrenoe 

shrank 
Into  the  form  and  fashion  of  a  dove  ; 
And  where   the  thunder  of  its  rage  was 

heard. 
Circling  above  him  sweetly  sang  the  bird : 
**  Hate  hath  no  harm  for  love,"  so  ran  the 

song; 
''And  peace  unweaponed  conquers  eierj 

wrong  I " 


THE  PROBLEM 


Not  without  envy  Wealth  at  times  mnit 

look 
On  their  brown  strength  who  wield  the 

reaping-hook 
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And  scythe,  or  at  the  forge-fire  shape 
the  plough 
Or  the  steel  harness  of  the  steeds  of  steam; 

All  who,  by  skill  and  patience,  anyhow 
Make  service  noble,  and  the  earth  redeem 
From  savageness.     By  kingly  accolade 
Than  theirs  was  never  worthier  knighthood 

made. 
Well  for  them,  if,  while  demagogues  their 

vain 
And  evil  counsels  proffer,  they  maintain 
Their  honest  manhood  unseduced,  and 
wa^ 
No  war  with  Labor's  right  to  Labor's  gain 
Of  sweet  home-comfort,  rest  of  hand  and 
brain, 
And  softer  pillow  for  the  head  of  Age. 

II 

And  well  for  Gain  if  it  ungrudging  yields 
Labor  its  just  demand  ;   and  well  for 

Ease 
If  in  the  uses  of  its  own,  it  sees 
No  wrong  to  him   who  tills  its  pleasant 

fields 
And  spreads  the  table  of  its  luxuries. 
The  interests  of  the  rich  man  and  the  poor 
Are  one  and  same,  inseparable  evermore  ; 
And,  when  scant  wage  or  labor  fail  to  give 
Food,    shelter,    raiment,    wherewithal    to 

live. 
Need  has  its  rights,  necessity  its  claim. 
Tea,  even  self-wrought  misery  and  shame 
Test  well  the  charity  suffering  long   and 

kind. 
The  home-pressed  question  of  the  age  can 

find 
No  answer  in  the  catch-words  of  the  blind 
Leaders  of  blind.     Solution  there  is  none 
Save  in  the  Golden  Rule  of  Christ  alone. 


OUR  COUNTRY 
Read  at  Woodstock,  Conn.,  July  4, 1883. 

We  g^ve  thy  natal  day  to  hope, 
O  Country  of  our  love  ana  prayer  ! 

Thy  way  is  down  no  fatal  slope, 
But  up  to  freer  sun  and  air. 

Tried  as  by  furnace-fires,  and  yet 
By  Grod*s  grace  only  stronger  made, 

In  future  tasks  before  thee  set 

Thou  shalt  not  lack  the  old-time  aid. 


The  fathers  sleep,  but  men  remain 
As  wise,  as  true,  and  brave  as  they; 

Why  count  the  loss  and  not  the  gain  ? 
The  best  is  that  we  have  to-day. 

Whate'er  of  folly,  shame,  or  crime. 
Within  thy  mighty  bounds  transpires, 

With  speed  defying  space  and  time, 
Comes  to  us  on  the  accusing  wires  ; 

While  of  thy  wealth  of  noble  deeds. 
Thy  homes  of  peace,  thy  votes  unsold. 

The  love  that  pleads  for  human  needs. 
The  wrong  redressed,  but  half  is  told  I 

We  read  each  felon's  chronicle, 

His  acts,  his  words,  his  gallows-mood  ;. 

We  know  the  single  sinner  well 
And  not  the  nine  and  ninety  good. 

Yet  if,  on  daily  scandals  fed, 

We  seem  at  tmies  to  doubt  thy  worth. 
We  know  thee  still,  when  all  is  said, 

The  best  and  dearest  spot  on  earth. 

From  the  warm  Mexic  Gulf,  or  where 
Belted  with  flowers  Los  Angeles 

Basks  in  the  semi-tropic  air, 

To  where  Katahdin's  cedar  trees 

Are  dwarfed  and  bent  by  Northern  winds, 
Thy  plenty's  horn  is  yearly  filled  ; 

Alone,  the  rounding  century  finds 
Thy  liberal  soil  by  free  hands  tilled. 

A  refuge  for  the  wrongfed  and  poor, 
Thy  generous  heart  has  borne  the  blame 

That,  with  them,  through  thy  open  door, 
The  old  world's  evil  outcasts  came. 

But,  with  thy  just  and  equal  rule. 

And  labor's  need  and  breadth  of  lands. 

Free  press  and  rostrum,  church  and  schooli 
Thy  sure,  if  slow,  transforming  hands, 

Shall  mould  even  them  to  thy  design, 
Making  a  blessing  of  the  ban  ; 

And  Freedom's  chemistry  combine 
The  alien  elements  of  man. 

The  power  that  broke  their  prison  bar 
And  set  the  dusky  millions  free. 

And  welded  in  the  flame  of  war 
The  Union  fast  to  Liberty, 
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Shall  it  not  deal  with  other  ills, 
Redress  the  red  man's  g^evanoe,  break 

The  Circean  cup  which  shames  and  kills. 
And  Labor  full  requital  make  ? 

Alone  to  such  as  fitly  bear 

Thy  civic  honors  bid  them  fall  ? 

And  call  thy  daughters  forth  to  share 
The  rights  and  duties  pledged  to  all  ? 

Give  every  child  his  right  of  school. 
Merge  private  greed  in  public  good, 

And  spare  a  treasury  overfull 
The  tax  upon  a  poor  man's  food  ? 

No  lack  was  in  thy  primal  stock. 
No  weakling  founders  builded  here  ; 

Thine  were  the  men  of  Plymouth  Rock, 
The  Huguenot  and  Cavalier  ; 

And  they  whose  firm  endurance  gained 
The  freedom  of  the  souls  of  men, 

Whose  hands,  unstained  with  blood,  main- 
tained 
The  swordless  commonwealth  of  Penn. 

And  thine  shall  be  the  power  of  all 
To  do  the  work  which  duty  bids, 

And  make  the  people's  council  hall 
As  lasting  as  the  Pyramids  I 

Well  have  thy  later  years  made  good 
Thy  brave-said  word  a  century  back. 

The  pledge  of  human  brotherhood, 
The  equal  claim  of  white  and  black. 

That  word  still  echoes  round  the  world. 
And  all  who  hear  it  turn  to  thee. 

And  read  upon  thy  flag  unfurled 
The  prophecies  of  destiny. 

Thy  great  world-lesson  all  shall  learn. 
The  nations  in  thy  school  shall  sit. 

Earth's  farthest  mountain-tops  shall  bum 
With  watch-fires  from  thy  own  uplit. 

Great  without  seeking  to  be  great 
By  fraud  or  conquest,  rich  in  g^ld, 

But  richer  in  the  large  estate 

Of  virtue  which  thy  children  hold, 

With  peace  that  comes  of  purity 
And  strength  to  simple  justice  due. 

So  runs  our  loyal  dream  of  thee  ; 
Grod  of  our  fathers  I  make  it  true. 


O  Land  of  lands  1  to  thee  we  give 

Our  prayers,  our  hopes,  our  servioe  free ; 

For  thee  thy  sons  shall  nobly  live. 
And  at  thy  need  shall  die  for  thee  I 


ON  THE  BIG  HORN 

In  the  disastroiui  battle  on  the  Big  Honi 
River,  in  which  General  Custer  and  his  entire 
force  were  slain,  the  chief  Rain-in-the-Faoe 
was  one  of  the  fiercest  leaders  of  the  TniiUw.  . 
In  Longfellow's  poem  on  the  massacre,  these 
lines  will  be  remembered  :  — 

**  Revenge !  **  cried  Rain-in-the-Face, 
'*  Revenge  upon  all  the  race 

Of  the  White  Chief  with  yeUow  hairl** 
And  the  moootains  dark  and  high 
From  their  crags  re^hoed  the  ciy  ' 

Of  hia  anger  and  despair. 

He  is  now  a  man  of  peace ;  and  the  agent  st 
Standing  Rook,  Dakota,  writes,  September  28, 
1886 :  Rain-in-the-Face  is  very  anxious  to  go 
to  Hampton.  I  fear  he  is  too  old,  but  he  deorei 
very  much  to  go."  The  Southern  Workman^  the  • 
organ  of  General  Armstrong's  Industrial  Sdiool 
at  Hampton,  Va.,  says  in  a  late  number :  — 

**  Rain-in-the-Face  has  applied  before  te 
come  to  Hampton,  but  his  age  would  exclnde 
him  from  the  school  as  an  ordinary  student 
He  has  shown  himself  very  much  in  euveit 
about  it,  and  is  anxious,  all  say,  to  learn  the 
better  ways  of  life.  It  is  as  unusual  as  it  is 
striking  to  see  a  nuui  of  his  age,  and  one  who 
has  had  such  an  experience,  willing  to  give  np 
the  old  way,  and  pnt  himself  in  the  poeitioD  01 
a  boy  and  a  student." 

The  years  are  but  half  a  score. 
And  the  war-whoop  sounds  no  more 

With  the  blast  of  bugles,  where 
Straight  into  a  slaughter  pen. 
With  his  doomed  three  himdred  men, 

Rode  the  chief  with  the  yellow  hair. 

O  Hampton,  down  by  the  sea  I 
MThat  voice  is  beseechinfi^  thee 

For  the  scholar's  lowliest  plaoe  ? 
Can  this  be  the  voice  of  him  ' 

Who  fought  on  the  Big  Horn's  rim  ? 

Can  this  be  Rain-in-the-Face  ? 

His  war-paint  is  washed  avray, 
His  hands  have  forgotten  to  slay ; 

He  seeks  for  himself  and  his  raiM 
The  arts  of  peace  and  the  lore 
That  give  to  the  skilled  hand  more 

Than  the  spoils  of  war  and  ohaie. 
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O  chief  of  the  Christ-like  school  I 
Can  the  zeal  of  thy  heart  stow  cool 

When  the  victor  scarrea  with  fight 
Like  a  child  for  thy  guidance  craves, 
And  the  faces  of  hunters  and  braves 

Are  turning  to  thee  for  light  ? 

The  hatchet  lies  overg^wn 
With  grass  by  the  Yellowstone, 

Wind  River  and  Paw  of  Bear  ; 
And,  in  sign  that  foes  are  friends. 
Each  lodge  like  a  peace-pipe  sends 

Its  smoke  in  the  quiet  air. 

The  hands  that  have  done  the  wrong 
To  right  the  wronged  are  strong. 
And  tbe  voice  of  a  nation  saith : 
^  Enough  of  the  war  of  swords, 
Enough  of  the  lying  words 
Ana  shame  of  a  broken  faith  I " 


The  hills  that  have  watched  afar 
The  valleys  ablaze  with  war 

Shall  look  on  the  tasselled  con 
And  the  dust  of  the  grinded  grai 
Instead  of  the  blood  of  the  slain, 

Shall  sprinkle  thy  banks.  Big  J 

The  Ute  and  the  wandering  Cro^ 
Shall  know  as  the  white  men  kno 

And  fare  as  the  white  men  far 
The  pale  and  the  red  shall  be  br< 
One's  rights  shall  be  as  another's 

Home,  School,  and  House  of  P 

O  mountains  that  climb  to  snow, 
O  river  winding  below, 

Through  meadows  by  war  onoc 
O  wild,  waste  lands  that  await 
The  harvest  exceeding  great. 

Break  forth  into  praise  of  God 


POEMS   SUBJECTIVE  AND   REMINISCENT 


MEMORIES 

[*'  It  was  not  without  thought  and  delibera- 
tion,*' Whittier*8  biog^pher  writes,  *^  that  in 
1888  he  directed  this  poem  to  be  placed  at  the 
head  of  his  Poems  Subjective  and  Reminiscent. 
He  had  never  before  publicly  acknowledged 
how  much  of  his  heart  was  wrapped  up  in  this 
delightful  play  of  poetic  fancy.  The  poem  was 
written  in  1841,  and  although  the  romance  it 
embalms  lies  far  back  of  this  date,  possibly 
there  is  a  heart  still  beating  which  fully  under- 
stands its  meaning.  The  biographer  can  do  no 
more  than  make  Uiis  suggestion,  which  has  the 
sanction  of  the  poet's  explicit  word.  To  a  friend 
who  told  him  that  Memories  was  her  favorite 
poem,  he  said,  *  I  love  it  too ;  but  I  hardly 
knew  whether  to  publish  it,  it  was  so  personal 
and  near  my  heart.' "] 

A  BEAUTIFUL  and  happy  girl, 

With  step  as  light  as  summer  air, 
Eyes  glad  with  smiles,  and  brow  of  pearl, 
Shadowed  by  many  a  careless  curl 

Of  unconfined  and  flowing  hair  ; 
A  seeming  child  in  everything. 

Save    thoughtful    brow    and    ripening 
charms, 
As  Nature  wears  the  smile  of  Spring 

When  sinking  into  Summer's  arms. 

A  mind  rejoicing  in  the  light 

Which    melted     through     its    graceful 
bower, 
Leaf  after  leaf,  dew-moist  and  bright. 
And  stainless  in  its  holy  white. 

Unfolding  like  a  morning  flower  : 
A  heart,  which,  like  a  fine-toned  lute. 

With  every  breath  of  feeling  woke. 
And,  even  when  the  tongue  was  mute. 

From  eye  and  lip  in  music  spoke. 

How  thrills   once   more    the   lengthening 
chain 

Of  memory,  at  the  thought  of  thee  ! 
Old  hopes  which  long  in  dust  have  lain. 
Old  dreams,  come  thronging  back  again. 

And  boyhood  lives  again  in  me  ; 


I  feel  its  glow  upon  my  cheek, 
Its  fulness  of  the  heart  is  mine, 

As  when  I  leaned  to  hear  thee  speak. 
Or  raised  my  doubtful  eye  to  thine. 

I  hear  again  thy  low  replies, 

I  feel  thy  arm  within  my  own. 
And  timidly  again  uprise 
The  fringed  lids  of  hazel  eyes. 

With  soft  brown  tresses  overblown. 
Ah  I  memories  of  sweet  summer  eves. 

Of  moonlit  wave  and  willowy  way. 
Of  stars  and  flowers,  and  dewy  leaves. 

And  smiles  and   tones  more  dear  than 
they! 

Ere  this,  thy  quiet  eye  hath  smiled 

My  picture  of  thy  youth  to  see. 
When,  half  a  woman,  half  a  child, 
Thy  very  artlessness  beguiled. 

And  folly's  self  seemed  wise  in  thee  ; 
I  too  can  smile,  when  o'er  that  hour 

The  lights  of  memory  backward  streaoob 
Yet  feel  the  while  that  manhood's  power 

Is  vainer  than  my  boyhood's  dream. 

Years  have  passed  on,  and  left  their  trace, 

Of  graver  care  and  deeper  thought ; 
And  unto  me  the  calm,  cold  face 
Of  manhood,  and  to  thee  the  grace 

Of  woman's  pensive  beauty  brought. 
More    wide,    perchance,   for   blame    than 
praise, 

The  school-boy's  humble  name  has  flown ; 
Thine,  in  the  green  and  quiet  ways 

Of  unobtrusive  goodness  known. 

And  wider  yet  in  thonght  and  deed 

Diverge  our  pathways,  one  in  youth  ; 
Thine  the  Genevan's  sternest  creed, 
While  answers  to  my  spirit's  need 

The  Derby  dalesman's  simple  truth. 
For  thee,  the  priestly  rite  and  prayer, 

And  holy  day,  and  solemn  psalm  ; 
For  me,  the  silent  reverence  where 

My  brethren  gather,  slow  and  oalm. 
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Yet  hath  thy  spirit  left  on  me 

An  impress  Time  has  worn  not  out, 
And  something  of  myself  in  thee, 
A  shadow  from  the  past,  I  see, 

Lingering,  even  yet,  thy  way  ahout ; 
Not  wholly  can  the  heart  unlearn 

That  lesson  of  its  better  hours. 
Not  yet  has  Time's  dull  footstep  worn 

To  common  dust  that  path  of  flowers. 

Thus,  while  at  times  before  our  eyes 

The  shadows  melt,  and  fall  apart. 
And,  smiling  through  them,  round  us  lies 
The  warm  light  of  our  morning  skies,  — 

The  Indian  Summer  of  the  heart  I 
In  secret  sympathies  of  mind. 

In  founts  01  feeling  which  retain 
Their  pure,  fresh  flow,  we  yet  may  find 

Our  early  dreams  not  wholly  vain  I 


RAPHAEL 

Suggested  by  the  portrait  of  Raphael,  at  the 
age  of  fifteen. 

I  SHALL  not  soon  forget  that  sight : 
The  glow  of  Autumn's  westering  day, 

A  hazy  warmth,  a  dreamy  light. 
On  Raphael's  picture  lay. 

It  was  a  simple  print  I  saw. 
The  fair  face  of  a  musing  boy  ; 

Yet,  while  I  gazed,  a  sense  of  awe 
Seemed  blending  with  my  joy. 

A  single  print,  —  the  graceful  flow 
Of  Doyhood's  soft  and  wavy  hair. 

And  fresh  young  lip  and  cheek,  and  brow 
Unmarked  and  clear,  were  there. 

Yet  through  its  sweet  and  calm  repose 
I  saw  the  inward  spirit  shine  ; 

It  was  as  if  before  me  rose 
The  white  veil  of  a  shrine. 

As  if,  as  Gothland's  sage  has  told. 
The  hidden  life,  the  man  within. 

Dissevered  from  its  frame  and  mould, 
By  mortal  eye  were  seen. 

Was  it  the  lifting  of  that  eye. 

The  waving  of  that  pictured  hand  ? 

Loose  as  a  cloud -wreath  on  the  sky, 
I  saw  the  walls  expand. 


The  narrow  room  had  vanished,  —  space. 
Broad,  luminous,  remained  alone. 

Through  which  all  hues  and  shapes  of  grace 
And  beauty  looked  or  shone. 

Around  the  mighty  master  came 

The  marvels  which  his  pencil  wrought. 

Those  miracles  of  power  whose  fame 
Is  wide  as  human  thought. 

There  drooped  thy  more  than  mortal  face, 
O  Mother,  beautiful  and  mild  1 

Enfolding  in  one  dear  embrace 
Thy  Saviour  and  thy  Child  ! 

The  rapt  brow  of  the  Desert  John  ; 

The  awful  glory  of  that  day 
When  all  the  Father's  brightness  shone 

Through  manhood's  veil  of  clay. 

And,  midst  gray  prophet  forms,  and  wild 
Dark  visions  of  the  days  of  old. 

How  sweetly  woman's  beauty  smiled 
Through  locks  of  brown  and  gold  ! 

There  Fomarina's  fair  young  face 
Once  more  upon  her  lover  shone^ 

Whose  model  of  an  angel's  grace 
He  borrowed  from  her  own. 

Slow  passed  that  vision  from  my  view, 
But  not  the  lesson  which  it  taught ; 

The  soft,  calm  shadows  which  it  threw 
Still  rested  on  my  thought : 

The  truth,  that  painter,  bard,  and  sag^e, 
Even  in  Earth  s  cold  and  changeful  clime, 

Plant  for  their  deathless  heritage 
The  fruits  and  flowers  of  time. 

We  shape  ourselves  the  joy  or  fear 
Of  which  the  coming  life  is  made,. 

And  fill  our  Future's  atmosphere 
With  sunshine  or  with  shade. 

The  tissue  of  the  Life  to  be 

We  weave  with  colors  all  our  own, 

And  in  the  field  of  Destiny 
We  reap  as  we  have  sown. 

Still  shall  the  soul  around  it  call 
The  shadows  which  it  gathered  here,. 

And,  painted  on  the  eternal  wall. 
The  Past  shall  reappear. 
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Think  ye  the  notes  of  holy  song 
On  Milton's  timefal  ear  have  died  ? 

Think  ye  that  Raphael's  an&^l  throng 
Has  vanished  from  his  side  ? 

Oh  no  !  —  We  live  onr  life  again  ; 

Or  warmly  toached,  or  coldly  dim, 
The  pictures  of  the  Past  remain,  — 

Man's  works  shall  follow  him  I 


EGO 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  ALBUM  OF  A  FRIEND 

[Originally  entitled  Lines  Written  in  the  Book 
of  a  Friend.] 

On  page  of  thine  I  cannot  trace 
The  c<3d  and  heartless  commonplace, 
A  statue's  fixed  and  marble  grace. 

For  ever  as  these  lines  I  penned, 

Still  with  the  thought  of  thee  will  blend 

That  of  some  loved  and  common  friend. 

Who  in  life's  desert  track  has  made 
His  pilgrim  tent  with  mine,  or  strayed 
Beneath  the  same  remembered  shade. 

And  hence  my  pen  unfettered  moves 
In  freedom  which  the  heart  approves, 
The  negligence  which  friendship  loves. 

And  wilt  thou  prize  my  poor  gpft  less 
For  simple  air  and  rustic  dress. 
And  sign  of  haste  and  carelessness  ? 

Oh,  more  than  specious  counterfeit 

Of  sentiment  or  studied  wit, 

A  heart  like  thine  should  value  it. 

Yet  half  I  fear  my  gift  will  be 
Unto  thy  book,  if  not  to  thee. 
Of  more  than  doubtfid  courtesy. 

A  banished  name  from  Fashion's  sphere, 

A  lay  unheard  of  Beauty's  ear, 

Forbid,  disowned,  —  what  do  they  here  ? 

Upon  my  ear  not  all  in  vain 

Came  the  sad  captive's  clanking  chain, 

The  groaning  from  his  bed  of  pain. 


And  sadder  still,  I  saw  the  woe 

Which  only  wounded  spirits  know 

When  Pride's  strong  footsteps  o'er  them 

go- 
Spumed  not  alone  in  walks  abroad. 
But  from  the  temples  of  the  Lord 
Thrust  out  apart,  like  things  abhorred. 

Deep  as  I  felt,  and  stern  and  strong, 

In  words  which  Prudence  smothered  long, 

My  soul  spoke  out  against  the  wrong  ; 

Not  mine  alone  the  task  to  speak 
Of  comfort  to  the  poor  and  weak. 
And  dry  the  tear  on  Sorrow's  cheek  ; 

But,  mingled  in  the  conflict  warm, 
To  pour  the  fiery  breath  of  storm 
Through  the  harsh  trumpet  of  Reform  ; 

To  brave  Opinion's  settled  frown. 
From  ermined  robe  and  saintly  g^wn. 
While  wrestling  reverenced  Error  down. 

Founts  gushed  beside  my  pilgrim  way. 
Cool  shadows  on  the  greensward  lay, 
Flowers  swung  upon  the  bending  spray. 

And,  broad  and  bright,  on  either  hand, 
Stretched  the  green  slopes  of  Fairy-land, 
With  Hope's  eternal  sunbow  spanned ; 

Whence  voices  called  me  like  the  flow. 
Which  on  the  listener's  ear  will  grow. 
Of  forest  streamlets  soft  and  low. 

And  gentle  eyes,  which  still  retain 
Their  picture  on  the  heart  and  brain, 
Smileo,  beckoning  from  that  path  of  pain. 

In  vain  !  nor  dream,  nor  rest,  nor  pause 
Remain  for  him  who  round  him  draws 
The  battered  mail  of  Freedom's  caose. 

From  youthful    hopes,  from  each    greea 

spot 
Of  young  Romance,  and  gentle  Thought, 
Where  storm  and  tumult  enter  not ; 

From  each  fair  altar,  where  belong 
The  offerings  Love  requires  of  Song 
In  homage  to  her  bright^yed  throng  ; 
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With  soul  and  strength,  with  heart  and 

hand, 
I  tamed  to  Freedom's  straggling  band, 
To  the  sad  Helots  of  our  land. 

What  marvel  then  that  Fame  shoald  tarn 
Her  notes  of  praise  to  those  of  scorn  ; 
Her    gifts,    reclaimed,    her    smiles   with- 
drawn? 

What  matters  it  ?  a  few  years  more. 
Life's  surge  so  restless  heretofore 
Shall  break  upon  the  imknown  shore  I 

In  that  far  land  shall  disappear 
The  shadows  which  we  follow  here. 
The  mist-wreaths  of  our  atmosphere  I 

Before  no  work  of  mortal  hand. 
Of  human  will  or  strength  expand 
The  pearl  gates  of  the  Better  Land  ; 

Alone  in  that  great  love  which  gave 
Life  to  the  sleeper  of  the  g^ve, 
Resteth  the  power  to  seek  and  save. 

Yet,  if  the  spirit  gazing  through 

The  vista  of  the  past  can  view 

One  deed  to  Heaven  and  virtue  true ; 

If  through  the  wreck  of  wasted  powers. 
Of  garlands  wreathed  from  Folly's  bowers, 
Of  idle  aims  and  misspent  hours. 

The  eye  can  note  one  sacred  spot 

By  Pride  and  Self  profan&d  not, 

A  green  place  in  the  waste  of  thought, 

Where  deed  or  word  hath  rendered  less 
The  sum  of  human  wretchedness. 
And  Gratitude  looks  forth  to  bless  ; 

The  simple  burst  of  tenderest  feeling 
From  sad  hearts  worn  by  evil-dealing. 
For  blessing  on  the  hand  of  healing ; 

Better  than  Glory's  pomp  will  be 
That  green  and  blessed  spot  to  me, 
A  palm-shade  in  Eternity  I 

Something  of  Time  which  nmy  invite 
The  purified  and  spiritual  sight 
To  rest  on  with  a  calm  delight. 


And  when  the  summer  winds  shall  sweep 
With  their  light  wings  my  place  of  sleep, 
And  mosses  round  my  headstone  creep  ; 

If  still,  as  Freedom's  rallying  sign, 
Upon  the  young  heart's  altars  shine 
The  very  fires  they  caught  from  mine ; 

If  words  my  lips  once  uttered  still. 
In  the  calm  faith  and  steadfast  will 
Of  other  hearts,  their  work  fulfil ; 

Perchance  vrith  joy  the  soul  may  learn 
These  tokens,  and  its  eye  discern 
The  fires  which  on  those  altars  bum ; 

A  marvellous  joy  that  even  then. 

The  spirit  hath  its  life  again, 

In  the  strong  hearts  of  mortal  men. 

Take,  lady,  then,  the  gift  I  bring, 

^o  g^y  And  graceful  offering. 

No  flower-smile  of  the  laughing  spring. 

Midst  the  green  buds  of  Youth's  fresh 

May, 
With  Fancy's  leaf-enwoven  bay, 
My  sad  and  sombre  gift  I  lay. 

And  if  it  deepens  in  thy  mind 

A  sense  of  sidBtering  human-kind,  — 

The  outcast  and  the  spirit-blind  ; 

Oppressed  and  spoiled  on  every  side. 
By  Prejudice,  and  Scorn,  and  Pride, 
Life's  common  courtesies  denied  ; 

Sad  mothers  mourning  o'er  their  trust, 
Children  by  want  and  misery  nursed. 
Tasting  life's  bitter  cup  at  furst ; 

If  to  their  strong  appeals  which  come 
From  fireless  hearth,  and  crowded  room. 
And  the  close  alley's  noisome  gloom, — 

Though  dark  the  hands  upraised  to  thee 

In  mute  beseeching  agony. 

Thou  lend'st  thy  woman's  sympathy ; 

Not  vainly  on  thy  gentle  shrine, 

Where  Love,  and  Mirth,  and  Friendship 

twine 
Their  varied  gifts,  I  offer  mine. 
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THE  PUMPKIN 

Oh,  greenly  and  fair  in  the  lands  of  the 
sun. 

The  vines  of  the  gourd  and  the  rich  melon 
run, 

And  the  rock  and  the  tree  and  the  cottage 
enfold, 

With  broad  leaves  all  greenness  and  blos- 
soms all  gold, 

Like  that  which  o'er  Nineveh's  prophet  once 
grew. 

While  he  waited  to  know  that  his  warning 
was  true. 

And  longed  for  the  storm-cloud,  and  lis- 
tened in  vain 

For  the  rush  of  the  whirlwind  and  red  fire- 
rain. 

On  the  banks  of  the  Xenil  the  dark  Spanish 

maiden 
Comes  up  with  the  fruit  of  the  tangled  vine 

laden  ; 
And  the  Creole  of  Cuba  laughs  out  to  be- 
hold 
Through  orange-leaves   shining  the  broad 

spheres  of  gold  ; 
Tet  with  dearer  delight  from  his  home  in 

the  North, 
On  the  fields  of  his  harvest  the  Yankee 

looks  forth. 
Where  crook-necks  are  coiling  and  yellow 

fruit  shines. 
And  the  sun  of  September  melts  down  on 

his  vines. 

Ah  !  on  Thanksgiving  day,  when  from  East 
and  from  West, 

From  North  and  from  South  come  the  pil- 
grim and  guest, 

When  the  gpray-baired  New  Englander  sees 
round  his  board 

The  old  broken  links  of  affection  restored, 

When  the  care-wearied  man  seeks  his  mo- 
ther once  more. 

And  the  worn  matron  smiles  where  the  g^l 
smiled  before, 

What  moistens  the  lip  and  what  brightens 
the  eye  ? 

What  calls  back  the  past,  like  the  rich 
Pumpkin  pie  ? 

Oh,  fruit  loved  of  boyhood  I  the  old  days 
recalling. 


When    wood-grapes  were    purpling    and 

brown  nuts  were  falling  I 
When  vrild,  ugly  faces  we  carved  in  its 

skin, 
Glaring  out  through  the  dark  with  a  candle 

witliin  1 
When  we  laughed  round  the  corn-heap^ 

with  hearts  all  in  tune,     . 
Our  chair  a  broad  pumpkin,  —  our  lantern 

the  moon. 
Telling  tales  of  the  fairy  who  travelled  like 

steam, 
In  a  pumpkin-shell  coach,  with  two  rats  for 

her  team  1 

Then  thanks  for  thy  present  I  none  sweeter 
or  better 

E'er  smoked  from  an  oven  or  circled  a 
platter  ! 

Fairer  hands  never  wrought  at  a  pastry 
more  fine. 

Brighter  eyes  never  watched  o'er  its  bak- 
ing, than  thine  I 

And  the  prayer,  which  my  mouth  is  too 
full  to  express. 

Swells  my  heart  that  thy  shadow  may 
never  be  less, 

That  the  days  of  thy  lot  may  be  length- 
ened below, 

And  the  fame  of  thy  worth  like  a  pumpkin- 
vine  grow. 

And  thy  life  be  as  sweet,  and  its  last  sun* 
set  sky 

Grolden-tinted  and  fair  as  thy  own  Pumpkin 
pie  1 


FORGIVENESS 

Mt  heart  was  heavy,  for  its  trust  had 
been 
Abused,  its  kindness  answered  with  foul 
wrong ; 
So,    turning    gloomily   from    my    fellow- 
men, 
One    summer  Sabbath    day  I  strolled 
among 
The  green  mounds  of  the  village  burial- 
place  ; 
Where,  pondering  how  all  human  leva 

and  hate 
Find  one  sad  level ;  and  how,  soon  or 
late, 
Wronged  and  wrongdoer,  each  with  meek* 
ened  face. 


MY  THANKS 


And  oold  hands  folded  over  a  still  heart, 
Pus  the  green  threshold  of  our  oommon 

TPhiUier  all  footatepB  tend,  whence  nona 

Awed  for  myself,  aud  pitjing  my  race. 
Oar  common  sorrow,  hke  a  mighty  wave. 
Swept  all  mj  pride  away,  and  trembling  I 
forgave  1 


TO  MY  SISTER 


The  work  referred  to  was  a  aeriea  of  paper* 
nnder  thia  title,  contributed  to  ibe  Democraiie 
Seviev  and  aftemard  collected  into  a  volume, 
in  which  I  noted  some  of  the  aupenititioiui  and 
folklore  prevalent  in  Ne*  England.  Tl"*  '■"l" 
kept  in  print, '    "  '     ' 


DzAB  Sister  I  while  the  wise  and  sage 
lara  coldljr  from  my  playful  page. 
And  connt  it  strange  that  ripened  ago 

Shonld  stoop  to  boyhood's  folly  ; 
I  know  that  thoa  wilt  judge  aright 
Of  all  which  makes  the  heart  more  light, 
Or  lends  one  star-gleam  to  the  night 

Of  clouded  Melancholy. 

Away  with  weary  cares  and  themes  ! 


With  wonders  and  ri 
Where  thou,  with  clear  discerning  eyes, 
Shalt  rightly  read  the  truth  which  lies 
Beneath  the  quaintly  masking  guise 

Of  wild  and  wizard  fancies. 
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On  still  green  wood-paths,  twilight  wet, 
By  lonely  brooks,  whose  waters  fret 

The  roots  of  spectral  beeches  ; 
Again  the  hearth-fire  glimmers  o'er 
Home's    whitewashed    wall    and    painted 

floor. 
And  yonng  eyes  widening  to  the  lore 

Of  faery-folks  and  witches. 


Dear  heart  I  the  legend  is  not  vain 
Which  lights  that  holy  hearth  again. 
And  calling  back  from  care  ana  pain, 

And  death's  funereal  sadness, 
Draws  round  its  old  familiar  blaze 
The  clustering  groups  of  happier  days, 
And  lends  to  sober  manhood's  gaze 

A  glimpse  of  childish  gladness. 

And,  knowinc  how  my  life  hath  been 

A  weary  work  of  tongue  and  pen, 

A  long,  harsh  strife  with  strong-willed  men, 

Thou  wilt  not  chide  my  turning 
To  cou,  at  times,  an  idle  rhyme. 
To  pluck  a  flower  from  childhood's  clime, 
Of  listen,  at  Life's  noonday  chime. 

For  the  sweet  bells  of  Momiug  I 


MY  THANKS 


[Formerly  entitled  Liita.] 

T  IB  said  that  in  the  Holy  Land 

The  an^ls  of  the  place  have  blessed 
The  pilgrim's  bed  of  desert  sand. 

Like  Jacob's  stone  of  rest- 
That  down  the  hush  of  Syrian  skies 

Some  sweet-voiced  saint  at  twili^t  singl 
The  song  whose  holy  symphonies 

Are  beat  by  unseen  wings  ; 

Till  starting  from  his  sandy  bed. 
The  wayworn  wanderer  looks  to  see 

The  halo  of  an  angel's  head 

Shine  through  the  tamarisk-tree. 

So  through  the  shadows  of  my  way 
Thy  smile  hath  fallen  soft  and  clear, 

So  at  the  weary  close  of  day 

Hath  seemed  thy  voice  of  cheer. 

That  pilgrim  pressing  to  his  goal 
Uay  pause  not  for  the  vision's  sake, 

Yet  all  fair  things  within  his  soul 
The  thought  of  it  shall  wake  : 

The  graceful  palm-tree  hy  the  well, 
Seen  on  the  far  horizon's  rim  ; 

The  dark  eyes  of  the  fleet  gazelle. 
Bent  timidly  on  him  ; 
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Each  pictured  saint,  whose  gulden  hair 
Streams  sunlike  through  the  convent's 
gloom  ; 

Pale  shrines  of  martyrs  young  and  fair, 
And  loving  Mary's  tomh  ; 

And  thus  each  tint  or  shade  which  falls, 
From  sunset  cloud  or  waving  tree, 

Along  my  pilg^m  path,  recalls 
The  pleasant  thought  of  thee. 

Of  one  in  sun  and  shade  the  same, 
In  weal  and  woe  my  steady  friend. 

Whatever  by  that  holy  name 
The  angels  comprehend. 

Not  blind  to  faults  and  follies,  thou 
Hast  never  failed  the  good  to  see, 

Nor  judged  bv  one  unseemly  bough 
The  upwara-struggling  tree. 

These  light  leaves  at  thy  feet  I  lay,  — 
Poor    common     thoughts    on    common 
things. 

Which  Time  is  shaking,  day  by  day, 
Like  feathers  from  his  wings  ; 

Chance  shootings  from  a  frail  life-tree. 
To  nurturing  care  but  little  known. 

Their  good  was  partly  learned  of  thee, 
Their  folly  is  my  own. 

That  tree  still  clasps  the  kindly  mould, 
Its  leaves  still  drink  the  twilight  dew. 

And  weaving  its  pale  green  with  gold. 
Still  shines  the  sunlight  through. 

There  still  the  morning  zephyrs  play. 
And    there    at    times   the   spring   bird 
sings. 

And  mossy  trunk  and  fading  spray 
Are  flowered  with  glossy  wings. 

Yetj  even  in  genial  sun  and  rain. 
Root,  branch,  and  leaflet  fail  and  fade  ; 

The  wanderer  on  its  lonely  plain 
Erelong  shall  miss  its  shade. 

O  friend  beloved,  whope  curious  skill 
Keeps  briglit  the  last  year's  leaves  and 
flowers, 
With    warm,   glad,   summer   thoughts    to 
fill 
The  cold,  dark,  winter  hours  ! 


Pressed  on  thy  heart,  the  leaves  I  bring 
May  well  defy  the  wintry  cold, 

Until,  in  Heaven's  eternal  spring. 
Life's  fairer  ones  unfold. 


REMEMBRANCE 

WITH    COPIES    OF    THE    AUTHOR'S 
WRITINGS 

Friekd  of  mine  1  whose  lot  was  oast 
With  me  in  the  distant  past ; 
Where,  like  shadows  flitting  fast, 

Fact  and  fancy,  thought  and  theme, 
Word  and  work,  begin  to  seem 
Like  a  half-remembered  dream  1 

Touched  by  change  have  all  things  been^ 
Yet  I  think  of  thee  as  when 
We  had  speech  of  lip  and  pen. 

For  the  calm  thy  kindness  lent 
To  a  path  of  discontent, 
Rough  with  trial  and  dissent ; 

Gentle  words  where  such  were  few. 
Softening  blame  where  blame  was  true^ 
Praising  where  small  praise  was  due  ; 

For  a  waking  dream  made  good. 

For  an  ideal  understood, 

For  thy  Christian  womanhood  ; 

For  thy  marvellous  gift  to  cull 
From  our  common  life  and  dull 
Whatsoe'er  is  beautiful  ; 

Thoughts  and  fancies,  Hybla's  bees 
Dropping  sweetness  ;  true  heart's-ease 
Of  congenial  sympathies  ;  — 

Still  for  these  I  own  my  debt ; 
Memory,  with  her  eyelids  wet, 
Fain  would  thank  thee  even  yet  I 

And  as  one  who  scatters  flowers 
Where  the  Queen  of  May's  sweet  hours 
Sits,  o'ertwined  with  blossomed  bowers. 

In  superfluous  zeal  bestowing 
Gifts  where  gifts  are  overflowing. 
So  I  pay  the  debt  I  'm  owing. 


MY   NAMESAKE 
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To  thy  full  thoughts,  gay  or  sad, 
Sttnny-hued  or  sober  clad, 
Something  of  my  own  I  add  ; 

Well  assured  that  thou  wilt  take 
Even  the  offering  which  I  make 
Kindly  for  the  giver's  sake. 


MY   NAMESAKE 

Addressed  to  Francis  Greenleaf  Allinson  of 
Burlington,  N.  J. 

You  scarcely  need  my  tardy  thanks, 
Who,  self-rewarded,  nurse  and  tend  — 

A  green  leaf  on  your  own  Green  Banks  — 
The  memory  of  your  friend. 

For  me,  no  wreath,  bloom-woven,  hides 
The  sobered  brow  and  lessening  hair  : 

For  aneht  I  know,  the  myrtled  sides 
Of  Helicon  are  bare. 

Their  scallop-shells  so  many  bring 
The  fabled  founts  of  sone  to  try. 

They've  drained,  for  aught  I  know,  the 
spring 
Of  Aganippe  dry. 

Ah  well  I  —  The  wreath  the  Muses  braid 
Proves  often  Folly's  cap  and  bell ; 

Methinks,  my  ample  beaver's  shade 
May  serve  my  turn  as  well. 

Let  Love's  and  Friendship's  tender  debt 
Be  paid  by  those  I  love  in  life. 

Why  should  the  unborn  critic  whet 
For  me  his  scalping-knife  ? 

Why  should  the  stranger  peer  and  pry 
One's  vacant  house  of  life  about, 

And  drag  for  curious  ear  and  eye 
His  faults  and  follies  out  ?  — 

Why  stuff,  for  fools  to  gaze  upon. 

With  chaff  of  words,  the  garb  he  wore. 

As  corn-husks  when  the  ear  is  gone 
Are  rustled  all  the  more  ? 

Let  kindly  Silence  close  again. 
The  picture  vanish  from  the  eye. 

And  on  the  dim  and  misty  main 
Let  the  small  ripple  die. 


Yet  not  the  less  I  own  vour  claim 

To  grateful  thanks,  dear  friends  of  nune. 

Hang,  if  it  please  you  so,  my  name 
Upon  your  household  line. 

Let  Fame  from  brazen  lips  blow  wide 
Her  chosen  names,  I  envy  none  : 

A  mother's  love,  a  father's  pride, 
Shall  keep  alive  my  own ! 

Still  shall  that  name  as  now  recall 

The  young  leaf  wet  with  morning  dew. 

The  glory  where  the  sunbeams  fall 
The  breezy  woodlands  through. 

That  name  shall  be  a  household  word, 
A  spell  to  waken  smile  or  sigh  ; 

In  many  an  evening  prayer  be  heard 
And  cradle  lullaby. 

And  thou,  dear  child,  in  riper  days 
When  asked  the  reason  of  thy  name, 

Shalt  answer  :  **  One  't  were  vain  to  praise 
Or  censure  bore  the  same. 

''Some  blamed  him,  some  believed  him 
good. 

The  truth  lay  doubtless  'twixt  the  two ; 
He  reconciled  as  best  he  could 

Old  faith  and  fancies  new. 

"  In  him  the  grave  and  playful  mixed. 
And  wisdom  held  with  folly  truce. 

And  Nature  compromised  betwixt 
Good  fellow  and  recluse. 

"  He  loved  his  friends,  forgave  his  foes  ; 

And,  if  his  words  were  harsh  at  times. 
He  spared  his  fellow-men,  —  his  blows 

Fell  only  on  their  crimes. 

"  He  loved  the  good  and  wise,  but  found 

His  human  heart  to  all  akin 
Who  met  him  on  the  common  ground 

Of  suffering  and  of  sin. 

"  Whate'er  his  neighbors  might  endure 
Of  pain  or  grief  his  own  became  ; 

For  all  the  ills  he  could  not  cure 
He  held  himself  to  blame. 

"  His  good  was  mainly  an  intent. 
His  evil  not  of  forethought  done  ; 

The  work  he  wrought  was  rarely  meant 
Or  finished  as  begun. 
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**  111  served  his  tides  of  feeling  strong 
To  turn  the  common  mills  of  use  ; 

And,  over  restless  wings  of  song, 
His  birthright  garb  hung  loose  ! 

''  His  eye  was  beauty's  powerless  slave, 
And  his  the  ear  which  discord  pains  ; 

Few  guessed  beneath  his  aspect  grave 
What  passions  strove  in  chains. 

**  He  had  his  share  of  care  and  pain, 

No  holiday  was  life  to  him  ; 
Still  in  the  heirloom  cup  we  drain 

The  bitter  drop  will  swim. 

**  Yet  Heaven  was  kind,  and  here  a  bird 
And  there  a  flower  beguiled  his  way  ; 

And  cool,  in  summer  noons,  he  heard 
The  fountains  plash  and  play. 

**  On  all  his  sad  or  restless  moods 
The  patient  peace  of  Nature  stole  ; 

Tlie  qmet  of  the  fields  and  woods 
Sank  deep  into  his  soul. 

*'  He  worshipped  as  his  fathers  did. 
And  kept  the  faith  of  childish  days, 

And,  howsoe'er  he  strayed  or  slid, 
He  loved  the  good  old  ways. 


« 


The  simple  tastes,  the  kindly  traits, 
The  tranquil  air,  and  gentle  speech, 
The  silence  of  the  soul  that  waits 
For  more  than  man  to  teach. 

*'  The  cant  of  party,  school,  and  sect. 
Provoked  at  times  his  honest  scorn. 

And  Folly,  in  its  gray  respect. 
He  tossed  on  satire's  horn. 

**  But  still  his  heart  was  full  of  awe 
And  reverence  for  all  sacred  things  ; 

And,  brooding  over  form  and  law, 
He  saw  the  Spirit's  wings  I 

"  Life's  mystery  wrapt  him  like  a  cloud  ; 

He  heard  far  voices  mock  his  own. 
The  sweep  of  wings  unseen,  the  loud, 

Long  roll  of  waves  unknown. 

"  The  arrows  of  his  straining  sight 

Fell  quenched  in  darkness  ;  priest  and 
sage, 

Like  lost  guides  calling  left  and  right. 
Perplexed  his  doubtful  age. 


**  Like  childhood,  listening  for  the  sound 
Of  its  dropped  pebbles  m  the  well. 

All  vainly  down  the  dark  profound 
His  bnef-lined  plummet  fell. 

**  So,  scattering  flowers  with  pious  pains 

On  old  beliefs,  of  later  creeds. 
Which  claimed    a   place    in   Truth's   do- 
mains. 

He  asked  the  title-deeds. 

**  He  saw  the  old-time's  groves  and  shrines 
In  the  lon^  distance  fair  and  dim  ; 

And  heard,  hke  sound  of  fai^-off  pines, 
The  century-mellowed  hymn ! 

**  He  dared  not  mock  the  Dervish  whirl, 
The  Brahmin's  rite,  the  Lama's  spell ; 

God  knew  the  heart ;  Devotion's  pearl 
Might  sanctify  the  shell. 

**  While  others  trod  the  altar  stairs 
He  faltered  like  the  publican  ; 

And,    while    they  praised  as    saints,   his 
prayers 
Were  those  of  sinful  man. 

**  For,  awed  by  Sinai's  Mount  of  Law, 
The  trembling  faith  alone  sufiBced, 

That,  through   its    cloud    and    flame,  ha 
saw 
The  sweet,  sad  face  of  Christ ! 

^  And  listening,  with  his  forehead  bowed. 
Heard  the  Divine  compassion  fill 

The  pauses  of  the  trump  and  cloud 
With  whispers  small  and  still. 

''The   words  he  spake,  the  thoughts  he 
penned, 

Are  mortal  as  his  hand  and  brain. 
But,  if  they  served  the  Master's  end. 

He  has  not  lived  in  vain  ! " 

Heaven  make  thee  better  than  thy  name. 
Child    of    my   friends  I  —  For    thee    I 
crave 

What  riches  never  bought,  nor  fame 
To  mortal  longing  gave. 

I  pray  the  prayer  of  Plato  old  : 
God  make  thee  beautiful  within, 

And  let  thine  eyes  the  good  behold 
In  everything  save  sin  1 
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Imaginatioii  held  in  check 

To  serve,  not  rule,  thy  poisSd  mind  ; 
Tliy  Reason,  at  the  frown  or  beck 

01  Conscience,  loose  or  bind. 

No  dreamer  thou,  but  real  all,  — 

Strong  manhood  crowning  vigorous  yonth 

life  made  by  duty  epical 
And  rhythmic  with  the  truth. 

So  shall  that  life  the  fruitage  yield 
Which  trees  of  healing  only  give. 

And  green-leafed  in  the  Eternal  field 
Of  God,  forever  live  ! 


A   MEMORY 

[The  nnger  in  this  poem  was  a  daughter  of 
Whittier's  early  friend,  N.  P.  Rogers.] 

Hbre,  while  the  loom  of  Winter  weaves 
The  shroud  of  flowers  and  fountains, 

I  think  of  thee  and  snmmer  eves 
Among  the  Northern  mountains. 

When  thunder  tolled  the  twilight's  close. 
And  winds  the  lake  were  rude  on, 

And  thou  wert  singing,  Ca*  the  Yowes, 
The  bonny  yowes  of  Cluden  I 

When,  close  and  closer,  hushing  breath. 
Our  circle  narrowed  round  thee. 

And  smiles  and  tears  made  up  the  wreath 
Wherewith  our  silence  crowned  thee  ; 

And,  strangers  all,  we  felt  the  ties 

Of  sisters  aud  of  brothers  ; 
Ah  !  whose  of  all  those  kindly  eyes 

Now  smile  upon  another's  ? 

The  sport  of  Time,  who  still  apart 

The  waifs  of  life  is  flinging  ; 
Oh,  nevermore  shall  heart  to  heart 

Draw  nearer  for  that  singing  ! 

Yet  when  the  panes  are  frosty-starred. 
And  twilight's  fire  is  gleaming, 

I  hear  the  songs  of  Scotland's  bard 
Sound  softly  through  my  dreaming  I 

A  song  that  lends  to  winter  snows 
The  glow  of  summer  weather,  — 

Again  I  hear  thee  ca'  the  yowes 
To  Cluden's  hUls  of  heather  I 


MY   DREAM 

In  my  dream,  4nethonght  I  trod^ 
Yesternight,  a  mountam  road  ; 
Narrow  as  Al  Sirat's  span. 
High  as  eagle's  fiight,  it  ran. 

Overhead,  a  roof  of  cloud 

With  its  weight  of  thunder  bowed ; 

Underneath,  to  left  and  right, 

Blankness  and  abysmal  night. 

• 

Here  and  there  a  wild-flower  blushed ; 
Now  and  then  a  bird-song  gushed  ; 
Now  and  then,  through  rifts  of  shade, 
Stars  shone  out,  and  sunbeams  played. 

But  the  goodly  company. 
Walking  in  tluit  path  with  me. 
One  by  one  the  brink  o'erslid. 
One  by  one  the  darkness  hid. 

Some  with  wailing  and  lament, 
Some  with  cheerful  courage  went ; 
But,  of  all  who  smiled  or  mourned, 
Never  one  to  us  returned. 

Anxiously,  with  eye  and  ear. 
Questioning  that  shadow  drear, 
Never  hand  in  token  stirred. 
Never  answering  voice  I  heard  I 

Steeper,  darker  !  —  lo  I  I  felt 
•From  my  feet  the  pathway  melt, 
Swallowed  by  the  black  despair, 
And  the  hungry  jaws  of  air, 

Past  the  stony-throated  caves. 
Strangled  by  the  wash  of  waves. 
Past  the  splintered  crags,  I  sank 
On  a  green  and  flowery  bank,  — 

Soft  as  fall  of  thistle-down. 
Lightly  as  a  cloud  is  blown. 
Soothingly  as  childhood  pressed 
To  the  bosom  of  its  rest. 

Of  the  sharp-homed  rocks  instead. 
Green  the  grassy  meadows  spread, 
Bright  with  waters  singing  by 
Trees  that  propped  a  golden  sky. 

Painless,  trustful,  sorrow-free. 
Old  lost  faces  welcomed  me, 
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With  whose  sweetness  of  content 
Still  expectant  hope  was  blent. 

Waking  while  the  dawning  gray 
Slowly  brightened  into  day, 
Pondering  that  vision  fled, 
Thus  unto  myself  I  said:  — 

**  Steep  and  hung  with  clonds  of  strife 
Is  our  narrow  path  of  life ; 
And  our  death  the  dreaded  fall 
Through  tbe  dark,  awaiting  all. 

^  So,  with  painful  steps  we  climb 
Up  the  dizzy  ways  of  time, 
Ever  in  the  shadow  shed 
By  the  forecast  of  our  dread. 

•*  Dread  of  mystery  solved  alone, 
Of  the  uutried  and  unknown; 
Yet  the  end  thereof  may  seem 
Like  the  falling  of  my  dream. 

**  And  this  heart-consuming  care. 
All  our  fears  of  here  or  there, 
Change  and  absence,  loss  and  death, 
Prove  but  simple  lack  of  faith.'' 

Thou,  O  Most  Compassionate  I 
Who  didst  stoop  to  our  estate, 
Drinking  of  the  cup  we  drain, 
Treading  in  our  path  of  pain,  — 

Through  the  doubt  and  mystery, 
Grant  to  us  thy  steps  to  see. 
And  the  grace  to  draw  from  thence 
Larger  hope  and  confidence. 

Show  thy  vacant  tomb,  and  let. 
As  of  old,  the  angels  sit, 
Whispering,  by  its  open  door  : 
**  Fear  not !     He  hath  gone  before  I " 


THE  BAREFOOT  BOY 

Blessings  on  thee,  little  man. 
Barefoot  boy,  with  cheek  of  tan  I 
With  thy  tumed-up  pantaloons, 
And  thy  merry  whistled  tunes  ; 
With  thy  red  lip,  redder  still 
Kissed  by  strawberries  on  the  hill ; 
With  the  sunshine  on  thy  face, 
Through  thy  torn  brim's  jaunty  grace; 
Prom  my  heart  I  give  thee  joy,  — 


I  was  once  a  barefoot  boy  ! 

Prince  thou  art,  —  the  grown-up  man 

Only  is  republican. 

Let  the  uiillion-doUared  ride  ! 

Barefoot,  trudging  at  his  side. 

Thou  hast  more  than  he  can  buy 

In  the  reach  of  ear  and  eye, — 

Outward  sunshine,  iuward  joy: 

Blessings  on  thee,  barefoot  boy  I 

Oh  for  boyhood's  painless  play, 
Sleep  that  wakes  in  laughing  day. 
Health  that  mocks  the  doctor's  rules. 
Knowledge  never  learned  of  schools. 
Of  the  wild  bee's  morning  chase. 
Of  the  wild-fiower's  time  and  place, 
Flight  of  fowl  and  habitude 
Of  the  tenants  of  the  wood; 
How  the  tortoise  bears  his  shell. 
How  the  woodchuck  dig^  his  cell. 
And  the  ground-mole  siuks  his  well; 
How  the  robin  feeds  her  young. 
How  the  oiiole's  nest  is  hung; 
Where  the  whitest  lilies  blow. 
Where  the  freshest  berries  grow, 
Where  the  ground-nut  trails  its  vine. 
Where  the  wood -grape's  clusters  shine; 
Of  the  black  wasp's  cunning  way, 
Mason  of  his  walls  of  clay, 
And  the  architectural  plans 
Of  gray  hornet  artisans  ! 
For,  eschewing  books  and  tasks, 
Nature  answers  all  he  asks  ; 
Hand  in  hand  with  her  he  walks. 
Face  to  face  with  her  he  talks. 
Part  and  parcel  of  her  joy,  — 
Blessings  on  the  barefoot  boy  ! 

Oh  for  boyhood's  time  of  June, 
Crowding  years  in  one  brief  moon. 
When  all  things  I  heard  or  saw. 
Me,  their  master,  waited  for. 
I  was  rich  in  flowers  and  trees. 
Humming-birds  and  honey-bees ; 
For  my  sport  the  squirrel  played. 
Plied  the  snouted  mole  his  spade  ; 
For  my  taste  the  blackberry  cone 
Purpled  over  hedge  and  stone  ; 
Laughed  the  brook  for  my  delight 
Through  the  day  and  through  the  night, 
Whispering  at  the  garden  wall, 
Talked  witli  me  from  fall  to  fall; 
Mine  the  sand-rimmed  pickerel  pond> 
Mine  the  walnut  slopes  beyond, 
Mine,  on  bending  orchard  treesy 
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Apples  of  Hesperides ! 
Still  iS  my  horizou  grew, 
Larger  grew  my  riches  too  ; 
All  the  world  I  saw  or  knew 
Seemed  a  complex  Chinese  toy, 
Fashioned  for  a  barefoot  boy  ! 

Oh  for  festal  dainties  spread, 
Like  my  bowl  of  milk  and  bread  ; 
Pewter  spoon  and  bowl  of  wood, 
On  the  door-stone,  gray  and  rude  ! 
O'er  me,  like  a  regal  tent. 
Cloudy-ribbed,  the  swiset  bent, 
Purple-curtained,  fringed  with  gold. 
Looped  in  many  a  wind-swung  fold  ; 
While  for  music  came  the  play 
Of  the  pied  frogs'  orchestra  ; 
And,  to  light  the  noisy  choir. 
Lit  the  fly  his  lamp  of  fire. 
I  was  monarch  :  pomp  and  joy 
Waited  on  the  barefoot  boy  ! 

Cheerily,  then,  my  little  roan. 
Live  and  laugh,  as  boyhood  can  ! 
Though  the  ninty  slopes  be  hard, 
Stubble-speared  the  new-mown  sward, 
Every  morn  shall  lead  thee  through 
Fresh  baptisms  of  the  dew  ; 
Every  evening  from  thy  feet 
Shall  the  cool  wind  kiss  the  heat : 
All  too  soon  these  feet  must  hide 
Li  the  prison  cells  of  pride. 
Lose  the  freedom  of  the  sod, 
Like  a  colt*s  for  work  be  shod. 
Made  to  tread  the  mills  of  toil. 
Up  and  down  in  ceaseless  moil : 
Happy  if  their  track  be  found 
Never  on  forbidden  ground  ; 
Happy  if  they  sink  not  in 
Quick  and  treacherous  sands  of  sin. 
Ah  !  that  thou  couldst  know  thy  joy, 
Ere  it  passes,  barefoot  boy  ! 

MY  PSALM 

I  MOURN  no  more  my  vanished  years: 

Beneath  a  tender  rain. 
An  April  rain  of  smiles  and  tears, 

My  heart  is  young  again. 

The  west-winds  blow,  and,  singing  low, 
I  hear  the  glad  streams  run  ; 

The  windows  of  my  soul  I  throw 
Wide  open  to  the  son. 

/ 


No  longer  forward  nor  behind 

I  look  in  hope  or  fear  ; 
But,  CTateful,  take  the  good  I  find, 

The  best  of  now  and  here. 

I  plough  no  more  a  desert  land, 

To  liarvest  weed  and  tare  ; 
The  manna  dropping  from  Grod's  hand 

Rebukes  my  pamful  care. 

I  break  my  pilgrim  staff,  I  lay 

Aside  the  toiling  oar  ; 
The  angel  sought  so  far  away 

I  welcome  at  my  door. 

The  airs  of  spring  may  never  play 

Among  the  ripenmg  corn. 
Nor  freshness  of  the  flowers  of  May 

Blow  through  the  autumn  mom ; 

Tet  shall  the  blue-eyed  eentian  look 
Through  fring^  lids  to  heaven, 

And  the  ptue  aster  in  the  brook 
Shall  see  its  image  given  ;  — 

The  woods  shall  wear  their  robes  of  praise^ 

The  south-wind  softly  sieh, 
And  sweet,  calm  days  in  golden  haze 

Melt  down  the  amber  sky. 

Not  less  shall  manly  deed  and  word 

Rebuke  an  age  of  wrong  ; 
The  graven  flowers  that  wreathe  the  swaid 

Make  not  the  blade  less  strong. 

But  smiting  hands  shall  learn  to  heal,  — > 

To  build  as  to  destroy  ; 
Nor  less  my  heart  for  others  feel 

That  I  the  more  enjoy. 

All  as  Grod  wills,  who  wisely  heeds 

To  give  or  to  withhold, 
And  knoweth  more  of  all  my  needs 

Than  all  my  prayers  have  told  I 

Enough  that  blessings  undeserved 
Have  marked  my  erring  track  ; 

That  wheresoever  my  feet  have  swerved, 
His  chastening  turned  me  back  ; 

That  more  and  more  a  Providence 
Of  love  is  understood, 

•rings  of  time  and  sense 
eternal  good  ;  — 
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That  death  seems  but  a  covered  way 
Which  opens  into  light, 

Wherein  no  blinded  child  can  stray 
Beyond  the  Father's  sight ; 

That  care  and  trial  seem  at  last, 
Through  Memory's  sunset  air. 

Like  mountain-ranges  overpast, 
In  purple  distance  fair  ; 

That  all  the  jarring  notes  of  life 
Seem  blending  in  a  psalm, 

And  all  the  angles  of  its  strife 
Slow  rounding  into  calm. 

And  so  the  shadows  fall  apart. 
And  so  the  west-wind!s  play  ; 

And  all  the  windows  of  my  heiurt 
I  open  to  the  day. 


THE   WAITING 

I  WATT  and  watch  :  before  my  eyes 

Methinks    the    night    grows    thin    and 

,    .  gray; 

I  wait  and  watch  the  eastern  skies 
To  see  the  golden  spears  uprise 
Beneath  the  oiiflamme  of  day  I 


Like  one  whose  limbs  are  bound  in  t^ 

I  hear  the  day-sounds  swell  and  gru*- 
And  see  across  the  twilight  glance. 
Troop  after  troop,  in  swift  advance. 
The  shining  ones  with  plumes  of  snow  I 

I  know  the  errand  of  their  feet, 

I  know  what  mighty  work  is  theirs  ; 
I  can  but  lift  up  hands  unmeet 
The  threshing-floors  of  Grod  to  beat, 

And  speed  them  with  unworthy  prayers. 

I  will  not  dream  in  vain  despair 

The  steps  of  progress  wait  for  me  : 
The  puny  leverage  of  a  hair 
The  planet's  impulse  well  may  spare, 
A  drop  of  dew  the  tided  sea. 

The  loss,  if  loss  there  be,  is  mine, 

And  yet  not  mine  if  understood  ; 
For  one  shall  g^asp  and  one  resign. 
One  drink  life's  rue,  and  one  its  wine, 
And  God  shall  make  the  balance  good. 

Oh  power  to  do  I     Ob  baffled  will  I 

Oh  prayer  and  action  I  ye  are  one. 
Who  mav  not  strive,  may  yet  fulfil 
The  harder  task  of  standing  still. 
And  good  bnt  wished  with  Grod  is  done  I 


SNOW-BOUND 


A  WINTER  IDYL 


TO  THE   MEMORY  OF  THE  HOUSEHOLD  IT  DESCRIBES 


THIS  POEM  IS  DEDICATED  BY  THE  AUTHOR 


The  inmates  of  the  family  at  the  Whitiaer 
homestead  who  are  referred  to  in  the  poem 
were  my  father,  mother,  my  brother  and  two 
sisters,  and  ray  uncle  and  aunt,  both  unmarried. 
In  addition,  there  was  the  district  school  mas* 
ter,  who  boarded  with  us.  The  *^  not  unf  eared, 
half -welcome  guest "  was  Harriet  Livermore, 
daughter  of  Judge  Livermore,  of  New  Hamp- 
shire, a  young  woman  of  fine  natural  ability, 
enthusiastic,  eccentric,  with  slight  control  over 
her  violent  temper,  which  sometimes  made  her 
relinoiui  profession  doubtful.  She  was  equally 
ready  to  exhort  in  school-house  prayer-meetines 
and  dance  in  a  Washington  Imll-room,  whue 
her  father  was  a  member  of  congress.  She 
aarly  embraced  the  doctrine  of  ^e  Seeond  Ad- 


vent, and  felt  it  her  duty  to  prochum  the  Loid's 
speedy  coming.  With  this  message  she  eroascd 
the  Atlantic  and  spent  the  neater  part  of  a 
long  life  in  travelling  over  Europe  and  Asia. 
She  lived  some  time  with  Lady  Hester  Stan- 
hope, a  woman  as  fantastic  and  mentally 
strained  as  herself,  on  the  slope  of  Mt.  Lebanon, 
but  finally  qoarreUed  with  her  in  r^nurd  to  two 
white  horses  with  red  nuurks  on  uieir  backs 
which  sugeested  the  idea  of  saddles,  on  which 
her  titled  hostess  expected  to  ride  into  Jemsa^ 
lem  with  the  Lord.  A  friend  of  mine  found 
her,  when  quite  an  old  woman,  wandaring  in 
Syria  with  a  tribe  of  Arabs,  who  with  the  Ori^ 
ental  notion  that  madness  Is  inspiratioii,  no* 
cepted  her  as  their  prophetcas  and  Isadar.    At 
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In  mi  boyhood,  in  oar  looely  fana-lionse, 
vet  had  Kunty  Bources  of  infommtinii ;  few 
baokB  und.  only  a  aiuutl  weekly  newapaper. 
Onr   onlj  iinnual   wua   the   Almanac.     Uuder 

■iify  moihro  iu  the  lon^  winter  evtningB. 
iij  father  when  a  yoang  luaa  had  traversed 
die  wildeni'-^s  tu  Canada,  and  could  t«ll  db  of 
his  adrentTireB  with  Indiana  and  wild  beasts, 
and  of  hU  nuJDurn  in  the  French  villagea.  My 
DDcls  vaa  ready  with  hia  record  of  hunting 
and  fiahiuK  and,  it  must  be  confessed,  vitb 
■toriaa  wbii;)i  ht  at  least  hull  believed,  of  witch- 
craft and  u|maritiana.  My  mother,  who  was 
bom  in  the  Indian-haunted  region  of  Someiv- 
worth,  Naw  Hampshire,  between  Dover  and 
Fortamoutli.  told  ub  of  the  inroads  of  the  aav- 
Mgen.  and  the  narrow  eBcape  of  her  ancestora. 
She  dsBoribud  stnui^  people  who  lived  on  the 
PiBcaUtqua  nod  Coebeco,  among  whom  was 
Bantam  th«  aurcerer.  I  have  in  my  pnaBeesiQii 
the  wizard'B  "  conjuring  book,"  wliioh  he  »oI- 
entnly  opened  when  consulted.  It  is  a  copy 
of  Cornelius  Agnppa's  Magic,  printed  in  Ifl'il, 
dedioated  to  Dr.  Kohert  Child,  who,  like  Hi- 
cbwl  Soott,  had  iL-orned 

In  P»^a"b^smi  tS,\^" 

and  who  ia  famons  in  the  annals  of  Maasachn- 
■etts,  wherc!  he  was  at  one  time  a  reaident,  as 
the  tint  man  who  dared  petition  the  General 
Conrt  for  liberty  of  conscience.  The  full  title 
of  the  book  ia  Three  Books  of  Occult  Phil<ao- 
phg,  bg  Htnri/  Cornelius  Agrippa,  Knight,  lloc- 
lor  of  huh  LiiiBS,  Counietlor  to  Cirsar'i  Sacred 
Mojesty  and  Judge  of  the  Preregalive  Court. 

'•  Am  the  Bjilriu  of  DukaeH  bs  nranmr  fnth*  JmIc, 
•o  Owd  Splrita,  wblch  ba  Ad^Ii  at  Light,  an  tag- 
Fin  JrifH  B°J^7'''i"  rk  «|,lr(t«!  m'  ii1~ 
Wood  doth    Iho   simo.-'— CotioB 


n  that  brief  December  Any 
Rose  cheerless  over  hills  of  gray, 
Aod,  darkly  circled,  gave  at  niNin 
A  skdder  light  tluui  vaniiig  moon. 


Slow  tracing  dawn  tbe  thiclcening  sk; 

Its  mute  and  ominous  prophecy, 

A  portent  Beemiiig  less  than  threat, 

It  sank  from  sight  before  it  set. 

A  chill  uo  coat,  however  atotit. 

Of  homeapuu  stuff  could  quite  abut  out, 

A  bard,  dull  bitterneBB  of  cold, 

That  cfaecked,  luid-vein,  the  circling  race 

Of  life-blood  in  tbe  sharpened  face, 

Tlie  coming  of  the  auow-stonn  told. 

The  wind  jjlew  east ;  wc  beard  the  roar 

Of  Ocean  on  his  wintry  shore, 

And  felt  tlie  strong  pulse  throbbing  tbeiQ 

Beat  with  low  rhythm  our  inlaud  air. 

Meanwhile  we  did  our  nightly  chores,  — 
Brought  iu  the  wood  from  out  of  doors. 
Littered  the  stalls,  and  from  the  mows 
Raked  down  the  berd's-grasB  fortbe  cuwB  ; 
Heard  the  borse  whinnying  for  bis  corn  ; 
And,  sharply  clashing  born  on  horn, 
Impatient  down  the  stanchion  rows 
The  cattle  shake  their  walnut  bows  ; 
While,  peering  from  bis  early  perch 
Upon  the  Bcatfo Id's  pole  of  birch. 
The  cock  bis  crested  helinct  bent 
And  down  his  querulous  challenge  sent* 

UnwftTtned  by  any  sunset  light 
The  gray  day  darkened  into  night, 
A  night  made  hoary  with  the  swarm 
And  whirl-dance  of  tbe  blindiug  storm, 
As  zigzag,  wavering  to  and  fro, 
Crossed  and  recrossed  the  wingM  snow  : 
And  ere  the  early  bedtime  came 
The  white  drift  piled  the  vrindow-frame, 
And  through  tbe  gloss  the  cluthea-line  posta 
Looked  in  like  tall  and  sheeted  ghosts. 

So  all  night  long  the  storm  ronred  on  : 
The  morning  broke  without  a  sun  ; 
In  tiny  spherule  traced  with  lines 
Of  Nature's  geometric  8igi;B, 
In  starry  Hake,  and  pellicle. 
All  day  the  hoary  meteor  fell ; 
And,  when  the  second  moriuug  shone, 
We  looked  upon  a  world  unknown. 
On  nothing  we  could  call  our  own. 
Around  the  glistening  wonder  bent 
The  blue  walls  of  tbe  firmament, 
No  cloud  above,  no  earth  below,  — 
A  universe  of  sky  and  snow  ! 
Tbe  old  familiar  sights  of  oura 
Took   rniLrveltous  shapes  ;   strange   domes 
ajid  towers 
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Rose  up  where  sty  or  corn-crib  stood, 

Or  garden-wall,  or  belt  of  wood  ; 

A  smooth   white   mouud   the   brush -pile 

showed, 
A  fenceless  drift  what  once  was  road ; 
The  bridle-post  an  old  man  sat 
With  loose-flung  coat  and  high  cocked  hat ; 
The  well-curb  had  a  Chinese  roof  ; 
And  even  the  long  sweep,  high  aloof. 
In  its  slant  splendor,  seemed  to  tell 
Of  Pisa's  leaning  miracle. 

A  prompt,  decisive  man,  no  breath 
Our  father  wasted  :  "  Boys,  a  path  ! " 
Well  pleased,  (for  when  did  farmer  boy 
Count  such  a  summons  less  than  joy  ?) 
Our  buskins  on  our  feet  we  drew  ; 
With  mittened  hands,  and  caps  drawn  low. 
To  guard  our  necks  and  ears  from  snow, 
We  cut  the  solid  whiteness  through. 
And,  where  the  drift  was  deepest,  made 
A  tunnel  walled  and  overlaid 
With  dazzling  crystal :  we  had  read 
Of  rare  Aladdin's  wondrous  cave. 
And  to  our  own  his  name  we  gave. 
With  many  a  wish  the  luck  were  ours 
To  test  his  lamp's  supernal  powers. 
We  reached  the  barn  with  merry  din, 
And  roused  the  prisoned  brutes  within. 
The  old  horse  thrust  his  long  head  out, 
And  grave  with  wonder  gazed  about ; 
The  cock  his  lusty  greeting  said, 
And  forth  his  speckled  harem  led  ; 
The  oxen  lashed  their  tails,  and  hooked, 
And  mild  reproach  of  hunger  looked  ; 
The  homed  patriarch  of  the  sheep, 
Like  Egypt's  Amun  roused  from  sleep, 
Shook  his  saee  head  with  gesture  mute, 
And  emphasized  with  stamp  of  foot. 

All  day  the  g^sty  north-wind  bore 
The  loosening  drift  its  breath  before  ; 
Low  circling  round  its  southern  zone. 
The  sun  through  dazzling  snow-mist  shone. 
No  church-bell  lent  its  Christian  tone 
To  the  savage  air,  no  social  smoke 
Curled  over  woods  of  snow-hung  oak. 
A  solitude  made  more  intense 
By  dreary-voiced  elements. 
The  shrieking  of  the  mindless  wind, 
The  moaning  tree-boughs  swaying  blind, 
And  on  the  glass  the  unmeaning  beat 
Of  ghostly  finger-tips  of  sleet. 
Beyond  the  circle  of  our  hearth 
No  welcome  sound  of  toil  or  mirth 


Unbound  the  spell,  and  testified 
Of  human  life  and  thought  outsicYe. 
We  minded  that  the  sharpest  ear 
The  buried  brooklet  could  not  hettt^ 
The  music  of  whose  liquid  ]^ 
Had  been  to  us  companiouship. 
And,  in  our  lonely  life,  had  grown 
To  have  an  almost  human  tone. 

As  night  drew  on,  and,  from  the  crest 
Of  wooded  knolls  that  ridged  the  west, 
The  sun,  a  snow-blown  traveller,  sank 
From  sight  beneath  the  smothering  bank, 
We  piled,  with  care,  our  nightly  stack 
Of  wood  against  the  chimney-back,  — 
The  oaken  log,  green,  huge,  aud  thick. 
And  on  its  top  the  stout  back-stick; 
The  knotty  forestick  laid  apart. 
And  filled  between  with  curious  art 
The  ragged  brush  ;  then,  hovering  near. 
We  watched  the  first  red  blaze  appear. 
Heard  the  sharp  crackle,  caught  the  gleam 
On  whitewashed  wall  aud  sagging  beaniy 
Until  the  old,  rude-furnished  room 
Burst,  flower-like,  into  rosy  bloom  ; 
While  radiant  with  a  mimic  flame 
Outside  the  sparkling  drift  became. 
And  through  the  bare-boughed  lilac-tree 
Our  own  warm  hearth  seemed  blazing  free. 
The  crane  and  pendent  trammels  showed, 
The  Turks'  heads  on  the  andirons  glowed; 
While  childish  fancy,  prompt  to  teU 
The  meaning  of  the  miracle, 
Whispered  the  old  rhyme  :  **  Under  the  treCt 
Whenjire  outdoors  bums  merrily ^ 
There  the  witches  are  making  tea," 

The  moon  above  the  eastern  wood 
Shone  at  its  full ;  the  hill-range  stood 
Transfigured  in  the  silver  flood. 
Its  blown  snows  flashing  cold  and  keen, 
Dead  white,  save  where  some  sharp  ravine 
Took  shadow,  or  the  sombre  green 
Of  hemlocks  turned  to  pitchy  black 
Against  the  whiteness  at  their  back. 
For  such  a  world  and  such  a  night 
Most  fitting  that  un warming  light. 
Which  only  seemed  where'er  it  fell 
To  make  the  coldness  visible. 

Shut  in  from  all  the  world  withoat. 
We  sat  the  clean-winged  hearth  aboaty 
Content  to  let  the  north-wind  roar 
In  baffled  rage  at  pane  and  door. 
While  the  red  logs  before  us  beat 
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The  froat-liue  back  with  tropic  heat ; 
And  ever,  wheu  a  louder  blast 
Shook  beam  buiI  rufti-r  us  it  passed, 
Tbe  merrier  up  its  nmriug  draught 
Ths  great  throat  of  tbe  ulumiiey  Uuefaed; 
The  liouse-dog  on  his  pawa  outupread 
Laid  to  the  lire  hb  druway  head. 
The  cat's  dark  silliouette  ou  the  wall 
A  couch  ant  tiger's  seemed  to  fall ; 
And,  for  the  winter  fireside  meet, 
Between  the  andirons'  straddling  feet. 
The  mug  of  cider  siiamered  slow, 
The  apples  sputtered  iji  a  row. 
And,  close  at  hand,  the  basket  stood 
With  nuts  from  brown  October's  wood. 

What  matter  bow  the  night  behaved  ? 
What  loatter  how  the  north'wiiid  raved  ? 
Blow  high,  blow  low,  not  all  its  suow 
Could    quench    our    hearth -Are'a    ruddj 


How  straoee  it  aeeuis,  with  so  much  gone 
Of  life  amflove,  to  still  life  ou  I 


The  dear  home  faces  whei-euuon 
That  Btfnl  firelight  paled  and  shone. 
Hen  oef or  ward,  listen  as  we  will, 
Tbe  voices  ot  that  hearth  are  still  ; 
Look  where  we  luaj,  the  wide  earth  o'er 
Those  lighted  faces  smile  no  more. 
We  tread  the  paths  their  feet  have  worn. 

We  sit  beneath  tbeir  orchard  trees. 

We  liear,  like  them,  tbe  bum  of  bees 
And  rustle  of  tbe  bladed  corn  ; 
We  turn  the  pages  that  they  read. 

Their  written  words  we  linger  o'er, 
But  in  the  sun  they  cast  no  shade. 
No  voice  is  heard,  no  sign  is  made, 

No  step  is  on  the  conscious  floor  I 
Yet    Love    will    dream,    and    Faith    will 

(Since  He  who  knows  our  need  is  just,) 
That  somehow,  somewhere,  meet  we  must. 
Alas  for  him  who  never  sees 
The  stars  sbine  through  his  cjpreM-treu  t 
Who,  hopeless,  lays  his  dead  away. 
Nor  looks  to  si'e  the  breaking  day 
Across  tbe  monnifiil  marbles  play  I 
Who  hath  not  loamed,  in  hours  of  faitb, 

The  truth  to  flesh  and  sense  unknown. 
That  Life  is  ever  lord  of  Death, 

And  Love  can  never  lose  its  own  I 


We  sped  the  time  with  stories  old, 
Wrought  puzzles  out,  and  riddles  told. 
Or  stauimersd  from  our  school-book  Ion 
"  The  Chief  of  Gambia's  golden  shore." 
How  often  siuce,  when  ail  the  land 
Was  clay  in  Sbivery's  shaping  hand. 
As  if  a  fai^blown  trumpet  stirred 
The  languorous  sin-sick  air,  I  beard ; 
"  Does  not  the  voice  of  reaion  cry. 

Claim  Ihtfint  right  tshich  Nature  garie. 
From  the  red  acnurgt  0/ bondage  Jig, 

Nor  deign  to  iior  a  burdened  slaoe  I " 
Our  father  rode  again  his  ride 
On  Memphremagug's  wooded  side  ; 
Sat  down  again  to  moose  and  Bamp 
In  trapper's  hut  aud  Indian  camp  ; 
Lived  o'er  the  old  idyllic  ease 
Beneath  St.  Frau^is'  bemlook-treea ; 
Again  for  him  the  moonlight  shona 
Ou  Norman  cap  and  bodiced  lone  ; 
Agaiu  he  heard  the  violin  play 
Which  led  the  village  dance  away. 
And  mingled  in  its  merry  whirl 
The  grandam  aud  the  laiighine  girl. 
Or,  nearer  home,  otir  steps  he  Ted 
Where  Salisbury's  level  marshes  spread 

Mile-wide  as  flies  tbe  laden  bee  ; 
Where  merry  mowers,  bale  and  strong. 
Swept,  scythe  on  scythe,  their  swaths  along 

The  low  green  prairies  of  the  sea. 
We  shared  the  fishin?  off  Boar's  Head, 

Aud  round  tbe  rocky  IbIps  of  Shoals 

The  hake-broil  on  the  drift-wood  co«la ; 
The  chowder  on  tbe  sand-beach  made. 
Dipped  by  tbe  hungry,  steaming  hot, 
With  spoons  of  clatn-sbelt  from  the  pot. 
We  heard  tbe  tales  ot  witchcraft  old, 
And  dream  and  sign  and  marvel  told 
To  sleepy  listeners  as  tliey  lay 
Stretched  idly  on  the  salted  hay. 
Adrift  along  the  winding  shores. 


Our  mother,  while  she  turned  her  wheal 
Or  run  tbe  new  knit  atocking-beel, 
Told  how  tbe  Indian  hordes  came  down 
At  midnight  on  Cocheco  town, 
And  how  her  own  great-uncle  bore 
His  cruel  scalp-mark  to  founcore. 
Recalling,  in  her  fitting  phrtise. 
So  rich  and  picturesque  and  free, 
(The  common  unrhjmed  poetry 
Of  simple  life  and  oountrj  ways,) 
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The  story  of  hep  early  days,  — 
She  made  us  welcome  to  her  home  ; 
Old  hearths  grew  wide  to  give  as  room  ; 
We  stole  with  her  a  frightened  look 
At  the  g^y  wizard's  conjuriug-book, 
The  fame  whereof  went  far  and  wide 
Through  all  the  simple  country  side  ; 
We  heard  the  hawks  at  twilight  play, 
The  boat-horn  on  Piscataqua, 
The  loon's  weird  laughter  far  away  ; 
We  fished  her  little  trout-brook,  knew 
What  flowers  in  wood  and  meadow  grew, 
What  sunny  hillsides  autumu-brown 
She  climbed  to  shake  the  ripe  nuts  down. 
Saw  where  in  sheltered  cove  and  bay 
The  ducks'  black  squadron  anchored  lay. 
And  heard  the  wild-geese  calling  loud 
Beneath  the  g^y  November  cloud. 

Then,  haply,  with  a  look  more  grave, 

And  soberer  tone,  some  tale  she  gave 

From  painful  SewePs  ancient  tome, 

Beloved  in  every  Quaker  home. 

Of  faith  fire-winged  by  martyrdom. 

Or  Chalkley's  Journal,  old  and  quaint,  — 

Gentlest  of  skippers,  rare  sea-saint !  — 

Who,  when  the  dreary  calms  prevailed. 

And  water-butt  and  bread-cask  failed. 

And  cruel,  hung^ry  eyes  pursued 

His  portly  presence  mad  for  food, 

With  dark  hints  mattered  under  breath 

Of  casting  lots  for  life  or  death. 

Offered,  if  Heaven  withheld  supplies. 

To  be  himself  the  sacrifice. 

Then,  suddenly,  as  if  to  save 

The  g^ood  man  from  his  living  g^ave, 

A  ripple  on  the  water  grew, 

A  scnool  of  porpoise  flashed  in  view. 

**  Take,  eat,    he  said,  "  and  be  content ; 

These  fishes  in  my  stead  are  sent 

By  Him  who  gave  the  tangled  ram 

To  spare  the  child  of  Abraham." 

Our  uncle,  innocent  of  books. 
Was  rich  in  lore  of  fields  and  brooks. 
The  ancient  teachers  never  dumb 
Of  Nature's  unhoused  lyceum. 
In  moons  and  tides  and  weather  wise. 
He  read  the  clouds  as  prophecies, 
And  foul  or  fair  could  well  divine. 
By  many  an  occult  hint  and  sign, 
Holding  the  cunning-warded  keys 
To  all  the  woodcraft  mysteries  ; 
Himself  to  Nature's  heart  so  near 
That  all  her  voices  in  his  ear 


■^ — 


Of  beast  or  bird  had  meanings  cl4ary 

Like  Apollonius  of  old, 

Who  knew  the  tales  the  sparrows  told^ 

Or  Hermes  who  interpreted 

What  the  sage  cranes  of  Nilus  said  ; 

A  simple,  guileless,  childlike  man. 

Content  to  live  where  life  began  ; 

Strong  only  on  his  native  grounds. 

The  little  world  of  sights  and  sounds 

Whose  girdle  was  the  parish  bounds, 

Whereof  his  fondly  partial  pride 

The  common  features  magnified. 

As  Surrey  hills  to  mountains  grew 

In  White  of  Selborue's  loving  view,  — 

He  told  how  teal  and  loon  he  shot. 

And  how  the  eagle's  eggs  he  got. 

The  feats  on  pond  and  river  done, 

The  prodigies  of  rod  and  g^  ; 

Till,  warming  with  the  tales  he  told. 

Forgotten  was  the  ou<Side  cold. 

The  bitter  wind  unheeded  blew, 

From  ripening  com  the  pigeons  flew. 

The  partridge  drummed  i'  the  wood,  the 

mink 
Went  fishing  down  the  river-brink. 
In  fields  with  bean  or  clover  gay. 
The  woodchuck,  like  a  hermit  gray, 

Peered  from  the  doorway  of  his  cell ; 
The  muskrat  plied  the  mason's  trade. 
And  tier  by  tier  his  mud-walls  laid  ; 
And  from  the  shagbark  overhead 

The  guzzled  squirrel  dropped  his  shell. 

Next,  the  dear  aunt,  whose  smile  of  cheer 
And  voice  in  dreams  I  see  and  hear,  — 
The  sweetest  woman  ever  Fate 
Perverse  denied  a  household  mate. 
Who,  lonely,  homeless,  not  the  less 
Found  peace  in  love's  unselfishness. 
And  welcome  wheresoe'er  she  went, 
A  calm  and  gracious  element. 
Whose  presence  seemed  the  sweet  income 
And  womanly  atmosphere  of  home,  — 
Called  up  her  gfirlhood  memories, 
The  huskings  and  the  apple-bees. 
The  sleigh-rides  and  the  summer  sails. 
Weaving  through  all  the  poor  details 
And  homespun  warp  of  circumstance 
A  golden  woof-thread  of  romance. 
For  well  she  kept  her  geniul  mood 
And  simple  faith  of  maidenihood  ; 
Before  her  still  a  cloud-land  lay. 
The  mirage  loomed  across  iier  way ; 
The  morning  dew,  that  dries  so  soon 
With  others,  glistened  at  her  noon  ; 
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Through  years  of  toil  and  soil  and  care, 

From  glossy  tress  to  thin  gray  hair, 

All  unprofaued  she  held  apart 

The  virgin  fancies  of  the  hfeart. 

Be  shame  to  him  of  woman  born 

Who  hath  for  such  but  thought  of  scorn. 

There,  too,  our  elder  sister  plied 
Her  eyeniug  task  the  stand  beside  ; 
A  full,  rich  nature,  free  to  trust, 
Truthful  and  almost  sternly  just, 
Impulsive,  earnest,  prompt  to  act. 
And  make  her  generous  thought  a  fact, 
Keepiug  with  many  a  light  disguise 
The  secret  of  self-sacrifice. 

0  heart  sore-tried  I  thou  hast  the  best 
That  Heaven  itself  could  give  thee,  —  rest, 
Rest  from  all  bitter  thoughts  and  things  I 

How  many  a  poor  one's  blessing  went 
With  thee  beneath  Cne  low  green  tent 
Whose  curtain  never  outward  swings  ! 

As  one  who  held  herself  a  part 
Of  all  she  saw,  and  let  her  heart 

Against  the  household  bosom  lean, 
Upon  the  motley-braided  mat 
Our  youngest  and  our  dearest  sat. 
Lifting  her  large,  sweet,  asking  eyes. 

Now  bathed  in  the  unfading  green 
And  holy  peace  of  Paradise. 
Oh,  looking  from  some  heavenly  hill. 

Or  from  the  shade  of  saintly  palms. 

Or  silver  reach  of  river  calms, 
Do  those  large  eyes  behold  me  still  ? 
With  me  one  little  year  ago  :  — 
The  chill  weight  of  the  wmter  snow 

For  months  upon  her  g^ve  has  lain  ; 
And  now,  when  summer  south-winds  blow 

And  brier  and  harebell  bloom  again, 

1  tread  the  pleasant  paths  we  trod, 
I  see  the  violet-sprinkled  sod 
Whereon  she  leaned,  too  frail  and  weak 
The  hillside  flowers  she  loved  to  seek. 
Yet  following  me  where'er  I  went 
With  dark  eyes  full  of  love's  content. 
The  birds  are  glad  ;  the  brier-rose  fills 
The  air  with  sweetness  ;  all  the  hills 
Stretch  g^een  to  June's  unclouded  sky  ; 
But  still  I  wait  with  ear  and  eye 

For  something  gone  which  should  be  nigh, 
A  loss  in  all  familiar  things, 
In  flower  that  blooms,  and  bird  that  sing^. 
And  yet,  dear  heart  1  remembering  thee. 

Am  I  not  richer  than  of  old  7 
Safe  in  thy  immortality. 


What  change  can  reach  the  wealth   I 
hold? 

What  chance  can  mar  the  pearl  and  gold 
Thy  love  hath  left  in  trust  with  me  ? 
And  while  in  life's  late  afternoon. 

Where  cool  and  long  the  shadows  grow, 
I  walk  to  meet  the  night  that  soon 

Shall  shape  and  shadow  overflow, 
I  cannot  feel  that  thou  art  far. 
Since  near  at  need  the  angels  are  } 
And  when  the  sunset  gates  unbar. 

Shall  I  not  see  thee  waiting  stand. 
And,  white  against  the  evening  star. 

The  welcome  of  thy  beckoning  hand  ? 

Brisk  wielder  of  the  birch  and  rule. 
The  master  of  the  district  school 
Held  at  the  fire  his  favored  place. 
Its  warm  glow  lit  a  laughing  face 
Fresh-hued  and  fair,  where  scarce  appeared 
The  uncertain  prophecy  of  beard. 
He  teased  the  mitten-blinded  cat. 
Played  cross-pins  on  my  uncle's  hat, 
Sang  songs,  and  told  us  what  befalls 
In  classic  Dartmouth's  college  halls. 
Bom  the  wild  Northern  hills  among. 
From  whence  his  yeoman  father  wrung 
By  patient  toil  subsistence  scant, 
Not  competence  and  yet  not  want. 
He  early  gained  the  power  to  pay 
His  cheerful,  self-reliant  way  ; 
Could  dofP  at  ease  his  scholar's  gown 
To  peddle  wares  from  town  to  town ; 
Or  through  the  long  vacation's  reach 
Li  lonely  lowland  districts  teach. 
Where  all  the  droll  experience  found 
At  stranger  hearths  in  boarding  round. 
The  moonlit  skater's  keen  delight. 
The  sleigh-drive  through  the  frosty  night. 
The  rustic-party,  with  its  rough 
Accompaniment  of  blind-man^bnff. 
And  whirling-plate,  and  forfeits  paid. 
His  winter  task  a  pastime  made. 
Happy  the  snow-locked  homes  wherein 
He  tuned  his  merry  violin. 
Or  played  the  athlete  in  the  bam. 
Or  held  the  good  dame's  winding-yam. 
Or  mirth-provoking  versions  told 
Of  classic  legrends  rare  and  old. 
Wherein  the  scenes  of  Greece  and  Rome 
Had  all  the  commonplace  of  home. 
And  little  seemed  at  best  the  odds 
'Twixt  Yankee  pedlers  and  old  gods  ; 
Where  Pindus-bom  Araohthus  took 
The  g^uise  of  any  g^st-mill  brook. 
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And  dread  Olympus  at  bis  will 
Became  a  huckleberry  hill. 

A  careless  boy  that  night  he  seemed  ; 

But  at  his  desk  he  had  the  look 
And  air  of  one  who  wisely  schemed, 
And  hostage  from  the  future  took 
In  train^  thought  and  lore  of  book. 
Lar&;e-brained,  clear-eyed,  of  such  as  he 
Shall  Freedom's  young  apostles  be, 
Who,  following  in  War's  bloody  trail, 
Shall  every  lingering  wrong  assail ; 
All  cliains  from  limb  and  spirit  strike, 
Uplift  the  black  and  white  alike  ; 
Scatter  before  their  swift  advance 
The  darkness  and  the  ignorance, 
The  pride,  the  lust,  the  squalid  sloth. 
Which     nurtured     Treason's     monstrous 

growth. 
Made  murder  pastime,  and  the  hell 
Of  prison-torture  possible  ; 
The  cniel  lie  of  caste  refute. 
Old  forms  remould,  and  substitute 
For  Slavery's  lash  the  freeman's  will, 
For  blind  routine,  wise-handed  skill  ; 
A  school-house  plant  on  every  hill. 
Stretching  in  radiate  nerve-lines  thence 
The  quick  wires  of  inteUigence  ; 
Till  North  and  South  together  brought 
Shall  own  the  same  electric  thought, 
In  peace  a  common  Hag  salute. 
And,  side  by  side  in  labor's  free 
And  unresentful  rivalry. 
Harvest  the  fields  wherein  they  fought. 

Another  guest  that  winter  night 

Flashed  back  from  lustrous  eyes  the  light. 

Unmarked  by  time,  and  yet  not  young. 

The  honeyed  music  of  her  tongue 

And  words  of  meekness  scarcely  told 

A  nature  passionate  and  bold, 

Strong,  self-concentred,  spurning  g^de. 

Its  milder  features  dwarfed  beside 

Her  unbent  will's  majestic  pride. 

She  sat  among  us,  at  the  best, 

A  not  unf eared,  half- welcome  guest, 

Rebuking  with  her  cultured  phrase 

Qur  homeliness  of  words  and  ways. 

A  certain  pard-likc,  treacherous  grace 

Swayed  the   lithe  limbs  and  dropped  the 

lash, 
Lent  the  white  teeth  their  dazzling  flash ; 
And  under  low  brows,  black  with  night. 
Rayed  out  at  times  a  dangerous  light; 
The  sharp  heat-lightnings  of  her  face 


Presaging  ill  to  him  whom  Fate 
Condemned  to  share  her  love  or  hate. 
A  woman  tropical,  intense 
In  thought  and  act,  in  soul  and  sense, 
She  blended  in  a  like  degree 
The  vixen  and  the  devotee. 
Revealing  with  each  freak  or  feint 
The  temper  of  Petruchio's  Kate, 
The  raptures  of  Siena's  saint. 
Her  tapering  hand  and  rounded  wrist 
Had  facile  power  to  form  a  fist ; 
The  warm,  dark  lang^iish  of  her  eyes 
Was  never  safe  from  wrath's  surprise. 
Brows  saintly  calm  and  lips  devout 
Knew  every  change  of  scowl  and  pout ; 
And  the  sweet  voice  had  notes  more  high 
And  shrill  for  social  battle-cry. 

Since  then  what  old  cathedral  town 
Has  missed  her  pilgrim  staff  and  gown, 
What  convent-gate  has  held  its  lock 
Against  the  challenge  of  her  knock  I 
Through  Smyrna's  plague-hushed  thorongb- 

fares, 
Up  sea-set  Malta's  rocky  stairs. 
Gray  olive  slopes  of  hills  that  hem 

Thy  tombs  and  shrines,  Jerusalem, 
Or  startling  on  her  desert  throne 
The  crazy  Queen  of  Lebanon 
With  claims  fantastic  as  her  own. 
Her  tireless  feet  have  held  their  way  ; 
And  still,  unrestful,  bowed,  and  gray. 
She  watches  under  Eastern  skies. 
With  hope  each  day  renewed  and  fresh. 
The  Lord's  quick  coming  in  the  flesh, 
Whereof  she  dreama  and  prophesies  I 

Where'er  her  troubled  path  may  he. 
The  Lord's  sweet  pity  with  her  go  I 

The  outward  wayward  life  we  see. 
The  hidden  springs  we  may  not  know. 

Nor  is  it  given  us  to  discern 

What  tnreads  the  fatal  sisters  spnn. 
Through  what  ancestral  years  has  mn 

The  sorrow  with  the  woman  bom. 

What  forged  her  cruel  chain  of  moods. 

What  set  her  feet  in  solitudes. 

And  held  the  love  within  her  mnte. 

What  mingled  madness  in  the  blood, 
A  life-long  discord  and  annoy. 
Water  of  tears  with  oil  of  joy. 

And  hid  within  the  folded  bud 
Perversities  of  flower  and  fmit. 

It  is  not  ours  to  separate 
The  tangled  skem  of  will  and  £ate. 


SNOW-BOUND 
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To  show  what  metes  and  bounds  should 

stand 
Upon  the  soul's  debatable  land, 
And  between  choice  and  Providence 
Divide  the  circle  of  events  ; 
But  He  who  knows  our  frame  is  just, 
Merciful  and  compassionate, 
And  full  of  sweet  assurances 
And  hope  for  all  the  language  is, 
That  He  remembereth  we  are  dust  I 

At  last  the  great  logs,  crumbling  low, 
Sent  out  a  dull  and  duller  glow, 
The  buirs-eye  watch  that  hung  in  view, 
Ticking  its  weary  circuit  through, 
Pointed  with  mutely  warning  sign 
Its  black  hand  to  the  hour  of  nine. 
That  sign  the  pleasant  circle  broke  : 
My  uncle  ceased  his  pipe  to  smoke. 
Knocked  from  its  bowl  the  refuse  gray. 
And  laid  it  tenderly  away; 
Then  roused  himself  to  safely  cover 
The  dull  red  brands  with  ashes  over. 
And  while,  with  care,  our  mother  laid 
The  work  aside,  her  steps  she  stayed 
One  moment,  seeking  to  express 
Her  grateful  sense  ol  happiness 
For  food  and  shelter,  warmth  and  health. 
And  love's  contentment  more  than  wealth. 
With  simple  wishes  (not  the  weak. 
Vain  prayers  which  no  fulfilment  seek, 
But  such  as  warm  the  generous  heart, 
O'er-prompt  to  do  with  Heaven  its  part) 
Tliat  none  might  lack,  that  bitter  night, 
For  bread  and  clothing,  warmth  and  light. 

Within  our  beds  awhile  we  heard 
The  wind  that  round  the  gables  roared. 
With  now  and  then  a  ruder  shock. 
Which  made  our  very  bedsteads  rock. 
We  heard  the  loosened  clapboards  tost. 
The  board-nails  snapping  in  the  frost ; 
And  on  us,  through  the  unplastered  wall. 
Felt  the  light  sifted  snow-flakes  falL 
But  sleep  stole  on,  as  sleep  will  do 
When  hearts  are  light  and  life  is  new ; 
Faint  and  more  faint  the  murmurs  grew. 
Till  in  the  summer-land  of  dreams 
They  softened  to  the  sound  of  streams. 
Low  stir  of  leaves,  and  dip  of  oars. 
And  lapsing  waves  on  quiet  shores. 

'^'Next  mom  we  wakened  with  the  shout 
^  Of  merry  voices  high  and  clear  ; 


And  saw  the  teamsters  drawing  near 
To  break  the  drifted  highways  out. 
Down  the  long  hillside  treading  slow 
We  saw  the  half-buried  oxen  go. 
Shaking  the  snow  from  heads  uptost. 
Their  straining  nostrils  white  with  frost. 
Before  our  dour  the  straggling  train 
Drew  up,  an  added  team  to  gain. 
The  elders  threshed  their  hands  a-cold, 
Passed,  with  the  cider-mug,  their  jokes 
From  lip  to  lip  ;  the  younger  folks 
Down    the    loose   snow-banks,  wrestlings 

rolled. 
Then  toiled  again  the  cavalcade 

O'er  windy  hill,  through  clogged  ravine. 
And  woodland  paths  that  wouud  between 
Low  drooping  pine-boughs  winter-weighed. 
From  every  barn  a  team  afoot, 
At  every  house  a  new  recruit. 
Where,  drawn  by  Nature's  subtlest  law, 
Haply  the  watchful  young  men  saw 
Sweet  doorway  pictures  of  the  curls 
A  lid  curious  eyes  of  merry  girls, 
Lifting  their  hands  in  mock  defence 
Against  the  snow-ball's  complimentSy 
And  reading  in  each  missive  tost 
The  charm  with  Eden  never  lost. 

We  heard  once  more  the  sleigh-bells'  sound ; 

And,  following  where  the  teamsters  led. 
The  wise  old  Doctor  went  his  round. 
Just  pausing  at  our  door  to  say. 
In  the  brief  autocratic  way 
Of  one  who,  prompt  at  Duty's  call. 
Was  free  to  urg^  her  claim  on  all. 

That  some  poor  neighbor  sick  abed 
At  night  our  mother's  aid  would  need. 
For,  one  in  generous  thought  and  deed. 

What  mattered  in  the  sufferer's  sight 

The  Quaker  matron's  inward  light. 
The  Doctor's  mail  of  Calvin's  creed  ? 
All  hearts  confess  the  saints  elect 

Who,  twain  in  faith,  in  love  ag^ree, 
And  melt  not  in  an  acid  sect 

The  Christian  pearl  of  charity  I 

So  days  went  on  :  a  week  had  passed 
Since   the   g^at  world   was   heard  from 

last. 
The  Almanac  we  studied  o'er. 
Read  and  reread  our  little  store 
Of  books  and  pamphlets,  scarce  a  score  ; 
One  harmless  novel,  mostly  hid 
From  younger  eyes,  a  book  forbid. 
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And  poetry,  (of  good  or  bad, 

A  eiagle  book  was  all  we  had,) 

Where  EUwood's  meek,  drab-skirted  Muse, 

A  Etmoger  to  the  heathen  Nine, 

Saug,  with  a  somewhat  nasal  whine, 
The  wars  of  David  and  the  Jews. 
At  last  tfaa  flouudering  carrier  bore 
The  village  paper  to  our  door. 
ho  I  broadening  outward  as  we  read. 
To  warmer  xooks  the  borizon  spread 
In  panoramic  length  unrolled 
We  saw  the  marvels  that  it  told. 
Before  us  passed  the  painted  Creeks, 

And  daft  McGregor  on  his  raids 

In  Costa  Rica's  evereladea. 


A  Turk's  head  at  each  saddle-bow  I 
Welcome  to  us  its  week-old  news. 
Its  comer  for  the  rustic  Muse, 

Its  monthly  ^uge  of  snow  and  rain. 
Its  record,  mingling  in  a  breath 
The  wedding  bell  and  dirge  of  death  : 
Jest,  anecdote,  and  love-lorn  tale, 
The  latest  culprit  sent  to  jail ; 
Its  hue  and  ory  of  stolen  and  lost. 
Its  vendue  sales  and  goods  at  cost, 

And  traffic  catling  loud  for  gain. 
We  felt  the  stir  of  hall  and  street. 
The  pulse  of  life  that  round  us  beat ; 
The  chill  embargo  of  the  snow 


Clasp,  Angel  of  the  backward  look 
And  folded  wings  of  ashen  gray 
And  voice  of  echoes  far  away, 

The  brazen  covers  of  thy  book  ; 

The  weird  palimpsest  old  and  vast. 


Wbereia  thou  hid'st  the  spectral  past ; 
Where,  closely  mingling,  pale  and 

The  characters  of  joy  and  woe  ; 


^tral  past ; 
le  and  glow 


The  monographs  of  outlived  years. 
Or  STnile-illiiined  or  dim  with  tears. 

Green  bills  of  life  thnt  slope  to  death. 
And  haunts  of  home,  whose  vistaed  trees 
Shade  off  to  mournful  cyprcMSPS 

With  the  white  amaranths  underneath. 
Even  while  I  look.  I  i!an  but  heed 

The  restless  sands'  ineessaiit  fall. 
Importunate  hours  that  hours  succeed. 
Each  clamorous  with  its  own  sbnrp  need, 

And  duty  keeping  pace  with  all. 
Shut  down  ajid  clasp  the  heavy  lids  ; 


I  hear  again  the  Toice  that  bids 
The  dreamer  leave  his  dream  midmj 
For  lac^r  hopes  aud  graver  fears  : 
Life  greatens  in  these  later  yeiUB, 
The  century's  aloe  flowers  to-day  I 

Tet,  haply,  in  some  lull  of  life, 

Some  Truce  of  God  which  breaks  its  strife, 

He  worldling's  eyes  shall  gather  dew, 

Dreaming  lu  tbrongful  city  ways 
Of  wiuter  joys  his  boyhood  knew ; 
And  dear  and  early  friends  —  the  few 
Who  yet  remain  —  shaU  pause  to  view 

These  Flemish  pictures  of  old  days  ; 
Sit  with  me  by  the  homestead  hearth, 
And  stretch  the  hands  of  memory  forth 

To  warm  them  at  the  wood-fire's  blaze  t 
And  thanks  untraced  to  lips  unknown 
ShaU  greet  me  like  the  odors  blown 
From  unseen  meadows  newly  mown. 
Or  lilies  floating  in  some  pond. 
Wood-fringed,  the  wayside  gaze  beyond  ; 
The  traveller  owns  the  grateful  sense 
Of  sweetness  near,  he  knows  not  whence^ 
And,  pausing,  takes  with  forehead  bare 
The  benedictiou  of  the  air. 


MY  TRIUMPH 

The  autumn-time  has  come  ; 
On  woods  that  dream  of  bloom. 
And  over  purpling  vines. 
The  low  sun  fainter  shines. 

The  aster-flower  is  failing. 
The  hazel's  gold  is  paling  ; 
Yet  overhead  more  near 
The  eternal  stars  appear  I 

And  present  gratitude 
Insures  the  future's  good. 
And  for  the  things  I  see 
1  trust  the  things  to  be  ; 

That  in  the  paths  nntrod, 
And  the  long  days  of  God, 
My  feet  shall  still  be  led, 
M  J  heart  be  comforted. 

O  living  friends  who  lore  me  t 

0  dear  ones  gone  above  me  I 
Careless  of  other  fame, 

1  leave  to  you  my  name. 
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Hide  it  from  idle  praises, 

Save  it  from  evil  phrases  : 

Why,  when  dear  lips  that  spake  it 

Are  dumb,  should  strangers  wake  it  ? 

Let  the  thick  curtain  fall ; 
I  better  know  than  all 
How  little  I  have  gained, 
How  vast  the  unattained. 

Not  by  the  page  word-painted 
Let  life  be  banned  or  sainted  : 
Deeper  than  written  scroll 
The  colors  of  the  soul. 

Sweeter  than  any  sung 

My  songs  that  found  no  tongue  ; 

Nobler  than  any  fact 

My  wish  that  failed  of  act. 

Others  shall  sin?  the  song, 
Others  shall  right  the  wrong,  — 
Finish  what  I  begin. 
And  all  I  fail  of  win. 

What  matter,  I  or  they  ? 
Mine  or  another's  day. 
So  the. right  word  be  said 
And  life  the  sweeter  made  ? 

Hail  to  the  coming  singers  I 
Hail  to  the  brave  Tight-bringers  I 
Forward  I  reach  and  share 
All  that  they  sing  and  dare. 

The  airs  of  heaven  blow  o'er  me  ; 
A  glory  shines  before  me 
Of  what  mankind  shall  be,  — 
Pure,  generous,  brave,  and  free. 

A  dream  of  man  and  woman 
Diviner  but  still  human. 
Solving  the  riddle  old, 
Shaping  the  Age  of  Gold  ! 

The  love  of  God  and  neighbor  ; 
An  eq^ual-handed  labor  ; 
The  richer  life,  where  beauty 
Walks  hand  in  hand  with  duty. 

Ring,  btdlg  in  unreared  steeples, 
The  joy  of  vnbom  peoples  I 
Sound,  trumpets  far  off  blown. 
Your  triumph  is  my  own  I 


Parcel  and  part  of  all, 
I  keep  the  lestival. 
Fore-reach  the  good  to  be, 
And  share  the  victory. 

I  feel  the  earth  move  sunward, 
I  join  the  ereat  march  onward, 
And  take,  oy  faith,  while  living, 
My  freehold  of  thauksgiving. 

IN   SCHOOL-DAYS 

Still  sits  the  school-house  by  the  road, 
A  ragged  beggar  sleeping  ; 

Around  it  still  the  sumachs  grow. 
And  blackberry-vines  are  creeping. 

Within,  the  master's  desk  is  seen, 
Deep  scarred  by  raps  official ; 

The  warping  floor,  the  battered  seats. 
The  jack-knife's  carved  initial ; 

The  charcoal  frescos  on  its  wall ; 

Its  door's  worn  sill,  betraying 
The  feet  that,  creeping  slow  to  school. 

Went  storming  out  to  playing  1 

Long  years  agfo  a  winter  sun 

Shone  over  it  at  setting ; 
Lit  up  its  western  window-panes. 

And  low  eaves'  icy  fretting. 

It  touched  the  tangled  golden  cnrls. 
And  brown  eyes  full  of  grievin?, 

Of  one  who  still  her  steps  delayed 
When  all  the  school  were  leaving. 

For  near  her  stood  the  little  boy 
Her  childish  favor  singled  : 

His  cap  pulled  4ow  upon  a  face 
Where  pride  and  shame  were  minglec 

Pushing  with  restless  feet  the  snow 
To  right  and  left,  he  lingered  ;  -^ 

As  restlessly  her  tiny  hands 
The  blue-checked  apron  fingered. 

He  saw  her  lift  her  eyes  ;  he  felt 
The  soft  hand's  light  caressing. 

And  heard  the  tremble  of  her  voice. 
As  if  a  fault  confessing. 

'*  I  'm  sorry  that  I  spelt  the  word : 
I  hate  to  go  above  you. 
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Secaase/'  —  the  brown  eyes  lower  fell, 
•♦  Because,  you  see,  I  love  you  I  " 

ttill  memory  to  a  gray-haired  man 
That  sweet  child-face  is  showing. 

)ear  girl  I  the  g^rasses  on  her  grave 
Have  forty  years  been  growing  1 

le  lives  to  learn,  in  life's  hard  school, 
Uow  few  who  pass  above  him 

Ament  their  triumph  and  his  loss, 
Like  her,  —  because  they  love  him. 


MY   BIRTHDAY 

Ieneath  the  moonlight  and  the  snow 

Lies  dead  my  latest  year  ; 
!'he  winter  winds  are  wailing  low 

Its  dirges  in  my  ear. 

grieve  not  with  the  moaning  wind 

As  if  a  loss  befell  ; 
^fore  me,  even  as  behind, 

God  is,  and  all  is  well ! 

lis  light  shines  on  me  from  above, 
His  low  voice  speaks  within,  — 

lie  patience  of  immortal  love 
Outwearying  mortal  sin. 

rot  mindless  of  the  growing  years 

Of  care  and  loss  and  pain, 
ly  eyes  are  wet  with  thankful  tears 

For  blessings  which  remain. 

F  dim  the  gold  of  life  has  grown, 

I  will  not  count  it  dross, 
for  turn  from  treasures  still  my  own 

To  sigh  for  lack  and  loss. 

"he  years  no  charm  from  Nature  take  ; 

As  sweet  her  voices  call, 
JB  beautiful  her  mornings  break. 

As  fair  her  evenings  fall. 

ove  watches  o'er  my  quiet  ways, 
Kind  voices  speak  my  name, 

Jid  lips  that  find  it  hard  to  praise 
Are  slow,  at  least,  to  blame. 

fow  softly  ebb  the  tides  of  will ! 
How  fields,  once  lost  or  won, 
fow  lie  behind  me  green  and  still 
JBeneath  &  level  sun  ! 


How  hushed  the  hiss  of  party  hate, 

The  clamor  of  the  throng  ! 
How  old,  harsh  voices  of  debate 

Flow  into  rhythmic  song  I 

Methinks  the  spirit's  temper  grows 

Too  soft  in  this  still  air ; 
Somewhat  the  restful  heart  foregoes 

Of  needed  watch  and  prayer. 

The  bark  by  tempest  vainly  tossed 

May  founder  in  the  calm, 
And  he  who  braved  the  polar  frost 

Faint  by  the  isles  of  balm. 

Better  than  self-indulgent  years 

The  outflung  heart  of  youth, 
Than  pleasant  songs  in  idle  ears 

The  tumult  of  the  truth. 

Rest  for  the  weary  hands  is  good, 
And  love  for  hearts  that  pine, 

But  let  the  manly  habitude 
Of  upright  souls  be  mine. 

Let  winds  that  blow  from  heaven  refresh^ 

Dear  Lord,  the  languid  air  ; 
And  let  the  weakness  of  the  flesh 

Thy  strength  of  spirit  share. 

And,  if  the  eye  must  fail  of  light, 

The  ear  forget  to  hear. 
Make  clearer  still  the  spirit's  sight, 

More  fine  the  inward  ear  1 

Be  near  me  in  mine  hours  of  need 

To  soothe,  or  cheer,  or  warn. 
And  down  these  slopes  of  sunset  lead 

As  up  the  hills  of  morn  I 


RED   RIDING-HOOD 

On  the  wide  lawn  the  snow  lay  deep, 
Ridged  o'er  with  many  a  drifted  heap  ; 
The  wind  that  through  the  pine-trees  sung 
The  naked  elm-boughs  tossed  and  swung  ; 
W  hile,  through  the  window,  frosty-starred, 
As^nst  the  sunset  purple  barred, 
We  saw  the  sombre  crow  flap  by. 
The  hawk's  gray  fleck  along  the  sky, 
The  crested  blue-jay  flitting  s\/ift, 
The  squirrel  poising  on  the  drift. 
Erect,  alert,  his  broad  gray  tail 
Set  to  the  north  wind  luce  a  saiL 
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It  came  to  pa43s,  our  little  lass, 
With  tiatteued  face  agaiust  the  glass, 
And  eyes  in  which  the  tender  dew 
Of  pity  shone,  stood  gazing  through 
The  narrow  space  her  rosy  lips 
Had  melted  from  the  frost's  eclipse  : 
"  Oh,  see,"  she  cried,  "  the  poor  hlue-jays  I 
What  is  it  that  the  black  crow  says  ? 
The  squirrel  lifts  his  little  lec^s 
Because  he  has  no  hands,  and  begs; 
He 's  asking  for  my  nuts,  I  know  : 
May  I  not  feed  them  on  the  snow  ?  " 

Half  lost  within  her  boots,  her  head 
Warm-sheltered  in  her  hood  of  red. 
Her  plaid  skirt  close  about  her  drawn, 
She  floundered  down  the  wintry  lawn  ; 
Now  struggling  through  the  misty  veil 
Blown  round  her  by  the  shrieking  gale  ; 
Now  sinking  in  a  drift  so  low 
Her  scarlet  hood  could  scarcely  show 
Its  dash  of  color  on  the  snow. 

She  dropped  for  bird  and  beast  forlorn 
Her  little  store  of  nuts  and  com, 
And  thus  her  tiinid  guests  bespoke  : 
**Come,  squirrel,  from  your  hollow  oak, — 
Come,  black  old  crow,  —  come,  poor  blue- 

Before  your  supper  's  blown  away  I 

Don't  be  afraid,  we  all  are  good  ; 

And  I  *m  mamma's  Red  Riding-Hood  1  ** 

O  Thou  whose  care  is  over  all. 
Who  heedest  even  the  sparrow's  fall, 
Keep  in  the  little  maiden's  breast 
The  pity  which  is  now  its  guest  1 
Let  not  her  cultured  years  make  less 
The  childhood  charm  of  tenderness, 
But  let  her  feel  as  well  as  know. 
Nor  harder  with  her  polish  grow  I 
Unmoved  by  sentimental  gnef 
Tliat  wails  alon^  some  printed  leaf, 
But  prompt  with  kindly  word  and  deed 
To  own  the  claims  of  all  who  need, 
Let  the  grown  woman's  self  make  good 
The  promise  of  Red  Riding-Hood  I 


RESPONSE 

On  the  occasion  of  my  seventietli  birthday,  in 

S77,  I  was  the  recipient  of  many  tokens  of 

,-  teem.   The  publishers  of  the  Atlantic  Monthly 

Saye  2  dinner  in  my  name,  and  the  editor  oil 


2^  Literary  World  gathered  in  his  paper  many 
affectionate  messages  from  my  associates  in 
literature  and  the  cause  of  human  progreeSi 
The  lines  which  follow  were  written  in  acknow- 
ledgment. 

Besidb  that  milestone  where  the  level  sim, 
Nigh  unto  setting,  sheds   his   last,  low 

rays 
On  word  and  work  irrevocably  done. 
Life's  blending  threads  of  good  and  ill  out- 
spun, 
I  hear,  O  friends  I  your  words  of  cheer 

and  praise. 
Half  doubtful  if  myself  or  otherwise. 
Like  him  who,  in  the  old  Arabian  joke, 
A    beggar    slept    and   crowned  Caliph 

woke. 
Thanks  not  the  less.     With  not  unglad 

surprise 
I  see  my  life-work  through  your  partial 

eyes; 
Assured,   in  giving  to   my  home -taught 

songs 
A  higher  value  than  of  right  belongs. 
You  do  but  read  between  the  written  lines 
The  finer  grace  of  unfulfilled  designs. 


AT   EVENTIDE 

Poor  and  inadequate  the  shadow-play 
Of    gain    and  loss,  of  waking  and  of 

dream, 
Agaiust  life's  solenm  background  needs 

must  seem 
At  this  late  hour.    Tet,  not  unthankfully, 
I  call  to  mind  the  fountains  by  the  way. 
The  breath  of  flowers,  the  bird-song  on  the 

spray, 
Dear  friends,  sweet  human  loves,  the  joy  of 

fving 
receiving,  the  great  boon  of  liv- 
ing 
In  g^nd  historic  years  when  Liberty 
Had  need  of  word  and  work,  quick  sympar 

thies 
For  all  who  fail  and  suffer,  song's  relief. 
Nature's  uncloying  loveliness  ;  and  chief. 
The  kind  restraining  hand  of  Providence, 
The  inward  witness,  the  assuring  sense 
Of  an  Eternal  Grood  which  overlies 
The  sorrow  of  the  world.  Love  which  out- 
lives 
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All  sin  and  wrong,  Compassion  which  for- 
gives 

To  the  uttermost,  and  Justice  whose  clear 
eyes 

Through  lapse  and  failure  look  to  the  in- 
tent, 

And  judge  our  frailty  by  the  life  we  meant. 


VOYAGE  OF   THE  JETTIE 

The  picturesquely  situated  Wayside  Inn  at 
West  Ossipee,  N.  H.,  is  now  in  ashes ;  and  to 
its  former  gfuests  these  somewhat  careleas 
rhymes  may  be  a  not  unwelcome  reminder  of 
pleasant  summers  and  autumns  on  the  banks 
of  the  Bearcamp  and  Chocorua.  To  the  author 
himself  they  have  a  special  interest  from  the 
fact  that  Uiey  were  written,  or  improvised, 
under  the  eye  and  for  the  amusement  of  a  be- 
loved invalid  friend,  whose  last  earthly  sunsets 
faded  from  the  mountain  ranges  of  Ossipee 
and  Sandwich. 

A  SHALLOW  stream,  from  fountains 
Deep  in  the  Sandwich  mountains, 

Ran  lakeward  Bearcamp  River ; 
And  between  its  flood-torn  shores, 
Sped  by  sail  or  urged  by  oars. 

No  keel  had  vexed  it  ever. 

Alone  the  dead  trees  yielding 
To  the  dull  axe  Time  is  wielding. 

The  shy  mink  and  the  otter, 
And  golden  leaves  and  red, 
By  countless  autumns  shed. 

Had  floated  down  its  water. 

From  the  gray  rocks  of  Cape  Ann, 
Came  a  skilled  seafaring  man, 

With  his  dory,  to  the  right  place  ; 
Over  hill  and  plain  he  brought  her. 
Where  the  boatless  Bearcamp  water 

Comes  winding  down  from  White-Face. 

Quoth  the  skipper  :  **  Ere  she  floats  forth, 
I  'm  sure  my  pretty  boat 's  worth, 

At  least,  a  name  as  pretty.'' 
On  her  painted  side  he  wrote  it. 
And  the  flag  that  o'er  her  floated 

Bore  aloft  the  name  of  Jettie. 

On  a  radiant  mom  of  summer. 
Elder  guest  and  latest  comer 

Saw  her  wed  the  Bearcamp  water  ; 
Heard  the  name  the  skipper  gave  her, 


And  the  answer  to  the  favor 
From  the  Bay  State's  graceful  daugfatc 

Then  a  singer,  richly  gifted. 
Her  charmed  voice  uplifted  ; 

And  the  wood-thrush  and  song-sparrow 
Listened,  dumb  with  envious  pain. 
To  the  clear  and  sweet  refrain 

Whose  notes  they  could  not  borrow. 

Then  the  skipper  plied  his  oar, 
And  from  off  the  shelving  shore, 

Glided  out  the  strange  explorer  ; 
Floating  on,  she  knew  not  whither,  — 
The  tawny  sands  beneath  her. 

The  great  hills  watching  o'er  her. 

On,  where  the  stream  flows  quiet 
As  the  meadows'  margins  by  it, 

Or  widens  out  to  borrow  a 
New  life  from  that  wild  water. 
The  mountain  gent's  daughter, 

The  pine-besung  Chocorua. 

Or,  mid  the  tangling  cumber 
And  pack  of  mountain  lumber 

That  spring  floods  downward  foroe^ 
Over  sunken  snag,  and  bar 
Where  the  grating  shallows  are. 

The  good  boat  held  her  course. 

Under  the  pine-dark  highlands. 
Around  the  vine-hung  islands. 

She  ploughed  her  crooked  furrow  ; 
And  her  rippling  and  her  lurches 
Scared  the  river  eels  and  perches. 

And  the  musk-rat  in  his  burrow. 

Every  sober  clam  below  her. 
Every  sage  and  grave  pearl-erower. 

Shut  his  rusty  valves  the  tighter ; 
Crow  called  to  crow  complaining. 
And  old  tortoises  sat  craning 

Their  leathern  necks  to  sight  her. 

So,  to  where  the  still  lake  glasses 
The  misty  mountain  masses 

Rising  dim  and  distant  northward, 
And,  with  faint-drawn  shadow  pictures. 
Low  shores,  and  dead  pine  spectres. 

Blends  the  skyward  and  the  earthward, 

On  she  glided,  overladen. 
With  merry  man  and  maiden 
Sending  back  their  song  and  laughter,  - 


MY  TRUST 


411 


MThile,  perchance,  a  phantom  crew, 
In  a  ghostly  birch  cauoe, 

Paddled  dumb  and  swiftly  after  I 

And  the  bear  on  Ossipee 
Climbed  the  topmost  crag  to  see 

The  strange  thing  drifting  under ; 
And,  through  the  Imze  of  August, 
Fassaconaway  and  Paugus 

Looked  down  in  sleepy  wonder. 

All  the  pines  that  o'er  her  hung 
In  mimic  sea-tones  sung 

The  song  familiar  to  her  ; 
And  the  maples  leaned  to  screen  her, 
And  the  meadow-grass  seemed  greener, 

And  the  breeze  more  soft  to  woo  her. 

The  lone  stream  mystery-haunted 
To  her  the  freedom  j?ranted 

To  scan  its  every  Mature, 
Till  new  and  old  were  blended. 
And  round  them  both  extended 

The  loving  arms  of  Nature. 

Of  these  hills  the  little  vessel 
Henceforth  is  part  and  parcel ; 

And  on  Bearcamp  shall  her  log 
Be  kept,  as  if  by  Georges 
Or  Grand  Menan  the  surgres 

Tossed  her  skipper  through  the  fog. 

And  r,  who,  half  in  sadness, 
Recall  the  rooming  gladness 

Of  life,  at  evening  time. 
By  chance,  onlooking  idly. 
Apart  from  all  so  widely. 

Have  set  her  voyage  to  rhyme. 

Dies  now  the  gay  persistence 
Of  song  and  laugh,  in  distance  ; 

Alone  with  me  remaining 
The  stream,  the  quiet  meadow. 
The  hills  in  shine  and  shadow, 

The  sombre  pines  complaining. 

And,  musing  here,  I  dream 
Of  voyagers  on  a  stream 

From  whence  is  no  returning. 
Under  scaled  orders  going. 
Looking  forward  little  knowing, 

Lookmg  back  with  idle  yearning. 

And  I  pray  that  every  venture 
The  port  of  peace  may  enter, 


That,  safe  from  snag  and  fall 
And  siren-haunted  islet. 
And  rock,  the  Unseen  Pilot 

May  guide  us  one  and  alL 


MY  TRUST 

A  PICTURE  memory  brings  to  me : 
I  look  across  the  years  and  see 
Myself  beside  my  mother's  knee. 

I  feel  her  gentle  hand  restrain 

My  selfish  moods,  and  know  again 

A  child's  blind  sense  of  wrong  and  pain. 

But  wiser  now,  a  man  gray  g^own, 
My  childhood's  needs  are  better  known. 
My  mother's  chastening  love  I  own. 

Gray  grown,  but  in  our  Father's  sight 
A  chiM  still  groping  for  the  light 
To  read  His  works  and  ways  aright. 

I  wait,  in  His  good  time  to  see 
That  as  my  mother  dealt  with  me 
So  with  His  children  dealeth  He. 

I  bow  myself  beneath  His  hand  : 
That  pain  itself  was  wisely  planued 
I  feel,  and  partly  understand. 

The  joy  that  comes  in  sorrow's  g^uisey 
The  sweet  pains  of  self-sacrifice, 
I  would  not  have  them  otherwise. 

And  what  were  life  and  death  if  sin 
Knew  not  the  dread  rebuke  within. 
The  pang  of  merciful  discipline  ? 

Not  with  thy  proud  despair  of  old. 
Crowned  stoic  of  Rome  s  noblest  mould  I 
Pleasure  and  pain  alike  I  hold. 

I  suffer  with  no  vain  pretence 
Of  triumph  over  flesh  and  sense, 
Yet  trust  the  g^evous  providence, 

How  dark  soe'er  it  seems,  may  tend. 
By  ways  I  cannot  comprehend, 
To  some  ung^essed  benig^nant  end  ; 

That  every  loss  and  lapse  may  g^in 
The  clear-aired  heights  by  steps  of  pain. 
And  never  cross  is  borne  in  vain. 
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A  NAME 

Addressed  to  my  grand-nephew,  Greenleaf 
Whittier  Pickard.  Jonathan  Greenleaf,  in  A 
Genealogy  of  the  Greenleaf  Family^  says  briefly : 
'*  From  all  that  can  be  gathered,  it  is  believed 
that  the  ancestors  of  the  Gh^enleaf  family  were 
Huguenots,  who  left  France  on  account  of  their 
religions  principles  some  time  in  the  coarse  of 
the  sixteenth  century,  and  settled  in  England. 
The  name  was  probably  translated  from  the 
French  Feuillevert.*' 

The  name  the  Gallic  exile  bore, 
St.  Malo  1  from  thy  ancient  mart, 

Became  upon  our  Western  shore 
Greenleaf  for  Feuillevert. 

A  name  to  hear  in  soft  accord 
Of  leaves  by  light  winds  overran, 

Or  read,  upon  the  greening  sward 
Of  May,  in  shade  and  sun. 

The  name  my  infant  ear  first  heard 
Breathed  softly  with  a  mother's  kiss  ; 

His  mother's  own,  no  tenderer  word 
My  father  spake  than  this. 

No  child  have  I  to  bear  it  on  ; 

Be  thou  its  keeper  ;  let  it  take 
From  gifts  well  used  and  duty  done 

New  beauty  for  thy  sake. 

The  fair  ideals  that  outran 

My  halting  footsteps  seek  and  find  — 
The  flawless  symmetry  of  man. 

The  poise  of  heart  and  mind. 

Stand  firmly  where  I  felt  the  sway 
Of  every  wing  that  fancy  flew. 

See  clearly  where  I  groped  my  way, 
Nor  real  from  seeming  knew. 

And  wisely  choose,  and  bravely  hold 
Thy  faith  unswerved  by  cross  or  crown. 

Like  the  stout  Huguenot  of  old 
Whose  name  to  thee  comes  down. 

As  Marot's  songs  made  glad  the  heart 
Of  that  lone  exile,  haply  mine 

May  in  life's  heavy  hours  impart 
Some  strength  and  hope  to  thine. 

Yet  when  did  Age  transfer  to  Youth 
The  hard-gained  lessons  of  its  day  ? 


Each  lip  must  learn  the  taste  of  trath. 
Each  foot  must  feel  its  way. 

We  cannot  hold  the  hands  of  choice 
That  touch  or  shun  life's  fateful  keys 

The  whisper  of  the  inward  voice 
Is  more  than  homilies. 

Dear  boy  !  for  whom  the  flowers  are  bo: 
Stars  shine,  and  happv  song-birds  sin| 

What  can  my  evening  g^ve  to  morn* 
My  winter  to  thy  spring  1 

A  life  not  void  of  pure  intent. 

With  small  desert  of  praise  or  blamO; 
The  love  I  felt,  the  gooa  I  meant, 

I  leave  thee  with  my  name. 

GREETING 

Originally  prefixed  to  the  volume,  The  Ki 
Missive  ana  other  Poems.  [Entitled  there, 
Prelude,] 

I  8PRRAD  a  scanty  board  too  late  ; 
The  old-time  guests  for  whom  I  wait 

Come  few  and  slow,  methinks,  to-day 
Ah  !  who  could  hear  my  messages 
Across  the  dim  unsounded  seas 

On  which  so  many  have  sailed  awaj  1 

Come,  then,  old  friends,  who  linger  yet, 
And  let  us  meet,  as  we  have  met, 

Once  more  beneath  this  low  sunshine 
And  grateful  for  the  good  we  've  known 
The  riddles  solved,  the  ills  outgrown, 

Shake  hands  upon  the  border  line. 

The  favor,  asked  too  oft  before. 
From  your  indulgent  ears,  once  more 

I  crave,  and,  if  belated  lays 
To  slower,  feebler  measures  move. 
The  silent  sympathy  of  love 

To  me  is  dearer  now  than  praise. 

And  ye,  O  younger  friends,  for  whom 
My  hearth  and  heart  keep  open  room, 

Come  smiling  through  the  shadows  Ic 
Be  with  me  wliile  the  sun  |poes  down. 
And  with  your  cheerful  voices  drown 

The  minor  of  my  even-song. 

For,  equal  through  the  day  and  night, 
The  wise  Eternal  oversight 

And  love  and  power  and  righteous  wj 
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Remain  :  the  law  of  destiny, 
The  best  for  each  and  all  must  be, 
And  life  its  promise  shall  fulfiL 

AN   AUTOGRAPH 

I  WRITE  my  name  as  one, 
On  sands  by  waves  o'errim 
Or  winter's  frosted  pane. 
Traces  a  record  yain. 

Oblivion's  blankness  claims 
Wiser  and  better  names, 
And  well  my  own  may  pass 
As  from  the  strand  or  glass. 

Wash  on,  O  waves  of  time  I 
Melt,  noons,  the  frosty  rime  1 
Welcome  the  shadow  vast. 
The  silence  that  shall  last  I 

When  I  and  all  who  know 
And  love  me  vanish  so. 
What  harm  to  them  or  me 
Will  the  lost  memory  be  ? 

If  any  words  of  mine, 
Through  riglit  of  life  divine. 
Remain,  what  matters  it 
Whose  hand  the  message  writ  ? 

Why  should  the  "  crowner's  quest " 
Sit  on  my  worst  or  best  ? 
Why  should  the  showman  claim 
The  poor  ghost  of  my  name  ? 

Yet,  as  when  dies  a  sound 
Its  spectre  lingers  round. 
Haply  my  spent  life  will 
Leave  some  faint  echo  stilL 

A  whisper  giving  breath 
Of  praise  or  blame  to  death. 
Soothing  or  saddening  such 
As  loved  the  living  much. 

Therefore  with  yearnings  vain 
And  fond  I  still  would  fain 
A  kindly  judgment  seek, 
A  tender  thought  bespeak. 

And,  while  my  words  are  read. 
Let  this  at  least  be  said  : 
"  Whate'er  his  life's  defeatures, 
He  loved  his  fellow-creatures. 


**  If,  of  the  Law's  stone  table, 
To  hold  he  scarce  was  able 
The  first  jmat  precept  fast. 
He  kept  K>r  man  the  last. 

'*  Through  mortal  lapse  and  dulness 
What  Tacks  the  Eternal  Fulness^ 
If  still  our  weakness  can 
Love  Him  in  loving  man  ? 


M 


Aee  brought  him  no  despairing 
of  the  world's  future  faring ; 
In  human  nature  still 
He  found  more  good  than  ilL 


**  To  all  who  dumbly  suffered. 
His  tongue  and  pen  he  offered  ; 
His  life  was  not  his  own. 
Nor  lived  for  self  alone. 

"  Hater  of  din  and  riot 
He  lived  in  days  unquiet ; 
And,  lover  of  all  beauty. 
Trod  the  hard  ways  of  duty. 

**  He  meant  no  wron?  to  any 
He  sought  the  good  of  many, 
Yet  knew  both  sin  and  folly,  -^ 
May  God  forgive  him  wholly  I  ** 


ABRAM   MORRISON 

'M1D6T  the  men  and  things  which  will 
Haunt  an  old  man's  memory  still, 
Drollest,  quaintest  of  them  all. 
With  a  boy's  laugh  I  recall 
Good  old  Abram  Morrison. 

When  the  Grist  and  Rolling  Mill 
Ground  and  rumbled  by  Po  Hill, 
And  the  old  red  school-house  stood 
Midway  in  the  Powow's  flood. 
Here  dwelt  Abram  Morrison. 

From  the  Beach  to  far  beyond 
Bear-Hill,  Lion's  Mouth  and  Pond, 
Marvellous  to  our  tough  old  stock, 
Chips  o'  the  Anglo-Saxon  block. 
Seemed  the  Celtic  Morrison. 

Mudknock,  Balmawhistle,  all 
Only  knew  the  Yankee  drawl. 
Never  brogue  was  heard  till  when^ 
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Foremost  of  his  coantrjrmen^ 

Hither  came  Friend  Morrison ; 

Yankee  bom,  of  alien  blood, 
Kin  of  his  had  well  withstood 
Pope  and  King  with  pike  and  ball 
Under  Derry's  leaguered  wall, 
As  became  the  Morrisons. 

Wandering  down  from  Nutfield  woods 
With  his  household  and  his  goods, 
Never  was  it  dearly  told 
How  within  our  quiet  fold 
Came  to  be  a  Morrison. 

Once  a  soldier,  blame  him  not 
That  the  Quaker  he  forgot, 
When,  to  think  of  battles  won. 
And  the  red-coats  on  the  run, 

Laughed  aloud  Friend  Morrioon. 

From  gray  Lewis  over  sea 
Bore  his  sires  their  family  tree, 
On  the  rugged  boughs  of  it 
Grafting  Irish  mirth  and  wit, 
And  the  brogue  of  Morrison. 

Half  a  genius,  quick  to  plan. 
Blundering  like  an  Irishman, 
But  with  canny  shrewdness  lent 
By  his  far-off  Scotch  descent, 
Such  was  Abram  Morrison. 

Back  and  forth  to  daily  meals. 
Bode  his  cherished  pig  on  wheels, 
And  to  all  who  came  to  see, 
*  Aisier  for  the  pig  an'  me. 

Sure  it  is,^'  said  Morrison. 

Simple-hearted,  boy  o'ergrown. 
With  a  humor  quite  his  own. 
Of  our  sober-stepping  ways. 
Speech  and  look  and  cautious  phrase. 
Slow  to  learn  was  Morrison. 

Much  we  loved  his  stories  told 
Of  a  country  strange  and  old. 
Where  the  fairies  danced  till  dawn. 
And  the  gfoblin  Leprecaun 

Looked,  we  thought,  like  Morrison. 

Or  wild  tales  of  fend  and  fight. 
Witch  and  troll  and  second  sight 
Whispered  still  where  Stornoway 


Looks  across  its  stormy  bay, 

Once  the  home  of  Morrisons. 

First  was  he  to  sing  the  praise 
Of  the  Powow's  winding  ways  ; 
And  our  straggling  village  took 
City  grandeur  to  the  look 
Of  its  poet  Morrison. 

All  his  words  have  perished.     Sham< 
On  the  saddle-bags  of  Fame, 
That  they  bring  not  to  our  time 
One  poor  couplet  of  the  rhyme 
Made  by  Abram  Moi-risou  ! 

When,  on  calm  and  fair  First  Days, 
Rattled  down  our  one-horse  chaise, 
Through  the  blossomed  apple-boughs 
To  the  old  brown  meeting-bouse, 
There  was  Abram  Morrison. 

Underneath  his  hat's  broad  brim 
Peered  the  queer  old  face  of  him  ; 
And  with  InAi  jauntiness 
Swung  the  coat-tails  of  the  dress 
Worn  by  Abram  Morrison. 

Still,  in  memory,  on  his  feet, 
Leaning  o'er  the  elders'  seat. 
Mingling  with  a  solemn  drone, 
Celtic  accents  all  his  own. 
Rises  Abram  Morrison. 

"  Don't,"  he  *s  pleading,  "  don't  ye  go. 
Dear  young  friends,  to  sight  and  shoT 
Don't  run  after  elephants. 
Learned  pig^  and  presidents 

And  the  likes  I "  said  Morrison. 

On  his  well-worn  theme  intent, 
Simple,  child-like,  innocent, 
Heaven  forgive  the  half-checked  smi] 
Of  our  careless  bovhood,  while 
Listening  to  Friend  Morrison  I 

We  have  learned  in  latter  days 
Truth  may  speak  in  simplest  phrase  ; 
That  the  man  is  not  the  less 
For  Q^&int  ways  and  home-spun  dresi 
Thanks  to  Abram  Morrison  I 

Not  to  pander  nor  to  please 
Come  the  needed  homilies. 
With  no  lofty  argument 
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Is  the  fitting  message  sent, 

Throagh  such  Rps  as  Morrison's. 

Dead  and  gone  I     But  while  its  track 
Powow  keeps  to  Merrimao, 
While  Po  Hill  is  still  on  guard, 
Looking  land  and  ocean  ward, 
They  shall  tell  of  Morrison  I 

After  half  a  century's  lapse, 
We  are  wiser  now,  perhaps, 
But  we  miss  our  streets  amid 
Something  which  the  past  has  hid. 
Lost  with  Abram  Morrison. 

Gone  forever  with  the  queer 
Characters  of  that  old  year ! 
Now  the  many  are  as  one  ; 
Broken  is  the  mould  that  run 
Men  like  Abram  Morrison. 


A  LEGACY 

Friend  of  my  many  years  I 
When  the  great  silence  falls,  at  last,  on  me. 


Let  me  not  leave,  to  pain  and  sadden  thee, 
A  memory  of  tears, 

But  pleasant  thoughts  alone 
Of  one  who  was  thy  friendship's  honored 

guest 
And  drank  the  wine  of  consolation  pressed 

From  sorrows  of  thy  own. 

I  leave  with  thee  a  sense 
Of  hands  upheld  and  trials  rendered  less  — 
The  unselfish  joy  which  is  to  helpfulness 

Its  own  great  recompense  ; 

The  knowledge  that  from  thine, 
As  from   the   garments    of   the   Master, 

stole 
Calmness  and  strength,  the  virtue  which 
makes  whole 
And  heals  without  a  sign  ; 

Yea  more,  the  assurance  strong 
That  love,  which  fails  of  perfect  utterance 

here. 
Lives  on  to  fill  the  heavenly  atmosphere 

With  its  immortal  song. 
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THE  STAR  OF  BETHLEHEM 

Where  Time  the  measure  of  his  hours 
By  changeful  bud  and  blossom  keeps, 

And,  like  a  young  bride    crowned  with 
flowers, 
Fair  Shiraz  in  her  garden  sleeps  ; 

Where,  to  her  poet's  turban  stone, 

The  Spring  her  gift  of  flowers  imparts, 

Less  sweet  than  those  his  thoughts  have 
sown 
In  the  warm  soil  of  Persian  hearts  : 

There  sat  the  stranger,  where  the  shade 
Of  scattered  date-trees  thinly  lay, 

While  in  the  hot  clear  heaven  delayed 
The  long  and  still  and  weary  day. 

Strange  trees  and  fruits  above  him  hung. 
Strange  odors  filled  the  sultry  air. 

Strange  birds  upon  the  branches  swung, 
Strange  insect  voices  murmured  there. 

And  strange  bright  blossoms  shone  around. 
Turned  sunward  from  the  shadowy  bow- 
ers. 

As  if  the  Gheber's  soul  had  found 
A  fitting  home  in  Iran's  flowers. 

Whatever  he  saw,  whatever  he  heard. 
Awakened  feelings  new  and  sad,  — 

No  Christian  garb,  nor  Christian  word, 
Nor  church  with   Sabbath -bell  chimes 
glad. 

But  Moslem  graves,  with  turban  stones. 
And  mosque-spires  gleaming  white,  in 
view. 

And  graybeard  Mollahs  in  low  tones 
Chanting  their  Koran  service  through. 

The  flowers  which  smiled  on  either  hand, 
Like  tempting  fiends,  were  such  as  they 

Which  once,  o'er  all  that  Eastern  land, 
Aa  gHhA  on  demon  altars  lay. 


As  if  the  bumine  eye  of  Baal 
The  servant  of  his  Conqueror  knew. 

From  skies  which  knew  no  cloudy  veil, 
The  Sun's  hot  glances  smote  him  through 

<<  Ah  me  1 "  the  lonely  stranger  said, 
^  The  hope  which  led  my  footsteps  on. 

And  light  from  heaven  around  them  shed. 
O'er  weary  wave  and  waste,  is  gone  I 

*'  Where  are  the  harvest  fields  all  white. 
For  Truth  to  thrust  her  sickle  in  ? 

Where  flock  the  souls,  like  doves  in  flight. 
From  the  dark  hiding-place  of  sin  ? 

''  A  silent  horror  broods  o'er  all,  — 
The  burden  of  a  hateful  spell,  — 

The  very  flowers  around  recall 
The  hoary  magi's  rites  of  hell  I 

'*  And  what  am  I,  o'er  such  a  land 
The  banner  of  the  Cross  to  bear  ? 

Dear  Lord,  uphold  me  with  Thy  hand. 
Thy    strength    with    human     weakness 
share  1 " 

He  ceased  ;  for  at  his  very  feet 
In  mild  rebuke  a  floweret  smiled  ; 

How  thrilled  his  sinking  heart  to  greet 
The  Star-flower  of  the  Virgin's  child  t 

Sown  by  some  wandering  Frank,  it  drew 
Its  life  from  alien  air  and  earth, 

And  told  to  Payniro  sun  and  dew 
The  story  of  the  Saviour's  birth. 

From  scorching  beams,  in  kindly  mood. 
The  Persian  plants  its  beauty  screened^ 

An4  on  its  pagan  sisterhood. 
In  love,  the  Christian  floweret  leaned. 

With  tears  of  joy  the  wanderer  felt 
The  darkness  of  his  lons^  despair 

Before  that  hallowed  symbol  melt. 
Which  God's  dear  love  had  nurtured 
there. 
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From  Nature's  face,  that  simple  flower 
The  lilies  of  sin  and  sadness  swept ; 

And  Mag^ian  pile  and  Paynim  bower 
In  peace  like  that  of  Lden  slept. 

Each  Moslem  tomb,  and  cypress  old, 
Looked  holy  through  the  sunset  air  ; 

And,  angel-liice,  the  Muezzin  told 

From  tower  and  mosque  the    hour  of 
prayer. 

With  cheerful  steps,  the  morrow's  dawn 
From  Shiraz  saw  the  stranger  part ; 

The  Star-flower  of  the  Virgin-Bom 
Still  blooming  in  his  hopeful  heart  I 


THE   CITIES   OF  THE   PLAIN 

«  Get  ye  up  from  the  wrath  of  God's  ter- 
rible day  I 

Ungirded,  unsandalled,  arise  and  away  ! 

'T  is  the  vintage  of  blood,  *t  is  the  fulness 
of  time. 

And  vengeauce  shall  gather  the  harvest  of 
crime  I 

The  warning  was  spoken  —  the  righteous 
had  gone. 

And  the  proud  ones  of  Sodom  were  feast- 
ing alone ; 

All  gay  was  the  banquet  —  the  revel  w^ 
long, 

With  the  pouring  of  wine  and  the  breath- 
ing of  song. 

'Twas  an  evening  of  beauty ;  the  air  was 

perfume. 
The  earth  was  all  greenness,  the  trees  were 

all  bloom  ; 
And  softly  the  delicate  viol  was  heard, 
Like  the  murmur  of  love  or  the  notes  of  a 

bird. 

And  beautiful  maidens  moved  down  in  the 

dance, 
With  the  magic  of  motion  and  sunshine  of 

glance  ; 
And   white    arms    wreathed   lightly,  and 

tresses  fell  free 
As  the  plumage  of  birds  in  some  tropical 

tree. 


Where  the  shrines  of  foul  idols  were  lighted 
on  high, 

And  wantonness  tempted  the  lust  of  the 
eye; 

Midst  rites  of  obsceneness,  strsnge,  loath- 
some, abhorred, 

The  blasphemer  scoffed  at  the  name  of  the 
Lord. 

Harkl    the  growl  of  the  thunder, — the 

quaking  of  earth  ! 
Woe,  woe  to  the  worship,  and  woe  to  the 

mirth  I 
The  black  sky  has  opened  ;  there 's  flame 

in  the  air ; 
The  red  arm  of  vengeance  is  lifted  and 

bare  1 

Then  the  shriek  of  the  dying  rose  wild 
where  the  song 

And  the  low  tone  of  love  had  been  whim- 
pered along ; 

For  the  fierce  flames  went  lightly  o'er  pal- 
ace and  bower, 

Like  the  red  tongues  of  demons,  to  blast 
and  devour  I 

Down,  down  on  the  fallen  the  red  ruin 
rained. 

And  the  reveller  sank  with  his  wine-cup 
undrained  ; 

The  foot  of  the  dancer,  the  music's  loved 
thrill. 

And  the  shout  and  the  laughter  grew  sud- 
denly still. 

The  last  throb  of  anguish  was  fearfully 

given  ; 
The  last  eye  glared  forth  in  its  madness  on 

Heaven ! 
The  last  groan  of  horror  rose  wildly  and 

vain. 
And  death  brooded  over  the  pride  of  the 

Plain! 


THE  CALL  OF   THE   CHRISTIAN 

Not  always  ast  the  whirlwind's  rush 

On  Horeb's  mount  of  fear, 
Not  always  as  the  burning  bush 

To  Midian's  shepherd  seer, 
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Nor  as  the  awful  voice  which  came 

To  Israers  prophet  bards, 
Nor  as  the  tougues  of  cloven  flame, 

Nor  gift  of  i^arf ul  words,  — 

Not  always  thus,  with  outward  sign 

Of  fire  or  voice  from  Heaven, 
The  message  of  a  truth  divine, 

The  call  of  God  is  given  I 
Awaking  in  the  human  heart 

Love  for  the  true  and  right,  — 
Zeal  for  the  Christian's  better  part, 

Strength  for  the  Christian's  nght. 

Nor  unto  manhood's  heart  alone 

The  holy  influence  steals  : 
Warm  with  a  rapture  uot  its  own^ 

The  heart  of  woman  feels  I 
As  she  who  by  Samaria's  wall 

The  Saviour's  errand  sought,  — 
As  those  who  with  the  fervent  Paul 

And  meek  Aquila  wrought : 

Or  those  meek  ones  whose  martyrdom 

Rome's  gathered  grandeur  saw  : 
Or  those  who  in  their  Alpine  home 

Braved  the  Crusader's  war. 
When  the  g^en  Vaudois,  trembling,  heard. 

Through  all  its  vales  of  death. 
The  martyr's  song  of  triumph  poured 

From  woman's  failing  breath. 

And  gently,  by  a  thousand  things 

Which  o'er  our  spirits  pass. 
Like  breezes  o'er  the  harp's  fine  strings. 

Or  vapors  o'er  a  glass, 
Leaving  their  token  strange  and  new 

Of  music  or  of  shade. 
The  summons  to  the  right  and  true 

And  merciful  is  made. 

Oh,  then,  if  gleams  of  truth  and  light 

Flash  o'er  thy  waiting  mind. 
Unfolding  to  thy  mental  sight 

The  wants  of  human-kind  ; 
If,  brooding  over  human  grief. 

The  earnest  wish  is  known 
To  soothe  and  gladden  with  relief 

An  anguish  not  thine  own  ; 

Though  heralded  with  naught  of  fear, 

Or  outward  sign  or  show  ; 
Though  only  to  the  inward  ear 

It  whispers  soft  and  low ; 


Though  dropping,  as  the  manna  fell, 

Unseen,  yet  fitim  above. 
Noiseless  as  dew-fall,  heed  it  well,  — 

Thy  Father's  call  of  love  I 

THE  CRUCIFIXION 

Sunlight  upon  Judsea's  hills  I 

And  on  the  waves  of  Galilee  ; 
On  Jordan's  stream,  and  on  the  rills 

That  feed  the  desid  and  sleeping  sea  \ 
Most  freshly  from  the  green  wood  springs 
The  light  breeze  on  its  scented  wings  ; 
And  gayly  quiver  in  the  sun 
The  cedar  tops  of  Lebanon  ! 

A  few  more  hours,  —  a  change  hath  come  I 

The  sky  is  dark  without  a  cloud  ! 
The  shouts  of  wrath  and  joy  are  dumb. 

And  proud  knees  unto  earth  are  bowed. 
A  change  is  on  the  hill  of  Death, 
The  helmed  watchers  pant  for  breath, 
And  turn  with  wild  and  maniac  eyes 
From  the  dark  scene  of  sacrifice  f 

That  Sacrifice  I  —  the  death  of  Him,  — 

The  Christ  of  God,  the  holy  One  I 
Well  may  the  conscious  Heaven  grow  6un^ 

And  blacken  the  beholding  Sun. 
The  wonted  light  hath  fled  away. 
Night  settles  on  the  middle  day. 
And  earthquake  from  his  caverned  bed 
Is  waking  with  a  thrill  of  dread  ! 

The  dead  are  waking  underneath  1 
Their  prison  door  is  rent  away  I 

And,  ghastly  with  the  seal  of  death 
They  wander  in  the  eye  of  day  I 

The  temple  of  the  Cherubim, 

The  House  of  God  is  cold  and  dim  ; 

A  curse  is  on  its  trembling  walls, 

Its  mighty  veil  asunder  falls  I 

Well  may  the  cavern-depths  of  Earth 
Be  shaken,  and  her  mountains  nod  ; 

Well  may  the  sheeted  dead  come  forth 
To  see  the  suffering  son  of  God  I 

Well  may  the  temple-shrine  grow  dim. 

And  shadows  veil  the  Cherubim, 

When  He,  the  chosen  one  of  Heaven, 

A  sacrifice  for  guilt  is  given  I 

And  shall  the  sinful  heart,  alone. 
Behold  unmoved  the  fearful  hour, 
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When  Nature  trembled  on  her  throne, 
And  Death  resigned  his  iron  power  ? 
Oh,  shall  the  heart  —  whose  sinfulness 
Gave  keenness  to  His  sore  distress, 
And  added  to  His  tears  of  blood  — 
Refuse  its  trembling  gratitude  ? 


PALESTINE 

Blest  land  of  Judsea  f  thrice  hallowed  of 

song, 
Where  the  holiest  of  memories  pilgrim-like 

throng ; 
Li  the  shade  of  thy  palms,  by  the  shores  of 

thy  sea, 
On  the  hills  of  thy  beauty,  my  heart  is  with 

thee. 

With  the  eye  of  a  spirit  I  look  on  that 

shore 
Where  pilgrim  and  prophet  have  lingered 

before  ; 
With  the  glide  of  a  spirit  I  traverse  the 

sod 
Made  bright  by  the  steps  of  the  angels  of 

God« 

Blue  sea  of  the  hills  1  in  my  spirit  I  hear 
Thy   waters,   Gennesaret,    chime    on    my 

ear; 
Where  the  Lowly  and  Just  with  the  people 

sat  down. 
And  thy  spray  on  the  dust  of  His  sandals 

was  thrown. 

Beyond  are  Bethulia's  mountains  of  green. 
And  the  desolate  hills  ox  the  wild  Gada- 

rene  ; 
And  I  pause  on  the  goat-orags  of  Tabor  to 

see 
The  gleam  of  thy  waters,  O  dark  Gralilee  I 

Hark,  a  sound  in  the  valley  I  where,  swollen 

and  strong, 
Thy  river,  O  Kishon,  is  sweeping  along  ; 
Where  the  Canaanite  strove  with  Jehovah 

in  vain. 
And  thy  torrent  grew  dark  with  the  blood 

of  the  slain. 


There  down  from  his  mountains  stem  Zeb- 

ulon  came, 
And  Naphthali's  stag,  with  his  eyeballs  of 

flame. 


And  the  chariots  of  Jabin  rolled  harmlessly 

on, 
For  the  arm  of  the  Lord  was  Abinoam'fl 

son  I 

There  sleep  the  still  rocks  and  the  caverns 
which  rane 

To  the  song  whicm  the  beautiful  prophetess 
sang. 

When  the  princes  of  Issachar  stood  by  her 
side, 

And  the  shout  of  a  host  in  its  triumph  re- 
plied. 

Lo,  Bethlehem's  hill-site  before  me  is  seen. 
With  the  momitaius  around,  and  the  valleys 

between  ; 
There  rested  the  shepherds  of  Judah,  and 

there 
The  song  of  the  angels  rose  sweet  ou  the 

air. 

And  Bethany's  palm-trees  in  beauty  still 

throw 
Their  shadows  at  noon  on  the  ruins  below  ; 
But  where  are  the  sisters  who  hastened  to 

g^et 
The  lowly  Redeemer,  and  sit  at  His  feet  ? 

I  tread  where  the  twelve  in  their  wayfaring 

trod  ; 
I  stand  where  they  stood  with  the  chosen  of 

God- 
Where  His  blessing  was  heard  and  His  les- 
sons were  taught. 
Where  the   blind  were  restored  and  the 
healing  was  wrought. 

Oh,  here  with  His  flock  the  sad  Wanderer 

came  ; 
These  hills  He  toiled  over  in  grief  are  the 

same  ; 
The  founts  where  He  drank  by  the  wayside 

still  flow. 
And    the   same    airs    are  blowing  which 

breathed  on  His  brow  I 

And  throned  on  her  hills  sits  Jerusalem 

yet, 
But  with  dust  on  her  forehead,  and  chains 

'  on  her  feet  ; 
For  the  crown  of  her  pride  to  the  mocker 

hath  gone, 
And  the  holy  Shechinah  is  dark  where  it 

shone. 
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But  wherefore  this  dream  of  the  earthly 
abode 

Of  Uumauity  clothed  in  the  brightness  of 
God? 

Were  my  spirit  but  turned  from  the  out- 
ward and  dim. 

It  could  gaze,  even  now,  on  the  presence  of 
HimI 

Not  in  clouds  and  in  terrors,  but  gentle  as 

when, 
In  love  and  in  meekness.  He  moved  among 

men ; 
And  the  voice  which  breathed  peace  to  the 

waves  of  the  sea 
In  the  hush  of  my  spirit  would  whisper  to 

me  I 

And  what  if  my  feet  may  not  tread  where 

He  stood, 
Nor  my  ears  hear  the  dashing  of  Galilee's 

flood, 
Nor  my  eyes  see  the  cross  which  He  bowed 

Him  to  bear, 
Nor  my  knees  press*  Gethsemane's  garden 

of  prayer. 

Tet,  Loved  of  the  Father,  Thy  Spirit  is  near 
To  the  meek,  aud  the  lowly,  and  penitent 

here  ; 
And  the  voice  of  Thy  love  is  the  same  even 

now 
As  at  Bethany's  tomb  or  on  Olivet's  brow. 

Oh,  the  outward  hath  gone  I  but  in  glory 

and  power. 
The  spirit  surviveth  the  things  of  an  hour  ; 
Unchanged,  undecaying,  its  Fentecost  flame 
On  the  heart's  secret  altar  b  burning  the 

same  I 


HYMNS 


FROM    THE    FRENCH    OF    LAMARTINE 


*'  Encore  nn  hymne,  O  ma  lyre ! 
Un  hymn«  pour  lo  Bei(n>eur, 
Un  hymne  dans  mon  d^lire, 
Uq  hymne  duu  mon  bonbeur.** 

One  hymn  more,  O  my  lyre  I 
Praise  to  the  God  above, 
Of  joy  and  life  and  love, 

Sweeping  its  strings  of  fire  I 


Oh,  who  the  speed  of  bird  and  wind 

And  suubeam's  glance  will  lend  to  me. 
That,  soaring  upward,  I  may  find 

My  resting-place  and  home  in  Thee  ? 
Thou,   whom  my  soul,  midst  doubt   and 
gloom, 

Adoreth  with  a  fervent  flame,  — 
Mysterious  spirit  I  unto  whom 

Pertain  nor  sig^  nor  name  I 

Swiftly  my  lyre's  soft  murmurs  go 

Up  from  the  cold  and  joyless  earth, 
Back  to  the  Grod  who  bade  them  flow. 

Whose  moviiig  spirit  sent  them  forth. 
But  as  for  me,  O  God  1  fur  me, 

The  lowly  creature  of  Thy  will. 
Lingering  and  sad,  I  sigh  to  Thee, 

An  earth-bound  pilgnm  still  I 

Was  not  my  spirit  born  to  shine 

Where  yonder  stars  and  suns  are  glow- 
ing? 
To  breathe  with  them  the  light  divine 

From  God's  own  holy  altar  flowing  ? 
To  be,  indeed,  whate'er  the  soul 

In  dreams  hath  thirsted  for  so  long,  — 
A  portion  of  heaven's  glorious  whole 

Of  loveliness  and  song  ? 

Oh,  watchers  of  the  stars  at  night. 

Who  breathe  their  fire,  as  we  the  air,  — 
Suns,  thunders,  stars,  and  rays  of  light. 

Oh,  say,  b  He,  the  Eternal,  there  ? 
Bend  there  around  His  awful  throne 

The  seraph's  glance,  the  angel's  knee  ? 
Or  are  thy  inmost  depths  His  own, 

O  wild  and  mighty  sea  ? 

Thoughts  of  my  soul,  how  swift  ye  go  I 

Swift  as  the  eagle's  glance  of  fire, 
Or  arrows  from  the  archer's  bow. 

To  the  far  aim  of  your  desire  I 
Thought  after  thought,  ye  thronging  rise. 

Like  spring-doves  from  the  startled  wood, 
Bearing  like  them  your  sacrifice 

Of  music  unto  God  I 

And  shall  these  thoughts  of  joy  and  love 

Come  back  again  no  more  to  me  ? 
Returning  like  the  patriarch's  dove 

Wing-weary  from  the  eternal  sea, 
To  bear  within  my  longing  arms 

The  promise-bough  of  kindlier  skies. 
Plucked  from  the  green,  immortal  palms 

Which  shadow  Paradise  ? 
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All-moving  spirit  I  freely  forth 

At  Thy  command  the  strong  wind  goes  : 
Its  errand  to  the  passive  earth, 

Nor  art  can  stay,  nor  strength  oppose, 
Until  it  folds  its  weary  wing 

Once  more  within  the  hand  divine  ; 
So,  weary  from  its  wandering, 

My  spirit  turns  to  Thine  I 

Child  of  the  sea,  the  mountain  stream. 

From  its  dark  caverns,  hurries  on, 
Ceaseless,  by  night  and  morning's  beam, 

By  evening's  star  and  noontide's  son, 
Until  at  last  it  sinks  to  rest. 

Overwearied,  in  the  waiting  sea. 
And  moans  upon  its  mother's  breast,  — 

So  turns  my  soul  to  Thee  I 

O  Thou  who  bidst  the  torrent  flow. 

Who  lendest  wing^  unto  the  wind,  — 
Mover  of  all  things  I  where  art  Thou  ? 

Oh,  whither  shall  I  go  to  find 
The  secret  of  Thy  restmg-place  ? 

Is  there  no  holy  wing  tor  me. 
That,  soaring,  I  may  search  the  space 

Of  highest  heaven  for  Thee  ? 

Oh,  would  I  were  as  free  to  rise 

As  leaves  on  autunm's  whirlwind  borne,  — 
The  arrowy  light  of  sunset  skies, 

Or  sound,  or  ray,  or  star  of  morn, 
Which  melts  in  heaven  at  twilight's  dose. 

Or  aught  which  soars  unchecked  and  free 
Through  earth  and  heaven  ;  that  I  might 
lose 

Myself  in  finding  Thee  ! 


II 


LE  CRI  DE  L'AME 


"  Quand  le  souflEle  dirin  qui  flotta  >ar  le  mondA.** 

When  the  breath  divine  is  flowing. 
Zephyr-like  o'er  all  things  going, 
And,  as  the  touch  of  viewless  fingers. 
Softly  oil  my  soul  it  lingers. 
Open  to  a  breath  the  lightest. 
Conscious  of  a  touch  the  slightest,  — 
As  some  calm,  still  lake,  whereon 
Sinks  the  snowy-bosomed  swan. 
And  the  glistening  water-rings 
Circle  round  her  moving  wings  : 
When  my  upward  gaze  is  turning 
Where  the  stars  of  heaven  are  burning 


Through  the  deep  and  dark  abyss, — 
Flowers  of  midnight's  wilderness. 
Blowing  with  the  evening's  breath 
Sweetly  in  their  Maker's  path : 
When  the  breakins^  day  is  flushing 
All  the  east,  and  light  is  gushing 
Upward  through  the  horizon's  haze, 
Sheaf-like,  with  its  thousand  rays, 
Spreading,  until  all  above 
Overflows  with  joy  and  love. 
And  below,  on  earth's  green  bosom. 
All  is  changed  to  light  and  blossom : 

When  my  waking  fancies  over 
Forms  of  brightness  flit  and  hover 
Holy  as  the  seraphs  are. 
Who  bv  Ziou's  fountains  wear 
On  their  foreheads,  white  and  broad, 
"  Holiness  unto  the  Lord  I  " 
When,  inspired  with  rapture  high, 
It  would  seem  a  single  sigh 
Could  a  world  of  love  create  ; 
That  my  life  could  know  no  date. 
And  my  eager  thoughts  could  fill 
Heaven  and  £arth,  o'erflowing  still  I 

Then,  O  Father  I    Thou  alone, 

From  the  shadow  of  Thy  throne. 

To  the  sighing  of  my  breast 

And  its  rapture  answerest. 

All  my  thoughts,  which,  upward  winding. 

Bathe  where  Thy  own  light  is  springmg,  — • 

All  my  yearnings  to  be  free 

Are  as  echoes  answering  Thee  I 

Seldom  upon  lips  of  mine. 
Father  I  rests  that  name  of  Thine  ; 
Deep  within  my  inmost  breast. 
In  the  secret  place  of  mind. 
Like  an  awful  presence  shi-ined. 
Doth  the  dread  idea  rest  I 
Hushed  and  holy  dwells  it  there. 
Prompter  of  the  silent  prayer, 
Lifting  up  my  spirit's  eye 
And  its  faint,  but  earnest  cry. 
From  its  dark  and  cold  abode, 
Unto  Thee,  my  Guide  and  Grod  ! 


THE   FAMILIST'S   HYMN 

The  Puritans  of  New  England,  even  in  their 
wilderness  home,  were  not  exempted  from  the 
sectarian  contentionB  which  agitated  the  mo- 
ther country  after  the  downfaU  of  Gha£UA.^Si>ak 
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First,  and  of  the  established  Episcopacy.  The 
Quakers,  Baptists,  and  Catholics  were  banished, 
on  pain  of  death,  from  the  Massachusetts  Col- 
ony. One  Samuel  Gorton,  a  bold  and  eloquent 
declaimer,  after  preaching  for  a  time  in  Bos- 
ton against  the  doctrines  of  the  Puritans,  and 
declaring  that  their  churches  were  mere  hu- 
man devices,  and  their  sacrament  and  baptism 
an  abomination,  was  driven  out  of  the  juris- 
diction of  the  colony,  and  compelled  to  seek  a 
residence  among  the  savages.  He  gathered 
round  him  a  considerable  number  of  converts, 
who,  like  the  primitive  Christians,  shared  all 
things  in  common.  His  opinions,  however, 
were  so  troublesome  to  the  leading  clergy  of 
the  colony,  that  they  instigated  an  attack 
upon  his  **  Family  '*  by  an  armed  force,  which 
seized  upon  the  principal  men  in  it,  and 
brought  them  into  Massachusetts,  where  they 
were  sentenced  to  be  kept  at  hard  labor  in 
several  towns  (one  only  in  each  town),  during 
the  pleasure  of  the  General  Coui-t,  they  being 
forbidden,  under  severe  penalties,  to  utter  any 
of  their  religious  sentiments,  except  to  such 
ministers  as  might  labor  for  their  conversion. 
They  were  unquestionably  sincere  in  their 
opinions,  and,  wnatever  may  have  been  their 
errors,  deserve  to  be  ranked  among  tiiose  who 
have  in  all  ages  suffered  for  the  freedom  of 
conscience. 

Father  I  to  Thy  suffering  poor 

Strength  and  grace  and  faith  impart, 
And  with  Thy  own  love  restore 

Comfort  to  the  broken  heart ! 
Oh,  the  failing  ones  confirm 

With  a  holier  strength  of  real ! 
Give  Thou  not  tlie  feeble  worm 

Helpless  to  the  spoiler's  heel  I 

Father  I  for  Thy  holy  sake 

We  are  spoiled  and  hunted  thus  ; 
Joyful,  for  Thy  truth  we  take 

Bonds  and  burthens  unto  us  : 
Poor,  and  weak,  and  robbed  of  all, 

Weary  with  our  daily  task, 
That  Thy  truth  may  never  fall 

Through  our  weakness.  Lord,  we  ask. 

Round  our  fired  and  wasted  homes 

Flits  the  forest-bird  unscared. 
And  at  noon  the  wild  beast  comes 

Where  our  frugal  meal  was  shared  ; 
For  the  song  of  praises  there 

Shrieks  the  crow  the  livelong  day  ; 
For  the  sound  of  evening  prayer 

Howls  the  evil  beast  of  prey. 


Sweet  the  songs  we  loved  to  sing 

Underneath  Thy  holy  sky  ; 
Words  and  tones  that  used  to  bring 

Tears  of  joy  in  every  eye  ; 
Dear  the  wrestling  hours  of  prayer, 

When  we  gathered  knee  to  knee, 
Blameless  youth  and  hoary  hair. 

Bowed,  O  God,  alone  to  Thee. 

As  Thine  early  children,  Lord, 

Shared  their  wealth  and  daily  breads 
Even  so,  with  one  accord, 

We,  in  love,  each  other  fed. 
Not  with  us  the  miser's  hoard. 

Not  with  us  his  grasping  hand; 
Equal  round  a  common  board, 

Drew  our  meek  and  brother  band  I 

Safe  our  quiet  Eden  lay 

When  the  war-whoop  stirred  the  land 
And  the  Indian  turned  away 

From  our  home  his  bloody  hand. 
Well  that  forest-ranger  saw. 

That  the  burtheu  and  the  curse 
Of  the  white  man's  cruel  law 

Rested  also  upon  us. 

Tom  apart,  and  driven  forth 

To  our  toiling  hard  and  long. 
Father  I  from  the  dust  of  earth 

Lift  we  still  our  grateful  song  f 
Grateful,  that  in  bonds  we  share 

In  Thy  love  which  maketh  free  ; 
Joyful,  that  the  wrongs  we  bear, 

I)raw  us  nearer.  Lord,  to  Thee  I 

Grateful  I  that  where'er  we  toil,  — 

By  Wachuset's  wooded  side. 
On  Nantucket's  sea-worn  isle. 

Or  by  wild  Neponset^s  tide, — 
Still,  in  spirit,  we  are  near. 

And  our  evening  hymns,  which  rise 
Separate  and  discordant  here, 

Meet  and  mingle  in  the  skies  I 

Let  the  scoffer  scorn  and  mock. 

Let  the  proud  and  evil  priest 
Rob  the  needy  of  his  flock. 

For  his  wine-cup  and  his  feast,  — 
Redden  not  Thy  bolts  in  store 

Throngli  the  blackness  of  Thy  sides  ? 
For  the  sighing  of  the  poor 

Wilt  Thou  not,  at  length,  arise  ? 
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Worn  and  wasted,  oh  I  how  long 

Shall  thy  trodden  poor  complain  ? 
In  Thj  name  they  bear  the  wrong, 

In  Thy  cause  the  bonds  of  pain  I 
Melt  oppression's  heart  of  steel, 

Let  the  haughty  priesthood  see. 
And  their  blinded  followers  feel, 

That  in  us  they  mock  at  Thee  1 

In  Thy  time,  O  Lord  of  hosts. 

Stretch  abroad  that  hand  toaave 
Which  of  old,  on  Eenrpt's  coasts. 

Smote  apart  the  Ked  Sea's  wave  I 
Lead  us  from  this  evil  land. 

From  the  spoiler  set  us  free, 
And  once  more  our  gathered  band, 

Heart  to  heart,  sl^l  worship  Thee  I 


EZEKIEL 
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Thet  hear  Thee  not,  O  Grod  I  nor  see  ; 

Beneath  Thy  rod  they  mock  at  Thee  ; 

The  princes  of  our  ancient  line 

Lie  drunken  with  Assyrian  wine  ; 

The  priests  around  Thy  altar  speak 

The  false  words  which  their  hearers  seek  ; 

And  hymns  which  Chaldea*s  wanton  maids 

Have  sung  in  Dura's  idol-shades 

Are  with  the  Levites'  chant  ascending, 

With  Zion's  holiest  anthems  blending  I 

On  Israel's  bleeding  bosom  set, 

The  heathen  heel  is  crushing  yet ; 

The  towers  upon  our  holy  hdl 

Echo  Chaldean  footsteps  still. 

Our    wasted    shrines,  —  who    weeps    for 

them? 
Who  mourneth  for  Jerusalem  ? 
Who  tumeth  from  his  gains  away  ? 
Whose  knee  with  mine  is  bowed  to  pray  ? 
Who,  leaving  feast  and  purpling  cup. 
Takes  Zion's  lamentation  up  ? 

A  sad  and  thoughtful  youth,  I  went 
With  Israel's  early  banishment ; 
And  where  the  sullen  Cbebar  crept. 
The  ritual  of  ray  fathers  kept. 
The  water  for  the  trench  I  drew, 
The  firstling  of  the  flock  I  slew. 
And,  standing  at  the  altar's  side, 
I  shared  the  Levites'  lingering  pride, 
That  still,  amidst  her  mocking  foes, 
The  smoke  of  Zion's  offering  rose. 


In  sudden  whirlwind,  cloud  and  flmmOy 
The  Spirit  of  the  Highest  came  I 
Before  mine  eyes  a  vision  passed, 
A  glory  terrible  and  vast ; 
With  dreadful  eyes  of  living  things. 
And  sounding  sweep  of  angel  wings. 
With  circling  light  and  sapphire  throne, 
And  flame-like  form  of  One  thereon. 
And  voice  of  that  dread  Likeness  sent 
Down  from  the  crystal  firmament  I 

The  burden  of  a  prophet's  power 

Fell  on  me  in  that  fearful  hour  ; 

From  oS  uuutterable  woes 

The  curtain  of  the  future  rose  ; 

I  saw  far  down  the  coming  time 

The  fiery  chastisement  of  crime  ; 

With  noise  of  mingling  hosts,  and  jar 

Of  falling  towers  and  shouts  of  war, 

I  saw  the  nations  rise  and  fall. 

Like  fire-gleams  on  my  tent's  white  walL 

In  dream  and  trance,  I  saw  the  slain 
Of  Egypt  heaped  like  harvest  grain. 
I  saw  the  walls  of  sea-bom  Tyre 
Swept  over  by  the  spoiler's  fire  ; 
And  heard  the  low,  expiring  moan 
Of  Edom  on  his  rocky  throne  ; 
And,  woe  is  me  I  the  wild  lament 
From  Zion's  desolation  sent ; 
And  felt  within  my  heart  each  blow 
Which  laid  her  holy  places  low. 

In  bonds  and  sorrow,  day  by  day. 

Before  the  pictured  tile  I  lay  ; 

And  there,  as  in  a  mirror,  saw 

The  coming  of  Assyria's  war ; 

Her  swarthy  lines  of  spearmen  pass 

Like  locusts  through  Bethhoron  s  grass  ; 

I  saw  them  draw  their  stormy  hem 

Of  battle  round  Jerusalem  ; 

And,  listening,  heard  the  Hebrew  wail 

Blend  with  the  victor-trump  of  Baal  I 

Who  trembled  at  my  warning  word  ? 
Who  owned  the  prophet  of  the  Lord  ? 
How  mocked  the  rude,  how  scoffed  the 

vile. 
How  stung  the  Levites'  scornful  smile; 
As  o'er  my  spirit,  dark  and  slow. 
The  shadow  crept  of  Israel's  woe 
As  if  the  angel's  mournful  roll 
Had  left  its  record  on  my  soul. 
And  traced  in  lines  of  darkness  there 
The  picture  of  its  great  despair  I 
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Tet  ever  at  the  hour  I  feel 
My  lips  iu  prophecy  unseal. 
Prince,  priest,  and  Levite  gather  near, 
And  Salem's  daughters  haste  to  hear, 
On  Chehar's  waste  and  alien  shore, 
The  harp  of  Judah  swept  once  more. 
They  listen,  as  in  Babel's  throng 
The  Chaldeans  to  the  dancer's  song. 
Or  wOd  sabbeka's  nightly  play. 
As  careless  and  as  vain  as  they. 


And  thus,  O  Prophet-bard  of  old. 
Hast  thou  thy  tale  of  sorrow  told  I 
The  same  which  earth's  unwelcome  seers 
Have  felt  iu  all  succeeding  years. 
Sport  of  the  changeful  multitude, 
Nor  calmly  heard  nor  understood. 
Their  song  has  seemed  a  trick  of  art, 
Their  warnings  but  the  actor's  part. 
With  bonds,  and  scorn,  and  evil  will, 
The  world  requites  its  prophets  still. 

So  was  it  when  the  Holy  One 
The  garments  of  the  flesh  put  on  I 
Men  followed  where  the  Highest  led 
For  common  gifts  of  daily  bread, 
And  gross  of  ear,  of  vision  dim. 
Owned  not  the  Gknilike  power  of  Him. 
Vain  as  a  dreamer's  words  to  them 
His  wail  above  Jerusalem, 
And  meaningless  the  watch  He  kept 
Through  which  His  weak  disciples  slept. 

Tet  shrink  not  thou,  whoe'er  thou  art. 
For  God's  great  purpose  set  apart, 
Before  whose  far-discerning  eyes. 
The  Future  as  the  Present  lies  I 
Beyond  a  narrow-bounded  age 
Stretches  thy  prophet-heritage, 
Through  Heaven's  vast  spaces  angel-trod, 
And  through  the  eternal  years  of  God  1 
Thy  audience,  worlds  I  —  all  thines  to  be 
The  witness  of  the  Truth  in  thee  ! 


WHAT   THE  VOICE   SAID 

Maddened  by  Earth's  wrong  and  evil, 
"  Lord  ! "  I  cried  in  sudden  ire, 

"  From  Thy  right  hand,  clothed  with  thun- 
der. 
Shake  the  bolted  fire  I 


**  Love  is  lost,  and  Faith  is  dying  ; 
With  the  brute  the  man  is  sold  ; 
And  the  dropping  blood  of  labor 
Hardens  into  gold. 

**  Here  the  dying  wail  of  Famine, 
There  the  battle's  groan  of  pain  ; 
And,  in  silence,  smooth-faced  Mammon 
Reaping  men  like  g^in. 

«<  Where   is  G^,  that  we   should    fea 
Him?' 
Thus  the  earth-bom  Titans  say  ; 
'  God  I  if  Thou  art  liviug,  hear  us  !  * 
Thus  the  weak  ones  pray." 


t» 


''  Thou,  the  patient  Heaven  upbraiding,' 
Spake  a  solemn  Voice  within  ; 

*•  Weary  of  our  Lord's  forbearance, 
Art  thou  free  from  sin  ? 

"  Fearless  brow  to  Him  uplifting, 
Canst  thou  for  His  thunders  call, 
Knowing  that  to  guilt's  attraction 
Evermore  they  fall  ? 

**  Enow'st  thou  not  all  germs  of  evil 
In  thy  heart  await  their  time  ? 
Not  thyself,  but  God's  restraining. 
Stays  their  growth  of  crime. 


**  Conldst  thou  boast,  O  child  of  weakness 
O'er  the  sons  of  wroug  and  strife. 
Were  their  strong  temptations  planted 
In  thy  path  of  life  ? 

**  Thou  hast  seen  two  streamlets  g^hing 
From  one  fountain,  clear  and  free. 
But  by  widely  varying  channels 
Searching  for  the  sea. 

"  Glideth  one  through  greenest  valleys. 
Kissing  them  with  lips  still  sweet ; 
One,  mad  roaring  down  the  mountains, 
Stagnates  at  their  feet. 

"  Is  it  choice  whereby  the  Parsee 
Kneels  before  his  mother's  fire  ? 
In  his  black  tent  did  the  Tartar 
Choose  his  wandering  sire  ? 

**  He  alone,  whose  hand  is  bounding 
Human  power  and  human  will. 
Looking  through  each  soul's  surrounding 
Knows  its  good  or  ill. 


THE  WIFE  OF  MANOAH  TO  HER  HUSBAND 
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^  For  thyself,  while  wrong  and  sorrow 
Make  to  thee  their  strong  appeal, 
Coward  wert  thou  not  to  utter 
What  the  heart  must  feel. 

**  Earnest  words  roust  needs  he  spoken 
When  the  warm  heart  hleeds  or  hums 
With  its  scorn  of  wrong,  or  pity 
For  the  wronged,  by  turns. 

**  But,  by  all  thy  nature's  weakness. 
Hidden  faults  and  follies  known, 
Be  thou,  in  rebuking  evil, 
Conscious  of  thine  own. 

**  Not  the  less  shall  stem-eyed  Duty 
To  thy  lips  her  trumpet  set, 
But  with  harsher  blasts  shall  mingle 
Waillngs  of  regret." 

Cease  not.  Voice  of  holy  speaking, 
Teacher  sent  of  (xod,  be  near, 

Whispering  through  the  day's  cool  silence, 
Let  my  spirit  hear  ! 

So,  when  thoughts  of  evil-doers 
Waken  scorn,  or  hatred  move, 

Shall  a  mournful  fellow-feeling 
Temper  all  with  love. 


THE  ANGEL  OF   PATIENCE 

A  FREE  PARAPHRASE  OP  THE  GERMAN 

To  weary  hearts,  to  mourning  homeSy 
God's  meekest  Angel  gently  comes  : 
No  power  has  he  to  banish  pain. 
Or  give  us  back  our  lost  again  ; 
And  yet  in  tenderest  love,  our  dear 
And  Heavenly  Father  sends  him  here. 

There 's  quiet  in  that  Angel's  glance, 
There  's  rest  in  his  still  countenance  I 
He  mocks  no  grief  with  idle  cheer, 
Nor  wounds  with  words  the  mourner's  ear  ; 
But  ills  and  woes  he  may  not  cure 
He  kindly  trains  us  to  endure. 

Angel  of  Patience  !  sent  to  calm 
Our  feverish  brows  with  cooling  palm  ; 
To  lay  the  storms  of  hope  and  fear. 
And  reconcile  life's  smile  and  tear  ; 
The  throbs  of  wounded  pride  to  still. 
And  make  our  own  our  Father's  will  I 


O  thou  who  monmest  on  thy  way, 
With  longings  for  the  close  of  day  ; 
He  walks  with  thee,  that  Angel  kind. 
And  gently  whispers,  **  Be  resigned  : 
Bear  up,  bear  on,  the  end  shall  tell 
The  dear  Lord  ordereth  all  things  well  I " 


THE  WIFE  OF  MANOAH  TO  HER 

HUSBAND 

Against  the  sunset's  elowing  wall 
The  city  towers  rise  buusk  and  tall. 
Where  2^rah,  on  its  rocky  height. 
Stands  like  an  armed  man  in  the  light. 

Down  Eshtaol's  vales  of  ripened  grain 
Falls  like  a  cloud  the  night  amain. 
And  up  the  hillsides  climbing  slow 
The  barley  reapers  homeward  go. 

Look,  dearest !  how  our  fair  child's  head 
The  sunset  light  hath  hallow^. 
Where  at  this  olive's  foot  he  lies, 
Uplooking  to  the  tranquil  skies. 

Oh,  while  beneath  the  fervent  heat 
Thy  sickle  swept  the  bearded  wheat, 
I  've  watched,  with  mingled  joy  and  dread, 
Our  child  upon  his  g^rassy  bed. 

Joy,  which  the  mother  feels  alone 
Whose  morning  hope  like  mine  had  flown, 
When  to  her  bosom,  over-blessed, 
A  dearer  life  than  hers  is  pressed. 

Dread,  for  the  future  dark  and  still. 
Which  shapes  our  dear  one  to  its  will ; 
Forever  in  his  larg^  calm  eyes, 
I  read  a  tale  of  sacrifice. 

The  same  foreboding  awe  I  felt 
When  at  the  altar's  side  we  knelt, 
And  he,  who  as  a  pilgrim  came. 
Rose,   winged  and   glorious,  through  the 
flame. 

I  slept  not,  though  the  wild  bees  made 
A  dreamlike  murmuring  in  the  shade. 
And  on  me  the  warm-fingered  hours 
Pressed  with  the  drowsy  smell  of  flowers. 

Before  me,  in  a  vision,  rose 

The  hosts  of  Israel's  scornful  foes,  — 
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Rank  over  rank,  helm,  shield,  and  spear, 
Glittered  in  noon's  hot  atmosphere. 

I  heard  their  hoast,  and  bitter  word, 
Their  mockery  of  the  Hebrew's  Lord, 
I  saw  their  hands  His  ark  assail, 
Their  feet  profane  Hb  holy  veiL 

No  angel  down  the  bine  space  spoke. 
No  thuuder  from  the  still  sky  broke; 
But  in  their  midst,  iu  power  and  awe, 
Like  God's  waked  wrath,  our  child  I  saw  I 

A  child  no  more  !  —  harsh  -  browed   and 

strong. 
He  towered  a  giant  in  the  throng, 
And  down  his  shoulders,  broad  and  bare, 
Swept  the  black  terror  of  his  hair. 

He  raised  his  arm  —  he  smote  amain  ; 
As  round  the  reaper  falls  the  grain, 
So  the  dark  host  around  him  fell, 
So  sank  the  foes  of  Israel ! 

Again  I  looked.     In  sunlight  shone 
The  towers  and  domes  of  Askelon; 
Priest,  warrior,  slave,  a  mighty  crowd 
Within  her  idol  temple  bowed. 

Tet  one  knelt  not;  stark,  gaunt,  and  blind, 
His  arms  the  massive  pillars  twined,  — 
An  eyeless  captive,  strong  with  hate. 
He  stood  there  like  an  evil  Fate. 

The  red   shrines  smoked,  — the   trumpets 

pealed: 
He  stooped,  —  the  g^nt  columns  reeled; 
Reeled  tower  and  fane,  sank  arch  and  wall, 
And  the  thick  dust-cloud  closed  o'er  all! 

Above  the  shriek,  the  crash,  the  groan 
Of  the  fallen  priJe  of  Askelon, 
I  heard,  sheer  down  the  echoing  sky, 
A  voice  as  of  an  angel  cry,  — 

The  voice  of  him,  who  at  our  side 

Sat  through  the  golden  eventide; 

Of  him  who,  on  thy  altar's  blaze, 

Rose  fire-winged,  with  his  song  of  praise. 

"  Rejoice  o'er  Israel's  broken  chain. 
Gray  mother  of  the  mighty  slain! 
Rejoice! "  it  cried,  "  he  vanquisheth! 
The  strong  in  life  is  strong  in  death! 


"  To  him  shall  2^rah's  daughters  raise 
Through    coming  years    their    hymns   of 

praise. 
And  gray  old  men  at  evening  tell 
Of  all  he  wrought  for  Israel. 

"  And  they  who  sing  and  they  who  hear 
Alike  shall  hold  thy  memory  dear. 
And  pour  their  blessings  on  thy  head, 

0  mother  of  the  mighty  dead!  " 

It  ceased  ;  and  though  a  sound  I  heard 
As  if  great  wings  the  still  air  stirred, 

1  only  saw  the  barley  sheaves 
And  hills  half  hid  by  olive  leaves. 

I  bowed  my  face,  in  awe  and  fear. 

On  the  dear  child  who  slumbered  near  ; 

"  With  me,  as  with  my  only  son, 

O  God,"  I  said,  "  Thy  will  be  done  !  " 


MY   SOUL  AND   I 

Stakd  still,  my  soul,  in  the  silent  dark 

I  would  question  thee, 
Alone  in  the  shadow  drear  and  stark 

With  €rod  and  me  ! 

What,  my  soul,  was  thy  errand  here  ? 

Was  it  mirth  or  ease. 
Or  heaping  up  dust  from  year  to  year  ? 

"  Nay,  none  of  these  ! " 


If 


Speak,  soul,  arieht  in  His  holy  sight 

Whose  eye  looks  still 
And  steadily  on  thee  through  the  night: 

«  To  do  Hb  will !  " 

What  hast  thou  done,  O  soul  of  mine. 

That  thou  tremblest  so  ? 
Hast  thou  wrought  His  task,  and  kept  the 
line 

He  bade  thee  go  ? 

What,  silent  all  1  art  sad  of  cheer  ? 

Art  fearful  now  ? 
When  Grod  seemed  far  and  men  were  near. 

How  brave  wert  thou  ! 

Aha !  thou  tremblest  I  —  well  I  see 

Thou  'rt  craven  gprown. 
Is  it  so  hard  with  Grod  and  me 

To  stand  alone  ? 


MY   SOUL  AND  I 
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Sominon  thy  sunshine  bravery  back, 

0  wretched  sprite  I 

Let  me  hsar  thy  voice  through  this  deep 
and  black 
Abysmal  night. 

What  hast  thou  wrought  for  Bight  and 
Truth, 
For  God  and  Man, 
From  the  golden   hours  of   bright -eyed 
yo!ith 
To  life's  mid  span  ? 

Ah,  soul  of  mine,  thy  tones  I  hear, 

But  weak  and  low, 
Like  far  sad  murmurs  on  my  ear 

They  come  and  go. 

"  I  have  wrestled  stoutly  with  the  Wrong, 

And  borne  the  Right 
From  beneath  the  foouall  of  the  throng 

To  life  and  light. 

**  Wherever  Freedom  shivered  a  ohainy 

God  speed,  quoth  I ; 
To  Error  amidst  her  shouting  train 

1  gave  the  lie." 

Ah,  soul  of  mine  1  ah,  soul  of  mine  ! 

Thy  deeds  are  well : 
Were  they  wrought  for  Truth's  sake  or  for 
thine  ? 

My  soul,  pray  tell. 

**  Of  all  the  work  my  hand  hath  wrought 

Beneath  the  sky, 
Save  a  place  in  kindly  human  thought, 

No  gain  have  I. 

Go  to,  go  to  I  for  thy  very  self 

Thy  deeds  were  done  : 
Thou  for  fame,  the  miser  for  peli^ 

Your  end  is  one  ! 

And  where  art  thou  going,  soul  of  mine  ? 

Canst  see  the  end  ? 
And  whither  this  troubled  life  of  thine 

Evermore  doth  tend  ? 

What  dannts  thee  now  ?  what  shakes  thee 
so? 

My  sad  soul,  say. 
**  I  see  a  cloud  like  a  curtain  low 

Hang  o'er  my  way. 


**  Whither  I  go  I  cannot  tell : 

That  cloud  hangs  black. 
High  as  the  heaven  and  deep  as  hell 

Across  my  track. 

**  I  see  its  shadow  coldly  enwrap 

The  souls  before. 
Sadly  they  enter  it,  step  by  step, 

To  return  no  more. 

''They  shrink,  they  shudder,  dear  God  I 
they  kneel 

To  Thee  in  prayer. 
They  shut  their  eyes  on  the  cloud,  but  feel 

That  it  still  is  there. 

"Li  vain  they  turn  from  the  dread  Be- 
fore 

To  the  Known  and  Gone  ; 
For  while  gazing  behind  them  evermore 

Their  feet  glide  on. 

**  Yet,  at  times,  I  see  upon  sweet  pale  faoes 

A  light  begin 
To  tremble,  as  if  from  holy  places 

And  shrines  within. 

"And  at  times  methinks  their  cold  lips 
move 

With  hymn  and  prayer. 
As  if  somewhat  of  awe,  but  more  of  love 

And  hope  were  there. 

'*I  call  on  the  souls  who  have  left  the 
light 

To  reveal  their  lot ; 
I  bend  mine  ear  to  that  wall  of  night. 

And  they  answer  not. 

'*  But  I  hear  around  me  sighs  of  pain 

And  the  cry  of  fear. 
And  a  sound  like  the  slow  sad  dropping  of 
rain. 

Each  drop  a  tear  I 

"  Ah,  the  cloud  is  dark,  and  day  by  day 

I  am  moving  thither  : 
I  must  pass  beneath  it  on  my  way— 

God  pity  me  I  —  whither  ?  " 

Ah,  soul  of  mine  !  so  brave  and  wise 

In  the  life-storm  loud. 
Fronting  so  calmly  all  human  eyes 

In  the  sunlit  crowd  1 
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Now  standing  apart  with  God  and  me 

Thou  art  weakness  all, 
Gazing  vainly  after  the  things  to  be 

Through  Death's  dread  wall. 

But  never  for  this,  never  for  this 

Was  thy  being  lent ; 
For  the  craven's  fear  is  but  selfishness, 

Like  his  merriment. 

Folly  and  Fear  are  sisters  twain  : 

One  closiu?  her  eyes, 
The  other  peopling  the  dark  inane 

With  spectral  lies. 

Know  well,  my  soul,  God's  hand  controls 

Whatever  thou  fearest  ; 
Round  Him  in  calmest  music  rolls 

Whatever  thou  hearest. 

What  to  thee  is  shadow,  to  Him  is  day, 

And  the  end  He  knoweth, 
And  not  on  a  blind  and  aimless  way 

The  spirit  goeth. 

Man  sees  no  future,  —  a  phantom  show 

Is  alone  before  him  ; 
Past  Time  is  dead,  and  the  grasses  grow, 

And  flowers  bloom  o'er  him. 

Nothing  before,  nothing  behind  ; 

The  steps  of  Faith 
Fall  on  the  seeming  void,  and  find 

The  rock  beneath. 

The  Present,  the  Present  is  all  thou  hast 

For  thy  sure  possessing  ; 
Like  the  patriarch's  angel  hold  it  fast 

Till  it  gives  its  blessing. 

Why  fear  the  night?  why  shrink  from 
Death, 
That  phantom  wan  ? 
There  is   nothing  in  heaven  or  earth  be- 
neath 
Save  God  and  man. 

Peopling  the  shadows  we  turn  from  Him 

And  from  one  another  ; 
All  is  spectral  and  vague  and  dim 

Save  God  and  our  brother  I 

Like  warp  and  woof  all  destinies 
Are  woven  fast. 


Linked  in  sympathy  like  the  keys 
Of  an  organ  vast. 

Pluck  one  thread,  and  the  web  ye  mar  ; 

Break  but  one 
Of  a  thousand  keys,  and  the  paining  jar 

Through  all  will  run. 

O  restless  spirit !  wherefore  strain 

Beyond  thy  sphere  ? 
Heaven  and  hell,  with  their  joy  and  pain. 

Are  now  and  here. 

Back  to  thyself  is  measured  well 

All  thou  hast  g^veu  ; 
Thy  neighbor's  wrong  is  thy  present  hell, 

His  bliss,  thy  heaven. 

And  in  life,  in  death,  in  dark  and  light. 

All  are  in  God's  care  : 
Sound  the  black  abyss,  pierce  the  deep  of 
night. 

And  He  is  there  I 

All  which  is  real  now  remaineth, 

And  fadeth  never : 
The  hand  which  upholds  it  now  sustaineth 

The  soul  forever. 

Leaning  on  Him,  make  with  reverent  meek- 
ness 
His  own  thy  will, 
And  with  strength  from  Him  shall  thy  ut- 
ter weakness 
Life's  task  fulfil ; 

And  that  cloud  itself,  which  now  before 
thee 
Lies  dark  in  view. 
Shall  with  beams  of  light  from  the  inner 
glory 
Be  stricken  through. 

And  like  meadow  mist  through  autnmo's 
dawn 

UproUincf  thin. 
Its  thickest  folds  when  about  thee  drawn 

Let  sunlight  in. 

Then  of  what  is  to  be,  and  of  what  li 
done. 

Why  qneriest  thou  ? 
The  past  and  the  time  to  be  are  one, 

And  both  are  now  I 
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Pur«  religion  and  undefiled  before  God  and  the  Fa- 
ther is  this,  To  visit  t)ie  fatherless  and  widows  in  their 
afflictionf  and  to  keep  himself  unspotted  from  the  world. 
— James  i.  27. 

The  Pagan's  myths  through  marble  lips 
are  spoken, 
And  ghosts  of  old  Beliefs  still  flit  and 
moan 
Round   fane    and    altar    overthrown    and 
broken, 
O'er  tree-grown  barrow  and  gray  ring  of 
stone. 

Blind  Faith  had  martyrs  in  those  old  high 
places, 
The  Syrian  hill  grove  and  the  Droid's 
wood, 
With    mothers    offering,    to   the    Fiend's 
embraces. 
Bone  of  their  bone,  and  blood  of  their 
own  blood. 

Red  altars,  kindling  through  that  night  of 
error, 
Smoked   with   warm  blood  beneath  the 
cruel  eye 
Of  lawless  Power  and  sanguinary  Terror, 
Throned  on  the  circle  of  a  pitiless  sky  ; 

Beneath  whose  baleful  shadow,  overcasting 
All  heaven  above,  and  blighting  earth 
below. 
The  scourge  grew  red,  the  lip  grew  pale 
with  fasting. 
And   man's  oblation  was  his  fear   and 
woe  1 

Then  through    great  temples  swelled  the 
dismal  moaning 
Of    dirge -like    musio    and    sepulchral 
prayer  ; 
Pale   wizard   priests,  o'er  occult  symbols 
droning. 
Swung  their  white  censers  in  the  bur- 
dened air  : 

As  if  the  pomp  of  rituals,  and  the  savor 
Of  gums  and  spices  could  the  Unseen 
One  please  ; 
As  if  His  ear  could  bend,  with  childish 
favor. 
To  the  poor  flattery  of  the  organ  keys  I 


Feet  red  from  war-fields  trod  the  church 
aisles  holy, 
With  trembling  reverence  :  and  the  op- 
pressor there. 
Kneeling    before    his   priest,   abased   and 
lowly. 
Crushed  human  hearts  beneath  his  knee 
of  prayer. 

Not  such  the  service  the  benignant  Father 
Require th     at    His     eartUy    children's 
hands : 
Not  the  poor  offering  of  vain  rites,  but 
rather 
The  simple  duty  man  from  man  demands. 

For  Earth   He  asks  it :   the   full  joy  of 
heaven 
Knoweth  no  change  of   waning  or  in- 
crease ; 
The  great  heart  of  the  Infinite  beats  even, 
Untroubled  flows  the  river  of  His  peace. 

He  asks  no  taper  lights,  on  high  surround- 
ing 
The  priestly  altar  and  the  saintly  grave. 
No  dolorous  chant  nor  organ  music  sound- 
ing, 
Nor  incense  clouding  up  the   twilight 
nave. 

For   he    whom    Jesus    loved    hath    truly 
spoken : 
The  holier  worship  which  he  deigns  to 
bless 
Restores    the    lost,   and  binds  the  spirit 
broken, 
And  feeds  the  widow  and  the  fatherless  I 

Types  of  our  human  weakness  and  our  sor- 
row I 
Who  lives  unhaunted  by  his  loved  ones 
dead? 
Who,  with  vain  longing,  seeketh  not  to 
borrow 
From    stranger    eyes    the  home  lights 
which  have  fled  ? 

0   brother  man  I   fold  to  thy  heart  thy 
brother  ; 
Where  pity  dwells,  the  peace  of  God  is 
there ; 
To  worship  rightly  is  to  love  each  other, 
Each  smile  a  hymn,  each  kindly  deed  a 
prayer. 
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Follow  with  reverent  steps  the  great  exam- 
ple 
Of  Him  whose  holy  work  was  <<  doing 
good;" 
So  shall  the  wide  earth  seem  our  Father's 
temple, 
Each  loving  life  a  psalm  of  gratitude. 

Then  shall  all  shackles  fall ;  the  stormy 

clangor 

Of  wild  war  music  o'er  the  earth  shall 

cease  ; 

Love  shall  tread  out  the  halef  ul  fire  of  anger, 

And  in  its  ashes  plant  the  tree  of  peace  I 


THE  HOLY  LAND 

Paraphrased  from  the  lines  in  Lamartine'a 
Adieu  to  Marseilles,  beginning 

**  Je  n*ai  paa  luiTigutf  aor  roc^an  da  sable." 

I  HAVE  not  f eltr  o'er  seas  of  sand, 

The  rocking  of  the  desert  bark  ; 
Nor  laved  at  Hebron's  fount  my  hand. 

By  Hebron's  palm-trees  cool  and  dark; 
Nor  pitched  my  tent  at  even-fall, 

On  dust  where  Job  of  old  has  lain, 
Nor  dreamed  beneath  its  canvas  wall 

The  dream  of  Jacob  o'er  again. 

One  vast  world-page  remains  unread  ; 

How  shine  the  stars  in  Chaldea's  sky, 
How  sounds  the  reverent  pilgrim's  tread. 

How  beats  the  heart  with  God  so  nigh  I 
How  round  gray  arch  and  column  lone 

The  spirit  of  the  old  time  broods, 
And  sighs  in  all  the  winds  that  moan 

Along  the  sandy  solitudes  1 

In  thy  tall  cedars,  Lebanon, 

I  have  not  heard  the  nations'  cries, 
Nor  seen  thy  eagles  stooping  down 

Where  buried  Tyre  in  ruin  lies. 
The  Christian's  prayer  I  have  not  said 

In  Tadmor's  temples  of  decay, 
Nor  startled,  with  my  dreary  tread, 

The  waste  where  Menmon's  empire  lay. 

Nor  have  I,  from  thy  hallowed  tide, 
O  Jordan  !  heard  the  low  lament, 

Like  that  sad  wail  along  thy  side 

Which  Israel's  mournful  prophet  sent  1 

Nor  thrilled  within  that  grotto  lone 
Where,  deep  in  night,  the  Bard  of  Kings 


Felt  hands  of  fire  direct  his  own. 
And  sweep  for  €rod  the  conscious  strings. 

I  have  not  climbed  to  Olivet, 

Nor  laid  me  where  my  Saviour  lay. 
And  left  His  trace  of  tears  as  yet 

By  angel  eyes  unwept  away  ; 
Nor  watched,  at  midnight's  solemn  time. 

The  garden  where  His  prayer  and  g^roan, 
Wrung  by  His  sorrow  and  our  crime. 

Rose  to  One  listening  ear  alone. 

I  have  not  kissed  the  rock-hewn  ?rot 

Where  in  His  mother's  arms  He  lay. 
Nor  knelt  upon  the  sacred  spot 

Where  last  His  footsteps  pressed   the 
clay; 
Nor  looked  on  that  sad  mountain  head. 

Nor  smote  my  sinful  breast,  where  wide 
His  arms  to  fold  the  world  He  spread. 

And  bowed  His  head  to  bless  —  and  died  I 


THE  REWARD 

Who,  looking  backward  from  his  man- 
hood's prime. 
Sees  not  the  spectre  of  his  misspent  time  ? 

And,  through  the  shade 
Of  funeral  cypress  planted  thick  behind. 
Hears  no  reproachful  whisper  on  the  wind 

From  his  loved  dead  ? 

Who  bears  no  trace  of  passion's  evil  force  ? 
Who  shuns  thy  sting,  O  terrible  Remorse  ? 

Who  does  not  cast 
On  the  thronged  pages  of  his  memory's 

book, 
At  times,  a  sad  and  half-reluctant  look, 

Regretful  of  the  past  ? 

Alas  I  the  evil  which  we  fain  would  shun 
We  do,  and 'leave  the  wished-for  good  on- 
done  : 

Our  strength  to-day 
Is  but  to-morrow's  weakness,  prone  to  fall ; 
Poor,  blind,  unprofitable  servants  all 

Are  we  alway. 

Tet  who,  thus  looking  Imckward  o'er  his 

years, 
Feels  not  his  eyelids  wet  with  gratefn) 

tears. 
If  he  hath  been 
Permitted,  weak  and  sinfol  as  he  was. 
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To  cheer  and  aid,  in  some  ennobling  cause, 
His  fellow-men  ? 

If  he  hath  hidden  the  outcast,  or  let  in 
A  ray  of  sunshine  to  the  cell  of  sin  ; 

If  he  hath  lent 
Strength  to  the  weak,  and,  in  an  hour  of 

need, 
Over  the  su£Pering,  mindless  of  his  creed 

Or  home,  hath  bent ; 

He  has  not  lived  in  vain,  and  while  he  gives 
The  praise  to  Him,  in  whom  he  moves  and 
lives. 
With  thankful  heart ; 
He  gazes  backward,  and  with  hope  before. 
Knowing  that  from  his  works  ne  never- 
more 
Can  henceforth  part. 


THE  WISH   OF  TO-DAY 

I  ASK  not  now  for  gold  to  gild 

With  mocking  shine  a  weary  frame  ; 

The  yeanling  of  the  mind  is  stilled, 
I  ask  not  now  for  Fame. 

A  rose-cloud,  dimly  seen  above. 

Melting  in  heaven's  blue  depths  away  ; 

Oh,  sweet,  fond  dream  of  human  Love  I 
For  thee  I  may  not  pray. 

But,  bowed  in  lowliness  of  mind, 

I  make  my  humble  wishes  known  ; 
I  only  ask  a  will  resigned, 

0  Father,  to  Thine  own  I 

To-day,  beneath  Thy  chastening  eye 

1  crave  alone  for  peace  and  rest. 
Submissive  in  Thy  hand  to  lie. 

And  feel  that  it  is  best. 

A  marvel  seems  the  Universe, 
A  miracle  our  Life  and  Death  ; 

A  mystery  which  I  cannot  pierce, 
Around,  above,  beneath. 

In  vain  I  task  my  aching  brain. 
In  vain  the  sage's  thought  I  scan, 

I  only  feel  how  weak  and  vain, 
How  poor  and  blind,  is  man. 

And  now  my  spirit  sighs  for  home. 
And  longs  for  light  whereby  to  see. 


And,  like  a  weary  child,  would  come, 
O  Father,  unto  Thee  ! 

Though  oft,  like  letters  traced  on  sand. 
My  weak  resolves  have  passed  away, 

In  mercy  lend  Thy  helping  hand 
Unto  my  prayer  to-day  ! 


ALL'S   WELL 

The  clonds,  which  rise  with  thnnder,  slake 

Our  thirsty  souls  with  rain  ; 
The -blow  most  dreaded  falls  to  break 

From  off  our  limbs  a  chain  ; 
And  wrongs  of  man  to  man  but  make 

The  love  of  God  more  plain. 
As  through  the  shadowy  lens  of  even 
The  eye  looks  farthest  into  heaven 
On  gleams  of  star  and  depths  of  blue 
The  glaring  sunshine  never  knew  1 


INVOCATION 

Through  Thy  clear  spaces,  Lord,  of  old. 
Formless  and  void  the  dead  earth  rolled  ; 
Deaf  to  Thy  heaven's  sweet  music,  blind 
To  the  great  lights  which  o'er  it  shined  ; 
No  sound,  no  ray,  no  warmth,  no  breath,  •— 
A  dumb  despair,  a  wandering  death. 

To  that  dark,  weltering  horror  came 
Thy  spirit,  like  a  subtle  flame,  — 
A  breath  of  life  electrical. 
Awakening  and  transforming  all. 
Till  beat  and  thrilled  in  every  part 
The  pulses  of  a  living  heart. 

Then  knew  their  bounds  the  land  and  sea  ; 
Then  smiled  the  bloom  of  mead  and  tree ; 
From  flower  to  moth,  from  beast  to  man. 
The  quick  creative  impulse  ran  ; 
And  earth,  with  life  from  thee  renewed. 
Was  in  thy  holy  eyesight  good. 

As  lost  and  void,  as  dark  and  cold 
And  formless  as  that  earth  of  old  ; 
A  wandering  waste  of  storm  and  night, 
Midst  spheres  of  song  and  realms  of  light ; 
A  blot  upon  thy  holy  sky, 
Untouched,  unwarned  of  thee,  am  I. 

O  Thou  who  movest  on  the  deep 

Of  spirits,  wake  my  own  from  sleep  I 
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Its  darkDess  melt,  its  coldness  warm. 
The  lost  restore,  the  ill  trausform, 
That  ilower  aud  fruit  henceforth  maj  be 
Its  grateful  offering,  worthy  Thee. 


QUESTIONS  OF  LIFE 

And  the  angel  that  was  sent  unto  me,  whoae  name 
was  Uriel,  gave  me  an  answer. 

And  said,  Thy  heart  hath  gone  too  far  in  this  world, 
and  thlnkest  thou  to  comprehend  the  way  of  the  Moat 
High? 

llien  sidd  I,  Tea,  my  Lord.  .  .  . 

Then  said  he  uuto  me,  Qo  thy  way,  weigh  me  the 
weight  of  the  fire  or  measure  me  the  blast  of  the  wind, 
or  call  me  again  the  hour  that  is  past.  —  2  Eadrat  oh.  It. 

A  BENDING  staff  I  would  not  break, 
A  feeble  faith  I  would  not  shake, 
Nor  even  rashly  pluck  away 
The  error  which  some  truth  may  stay, 
Whose  loss  might  leave  the  soul  without 
A  shield  against  the  shafts  of  doubt. 

And  yet,  at  times,  when  over  all 
A  darker  mystery  seems  to  fall, 
(May  God  forgive  the  child  of  dust, 
Who  seeks  to  know,  where  Faith  should 

trust !) 
I  raise  the  questions,  old  and  dark. 
Of  Uzdom's  tempted  patriarch. 
And,  speech-confounded,  build  again 
The  baffled  tower  of  Shinar's  plain. 

I  am  :  how  little  more  I  know  I 
Whence  came  I  ?     Whither  do  I  go  ? 
A  centred  self,  which  feels  and  is  ; 
A  cry  between  the  silences  ; 
A  shadow-birth  of  clouds  at  strife 
With  sunshine  on  the  hills  of  life  ; 
A  shaft  from  Nature's  quiver  cast 
Into  the  Future  from  the  Past ; 
Between  the  cradle  and  the  shroud, 
A  meteor's  flight  from  cloud  to  cloud. 

Thorough  the  vastness,  arching  all, 

I  see  the  great  stars  rise  and  fall. 

The  rounding  seasons  come  and  g^ 

The  tided  oceans  ebb  and  flow  ; 

The  tokens  of  a  central  force. 

Whose  circles,  in  their  widening  course, 

O'erlap  and  move  the  universe  ; 

The  workings  of  the  law  whence  springs 

The  rhythmic  harmony  of  things. 

Which  shapes  in  earth  the  darkling  spar. 

And  orbs  in  heaven  the  morning  star. 


Of  all  I  see,  in  earth  and  sky,  — 
Star,  flower, beast, bird,  —  what  part  have  I? 
This  conscious  life,  —  is  it  the  same 
Which  thriUs  the  universal  frame, 
Whereby  the  caverned  crystal  shoots, 
And  mounts  the  sap  from  forest  roots. 
Whereby  the  exiled  wood-bird  tells 
When  Spring  makes  green  her  native  dells  ? 
How  feels  \  he  stone  the  pang  of  hirth, 
Which  brings  its  sparkling  prism  forth? 
The  forest-tree  the  throb  which  gives 
The  life-blood  to  its  new-born  leaves  ? 
Do  bird  and  blossom  feel,  like  me, 
Life's  many-folded  mystery,  — 
ITie  wonder  which  it  is  to  be  ? 
Or  stand  I  severed  and  distinct, 
From  Nature's  chain  of  life  unlinked  ? 
Allied  to  all,  yet  not  the  less 
Prisoned  in  separate  consciousness, 
Alone  o'erburdened  with  a  sense 
Of  life,  and  cause,  and  consequence  ? 

In  vain  to  me  the  Sphinx  propounds 
The  riddle  of  her  sights  and  sounds  ; 
Back  still  the  vaulted  mystery  gives 
The  echoed  question  it  receives. 
What  sings  the  brook  ?     What  oracle 
Is  in  the  pine-tree's  organ  swell  ? 
What  may  the  wind's  low  burden  be  ? 
The  meaning  of  the  moaning  sea  ? 
The  hieroglyphics  of  the  stars  ? 
Or  clouded  sunset's  crimson  bars  ? 
I  vainly  ask,  for  mocks  my  skill 
The  trick  of  Nature's  cipher  stilL 

I  turn  from  Nature  unto  men, 

I  ask  the  stylus  and  the  pen  ; 

What  sang  the  bards  of  old  ?    What  meant 

The  prophets  of  the  Orient  ? 

The  rolls  of  buried  Egypt,  hid 

In  painted  tomb  and  pyramid  ? 

What  mean  Iddmca's  arrowy  lines. 

Or  dusk  Flora's  monstrous  signs  ? 

How  speaks  the  primal  thought  of  man 

From  the  grim  carvings  of  Copan  ? 

Where  rests  the  secret  ?     Where  the  keyi 

Of  the  old  death-bolted  mysteries  ? 

Alas  I  the  dead  retain  their  trust ; 

Dust  hath  no  answer  from  the  dust. 

The  great  enigpna  still  nnguessed. 

Unanswered  the  eternal  quest ; 

I  gather  up  the  scattered  rays 

Of  wisdom  in  the  early  days, 

Faint  gleams  and  broken,  like  the  Ii|^ 
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Of  meteors  id  a  northern  night, 
£.;tniyiug  to  the  dartiliug  eurtli 
The  uusBun  huu  which  gave  them  biith  ; 
I  listeu  to  tba  Bibyl'a  cliaiit. 
The  voice  Oi  priest,  and  hierophiuit ; 
I  know  what  Indian  Kreeshna  eaith, 
And  what  uC  life  and  whnt  of  dttatlt 
The  demon  taught  to  Socrates  ; 
Aitd  what,  beneath  lib  garden-trees 
Slow  pacing,  with  a  dream-like  tread, 
The  Bolenni-tboughted  Plato  said  ; 
Nor  lack  I  tokens,  great  or  small, 
OF  God's  clear  light  in  each  and  all. 
White  holding  with  more  dear  regud 
The  scroll  of  Hebrew  seer  and  biud. 
The  starry  pages  promise-lit 
With  Christ's  Evangel  ovei^writ, 
Thy  miracle  of  life  and  death, 
O  Holy  One  of  Nazareth  I 

On  Azteo  ruins,  gray  and  lone, 
The  circling  serpent  coils  in  stooe,— 
Type  of  the  endless  and  unknown  ; 
WJiereuf  we  seek  the  clue  to  Had, 
With  groping  fingers  of  the  blind  I 
Forever  souglit,  and  never  funud. 
We  trace  that  serpent-symbol  round 
Our  resting-place,  our  starting  bound  I 
Oh,  thriftlessness  of  dream  and  guess  1 
Oh,  wisdom  which  is  foolishness  I 
Why  idly  seek  from  outward  things 
The  answer  inward  silence  briugs  ? 
Why  stretch  beyond  our  proper  sphere 
And  age,  for  that  which  lies  so  near  ? 
Why  cbiiih  the  tar-off  hills  with  pain, 
A  nearer  view  of  heaven  to  gain  ? 
In  lowliest  depths  of  bosky  dells 
The  hermit  Coutempliition  dwells. 
A  Eiiuntain's  pine-hung  slope  bis  seat. 
And  lutus-twined  his  silent  feet, 
Whence,   piercing   heaven,    with   screened 

sight. 
He  sees  at  noon  the  stars,  whose  light 
Shall  glorify  tlie  coming  nigbt. 

Here  let  me  pause,  my  quest  forego  ; 
£nous:h  fur  me  to  feel  and  know 
That  He  in  whom  the  cause  and  end, 
The  past  and  future,  meet  and  blend,  — 
Who,  girt  with  his  Immensities, 
Our  vast  and  star-hung  system  sees, 
Small  as  the  clustered  Pleiades,  — 
Moves  not  alone  the  benvenly  quires. 
But  waves  the  spring-tinie'a  grassy  spires. 


Guards  not  archangel  feet  alone. 

But  deigns  to  guide  and  keep  my  own  ; 

Speaks  not  alone  the  words  of  fate 

Which  worlds  destroy,  and  worlds  create, 

But  whispers  in  my  spirit's  ear. 

In  tones  of  love,  or  warning  fear, 

A  language  none  beside  may  hear. 

To  Him,  from  wanderings  long  and  wild, 

I  come,  an  over-wearied  child. 

In  cool  and  shade  His  peace  to  find, 

Like  dew-fall  settling  on  my  mind. 

Assured  that  all  I  know  is  best. 

And  bumhiy  trusting  for  the  rest, 

I  turn  from  Fancy's  clond-buitt  scheme. 

Dark  creed,  and  inournful  eastern  dream 

Of  power,  impersonal  and  cold, 

Controlling  all,  itself  controlled. 

Maker  and  slave  of  iron  laws, 

Alike  the  subject  and  the  cause  i 

From  vain  philosophies,  that  try 

The  sevenfold  gates  of  mystery. 

And,  bafHed  ever,  babble  still. 

Word-prodigal  of  fate  aud  will  ; 

From  Nature,  and  her  mockery.  Art, 

And  hook  and  speech  of  men  apart, 

To  the  still  witness  in  my  heart ; 

With  reverence  waiting  to  behold 

His  Avat&r  of  love  untold, 

The  Eternal  Beauty  new  and  old  I 


FIRST-DAY  THOUGHTS 

Im  calm  and  cool  and  silence,  once  again 
I  find  my  old  accustomed  place  among 
My  brethren,  whero,  perchance,  no  ha- 

man  tongue 
Shall   utter  words  ;   where  never  hymn 

is  sung, 
Nor  deep-toiied  organ  blown,  nor  censer 

Nor  dim  light  falliDg  through  the  pictured 

There,  syllabled  by  silence,  let  me  hear 
The  still   Rmall   voice  which   reached  the 

Read  in  my  heart  a  still  diviner  law 
Than  Israel's  lender  on  his  tables  saw  I 
There  let  me  strive  with  each  besettine  sin. 
Recall   my   wandering   fancies,  and  re- 

The  sore  disquiet  of  a  restless  brain  ; 
And,  as  the  path  of  dnty  ia  made  plain. 


434 


RELIGIOUS  POEMS 


May  grace    be  given  that    I  may  walk 

tberein. 

Not  like  the  hireling,  for  his  selfish  gain, 

With  backward  glances  and  reluctant  tread, 

Making  a  merit  of  his  coward  dread, 

But,  cheerful,  in  the  light  around  me 

thrown. 
Walking  as  one  to  pleasant  service  led  ; 
Doing  God's  will  as  if  it  were  my  own, 
Yet    trusting    not    in  mine,   but    in    His 
strength  alone  ! 


TRUST 

Tbb  same  old  baffling  questions  I    O  my 

friend, 
I  cannot  answer  them.     In  vain  I  send 
My  soul  into  the  dark,  where  never  bum 
The  lamps  of  science,  nor  the  natural 
light 
Of  Reason's  sun  and  stars  !    I  cannot  learn 
Their  gpreat  and  solemn  meanings,  nor  dis- 
cern 
The  awful  secrets  of  the  eyes  which  turn 
Evermore  on  us  through  the  day  and 

night 
With  silent  challenge  and  a  dumb  de- 
mand, 
Fh>ffering  the  riddles  of  the  dread  ui- 

known. 
Like  the  calm  Sphinxes,  with  their  eyes  of 
stone, 
Questioning  the  centuries  from  their  veils 
of  sand ! 
I  have  no  answer  for  myself  or  thee, 
Save  that  I  learned  beside  my  mother's 

knee  ; 
^All  is  of  God  that  is,  and  is  to  be  ; 
And  God  is  good."    Let  this  suffice  us 

still. 
Resting  in  childlike  trust  upon  His  will 
Who  moves  to  Hb  great  ends  unthwarted 
by  the  ilL 


TRINITAS 

At  mom  I  prayed,  **  1  fain  would  see 
How  Three  are  One,  and  One  is  Three  ; 
Read  the  dark  riddle  unto  me." 

I  wandered  forth,  the  son  and  air 
I  saw  bestowed  with  equal  care 
On  good  and  evil,  foul  and  fair. 


No  partial  favor  dropped  the  rain  ; 
Alike  the  righteous  and  profane 
Rejoiced  above  their  heading  grain. 

And  my  heart  murmured,  **  Is  it  meet 
That  blindfold  Nature  thus  should  treat 
With  equal  hand  the  tares  and  wheat  ?  " 

A  presence  melted  through  my  mood,  — 
A  warmth,  a  light,  a  sense  of  good. 
Like  sunshine  through  a  winter  wood. 

I  saw  that  presence,  mailed  complete 
In  her  white  innocence,  pause  to  greet 
A  fallen  sister  of  the  street. 

Upon  her  bosom  snowy  pure 
The  lost  one  clung,  as  if  secure 
From  inward  guilt  or  outward  lure. 


*<  Beware  I "  I  said  ; ''  in  this  I  see 
No  g^n  to  her,  but  loss  to  thee  : 
Who  touches  pitch  defiled  must  be. 


n 


I  passed  the  haunts  of  shame  and  sin. 
And  a  voice  whispered,  '*  Who  therein 
Shall  these  lost  souls  to  Heaven's  peace 
win? 

'*Who  there  shall  hope  and  health  dis- 
pense. 
And  lift  the  ladder  up  from  thence 
Whose  roimds  are  prayers  of  penitence  ?  * 

I  said,  "  No  higher  life  they  know  ; 
These  earth-worms  love  to  have  it  so. 
Who  stoops  to  raise  them  sinks  as  low." 

That  night  with  painful  care  I  read 
What  Hippo's  samt  and  Calvin  said  ; 
The  living  seeking  to  the  dead  I 

In  vain  I  turned,  in  weary  qnest, 
Old  pages,  where  (God  give  them  rest  I) 
The    poor    creed  -  mongers   dreamed  and 
guessed. 

And  still  I  prayed,  **  Lord,  let  me  see 
How  Three  are  One,  and  One  is  Three  ; 
Read  the  dark  riddle  unto  me  1 " 

Then  something  whispered,  ''Dost    thon 

pray 
For  what  thou  hast  ?    This  very  day 
The  Holy  Three  have  crossed  thy  way. 
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**  Did  not  the  g^fts  of  sun  and  air 

To  good  and  ill  alike  declare 

The  all-compassiouate  Father's  care  ? 

"  In  the  white  soul  that  stooped  to  raise 

The  lost  one  from  her  evil  ways, 

Thou  saw'st  the  Christ,  whom  angels  praise  I 

"  A  bodiless  Divinity, 

The  still  small  Voice  that  spake  to  thee 

Was  the  Holy  Spirit's  mystery  I 

<*  O  blind  of  sight,  of  faith  how  small  1 
Father,  and  Son,  and  Huly  Call ; 
This  day  thou  hast  denied  them  all ! 

**  Revealed  in  love  and  sacrifice, 
The  Holiest  passed  before  thine  eyes. 
One  and  the  same,  in  threefold  guise. 

**  The  equal  Father  in  rain  and  sun, 
His  Christ  in  the  good  to  evil  done, 
His  Voice  in  thy  soul ; — and  the  Three  are 
One ! " 

I  shut  my  grave  Aquinas  fast ; 
The  monkish  gloss  of  ag^es  past, 
The  schoolman's  creed  aside  I  oast. 

And  my  heart  answered,  "  Lord,  I  see 
How  Three  are  One,  and  One  is  Three  ; 
Thy  riddle  hath  been  read  to  me  1 
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THE   SISTERS 

A  PICTURE  BY  BARRY 

The  shade  for  me,  but  over  thee 
The  lingering  sunshine  still ; 

As,  smiling,  to  the  silent  stream 
Comes  down  the  sing^g  rill. 

So  come  to  me,  my  little  one,  — 
My  years  with  thee  I  share. 

And  mingle  with  a  sister's  love 
A  mother's  tender  care. 

But  keep  the  smile  upon  thy  lip, 

The  trust  upon  thy  brow  ; 
Since  for  the  dear  one  God  hath  caUed 

We  have  an  angel  now. 

Our  mother  from  the  fields  of  heaven 
Shall  still  her  ear  incline  ; 


Nor  need  we  fear  her  human  love 
Is  less  for  love  divine. 

The  song^  are  sweet  they  sing  beneath 

The  trees  of  life  so  fair. 
But  sweetest  of  tho  song^  of  heaven 

Shall  be  her  children's  prayer. 

Then,  darling,  rest  upon  my  breast, 
And  teach  my  heart  to  lean 

With  thy  sweet  trust  upon  the  arm 
Which  folds  us  both  unseen  1 


"THE   ROCK"   IN   EL  GHOR 

Dead  Petra  in  her  hill-tomb  sleeps. 
Her  stones  of  emptiness  remain  ; 

Around  her  sculptured  mystery  sweeps 
The  lonely  waste  of  Edom's  plain. 

From  the  doomed  dwellers  in  the  cleft 
The  bow  of  vengeance  turns  not  back ; 

Of  all  her  myriads  none  are  left 
Along  the  Wady  Mousa's  track. 

Clear  in  the  hot  Arabian  day 

Her  arches  spring,  her  statues  climb ; 
Unchaugred,  the  g^ven  wonders  pay 

No  tribute  to  the  spoiler,  Time  ! 

Unchanged  the  awful  lithograph 
Of  power  and  glory  undertrod  ; 

Of  nations  scattered  like  the  chaff 

Blown  from  the  threshing-floor  of  God. 

Yet  shall  the  thoughtful  stranger  turn 
From  Petra's  gates  with  deeper  awe. 

To  mark  afar  the  burial  urn 
Of  Aaron  on  the  cliffs  of  Hor ; 

And  where  upon  its  ancient  g^ard 

Thy  Rock,  El  Ghor,  is  standing  yet,  — 

Looks  from  its  turrets  desertwara. 
And  keeps  the  watch  that  G^d  has  set. 

The  same  as  when  in  thunders  loud 
It  heard  the  voice  of  €rod  to  man, 

As  when  it  saw  in  fire  and  cloud 
The  angels  walk  in  Israel's  van  I 

Or  when  from  Ezion-Greber's  way 
It  saw  the  long  procession  file. 

And  heard  the  Hebrew  timbrels  play 
The  music  of  the  lordly  Nile  ; 
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Or  saw  the  tabernacle  pause, 

Cloud-bouud,  by  Kadesb  Bamea's  wells, 
While  Moses  graved  the  sacred  laws, 

And  Aarou  swung  his  golden  bells. 

Rock  of  the  desert,  prophet-sung  I 

Uow  grew  its  shadowing  pile  at  leng^, 

A  symbol,  in  the  Hebrew  tongue, 
Of  God's  eternal  love  and  strength. 

On  lip  of  bard  and  scroll  of  seer. 

From  age  to  age  went  down  the  name, 

Until  the  Shiloh*s  promised  year. 

And  Christ,  the  Rock  of  Ages,  came  I 

The  path  of  life  we  walk  to-day 

Is  strange  as  that  the  Hebrews  trod  ; 

We  need  the  shadowing  rock,  as  they,  — 
We  need,  like  them,  the  guides  of  (jod. 

God  send  His  angels.  Cloud  and  Fire, 
To  lead  us  o*er  the  desert  sand  I 

Crod  gfive  our  hearts  their  long  desire. 
His  shadow  in  a  weary  land  I 


THE   OVER-HEART 

For  of  Him,  And  throngh  Him,  and  to  Him  an  all 
things :  to  whom  be  glory  forever !  — ■  JHomatu  xL  9S. 

Above,  below,  in  sky  and  sod, 
In  leaf  and  spar,  in  star  and  man, 
Well  might  the  wise  Athenian  scan 

The  geometric  signs  of  God, 

The  measured  order  of  His  plan. 

And  India's  mystics  sang  aright. 
Of  the  One  Life  pervading  all,  — 
One  Being'R  tidal  rise  and  fall 

In  soul  and  form,  in  sound  and  sight,  — 
Eternal  outflow  and  recall. 

God  is  :  and  man  in  gnilt  and  fear 
The  central  fact  of  Nature  owns  ; 
Kneels,  trembling,  by  his  altar  stones. 

And  darkly  dreams  the  ghastly  smear 
Of  blood  appeases  and  atones. 

Guilt  shapes  the  Terror  :  deep  within 
The  human  heart  the  secret  lies 
Of  all  the  hideous  deities  ; 

And,  painted  on  a  ground  of  sin. 
The  fabled  gods  of  torment  rise ! 


And  what  is  He  ?    The  ripe  grain  nods, 
The  sweet  dews  fall,  the  sweet  flowen 

blow  ; 
But  darker  signs  His  presence  show  : 

The  earthquake  and  tlie  storm  are  Grod'fl^ 
And  good  and  evil  interflow. 

O  hearts  of  love  !    O  souls  that  turn 
Like  sunflowers  to  the  pure  and  best  1 
To  you  the  truth  is  manifest : 

For  they  the  mind  of  Christ  discern 
Who  lean  like  John  upon  His  breast  I 

In  him  of  whom  the  sibyl  told, 

For  whom  the  prophet's  harp  was  toned* 
Whose  need  the  sage  and  magian  owned, 

The  loving  heart  of  God  behold. 

The  hope  for  which  the  ages  groaned  1 

Fade,  pomp  of  dreadful  imagery 
Wherewith  mankind  have  deified 
Their  hate,  and  selfishness,  and  pride  I 

Let  the  scared  dreamer  wake  to  see 
The  Christ  of  Nazareth  at  his  side  1 

What  doth  that  holy  Guide  require  ? 
No  rite  of  pain,  nor  gift  of  blood. 
But  man  a  kindly  brotherhood, 

Looking,  where  duty  is  desire, 
To  mm,  the  beautiful  and  good. 

Gone  be  the  faithlessness  of  fear. 

And  let  the  pitying  heaven's  sweet  rain 
Wash  out  the  altar's  bloody  stain  ^ 

The  law  of  Hatred  disappear. 
The  law  of  Love  alone  remain. 

How  fall  the  idols  false  and  grim  ! 
And  lo  !  their  hideous  wreck  above 
The  emblems  of  the  Lamb  and  Dove  ! 

Man  turns  from  God,  not  God  from  him; 
And  guilt,  in  suffering,  whispers  Love  I 

The  world  sits  at  the  feet  of  Christ, 
Unknowing,  blind,  and  unconsoled  ; 
It  yet  shall  touch  His  garment's  fold. 

And  feel  the  heavenly  Alchemist 
Transform  its  very  dust  to  gold. 

The  theme  befitting  angel  tongues 
Beyond  a  mortaPs  scope  has  grown. 
O  heart  of  mine  !  with  reverence  own 

The  fulness  which  to  it  belongs. 

And  trust  the  unknown  for  the  known. 


THE   SHADOW  AND  THE  LIGHT 
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THE  SHADOW  AND  THE   LIGHT 

**  And  I  sought,  whence  is  Evil :  I  set  before  the  eye 
of  my  spirit  Uie  whole  creatiou ;  whatsoever  we  see 
therein,  —  sea,  earth,  air,  stars,  trees,  moral  creatures, 

—  yea,  whatsoever  tliere  is  we  do  not  see,  —  angels  and 
spiritual  powers.  Where  is  evil,  aud  whence  comes  it, 
•ince  Ood  the  Good  hath  created  all  things?  Why 
Diide  He  anything  at  all  of  evil,  and  not  ratiier  by  His 
Aliuightine^s  cause  it  not  to  be?  These  thoughts  I 
turned  in  my  miserable  heart,  overcliarged  with  meet 
gnawing  carea  "  **  And,  admonished  to  return  to  my- 
self, I  entercKi  even  into  my  inmost  soul.  Thou  being 
my  guiJe,  and  beheld  even  beyond  my  soul  and  mind 
the  Light  unchangeable.  He  who  knows  the  Truth 
knows  what  that  Light  is,  and  he  that  knows  It  knows 
Eternity  I  O  Truth,  who  art  Eternity  I  Love,  who  art 
Truth  !  Eternity,  who  art  Love  1  And  I  beheld  that 
Thou  madest  all  things  good,  and  to  Thee  is  nothing 
whatsoever  evil.  From  the  angel  to  the  worm,  from 
the  first  motion  to  the  last.  Thou  settest  each  in  Ite 
place,  and  everything  is  good  in  its  kind.    Woe  b  me  I 

—  how  high  art  Thou  hi  the  highest,  how  deep  in  the 
deepest  I  and  Thou  never  departest  from  us,  and  we 
scarcely  return  to  Thee."  —  AuousTUfi't  SolUoquieSt 
Book  VIL 

The  fourteen  centuries  fall  away 
Between  us  and  the  Afric  saint, 
And  at  his  side  we  urg^,  to-day, 
The  immemorial  quest  and  old  complaint. 

No  outward  sign  to  us  is  given,  — 

From  sea  or  earth  comes  no  reply  ; 
Hushed  as  the  warm  Numidian  heaven 
He  vainly  questioned  bends  our  frozen  sky. 

No  victory  comes  of  all  our  strife,  — 

From  all  we  grasp  the  meaning  slips  ; 
The  Sphinx  sits  at  the  gate  of  life, 
With  the  old  question  on  her  awful  lips. 

In  paths  unknown  we  hear  the  feet 
Of  fear  before,  and  guilt  behind  ; 
We  pluck  the  wayside  fruit,  and  eat 
Ashes  and  dust  beneath  its  golden  rind. 

From  age  to  ag^  descends  unchecked 

The  sad  bequest  of  sire  to  son, 
The  body's  taint,  the  mind's  defect ; 
Through  every  web  of  life  the  dark  threads 
run. 

Oh,  why  and  whither  ?     God  knows  all ; 

I  only  know  that  He  is  good, 
And  that  whatever  may  befall 
Or  here  or  there,  must  be  the  best    that 
could. 

Between  the  dreadful  cherubim 
A  Father's  face  I  still  discern, 


As  Moses  looked  of  old  on  Him, 
And  saw  Uis  glory  into  goodness  tam  t 

For  He  is  merciful  as  just ; 

Aud  so,  by  faith  correcting  sight, 
I  bow  before  His  will,  and  trust 
However   they   seem   He  doeth  all  things 
right. 

And  dare  to  hope  that  He  will  make 

The  rugged  smooth,  the  doubtful  plain ; 
His  mercy  never  quite  forsake  ; 
His  healing  visit  every  realm  of  pain  ; 

That  sufiPering  is  not  His  revenge 

Upon  His  creatures  weak  and  frail, 
Sent  on  a  pathway  new  and  strange 
With  feet  that  wander  and  with  eyes  that 
faU; 

That,  o'er  the  crucible  of  pain. 

Watches  the  tender  eye  of  Love 
The  slow  transmuting  of  the  chain 
Whose  links  are  iron  below  to  gold  above  1 

Ah  me  1  we  doubt  the  shining  skies, 

Seen  through  our  shadows  of  offence. 
And  drown  with  our  poor  childish  cries 
The  cradle>hymn  of  kindly  Providence. 

And  still  we  love  the  evil  cause. 

And  of  the  just  effect  complain  : 
We  tread  upon  life's  broken  laws. 
And  murmur  at  our  self-inflicted  pain  ; 

We  turn  us  from  the  light,  and  find 

Our  spectral  shapes  before  us  thrown, 
As  they  who  leave  the  sun  behind 
Walk  in  the  shadows  of  themselves  alone. 

And  scarce  by  will  or  strength  of  ours 

We  set  our  faces  to  the  day  ; 
Weak,    wavering,    blind,    the    Eternal 
Powers 
Alone  can  turn  us  from  ourselves  away. 

Our  weakness  is  the  strength  of  sin, 

But  love  must  needs  be  stronger  far, 
Outreaching  all  and  gathering  in 
The  erring  spirit  and  the  wandering  star. 

A  Voice  grows  with  the  growing  years  ; 

Earth,  hushing  down  her  bitter  cry, 
Looks  upward  from  her  graves, and  hears. 
''  The  Besurrection  and  the  Life  am  L" 
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O  Love  Divine  1  —  whose  constant  beam 

Shines  on  the  ejes  that  will  not  see, 
And  waits  to  bless  us,  while  we  dream 
Thou  leavest  us    because  we    turn  from 
thee  1 

All  souls  that  struggle  and  aspire, 

All  hearts  of  prayer  by  thee  are  lit ; 
And,  dim  or  clear,  thy  tongues  of  fire 
On  dusky  tribes  and  twilight  centuries  ait. 

Nor  bounds,  nor  clime,  nor  creed  thou 
kuow'st. 
Wide  as  our  need  thy  favors  fall ; 
The  white  wingrs  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
Stoop,  seen  or  unseen,  o'er  the  heads  of  alL 

O  Beauty,  old  yet  ever  new ! 

Eternal  Voice,  and  Inward  Word, 
The  Logos  of  the  Greek  and  Jew, 
The  old  sphere-music  which  the  Samian 
heanil 

Truth  which  the  sage  and  prophet  saw, 

Long  sought  without,  but  found  within, 
The  Law  of  Love  beyond  all  law. 
The   Life  o'erflooding  mortal  death  and 
sin! 

Shine  on  us  with  the  light  which  glowed 
Upon  the  trance-bound  shepherd's  way. 
Who  saw  the  Darkness  overflowed 
And  drowned  by  tides  of  everlasting  Day. 

Shine,  light  of  God !  —  make  broad  thy 
scope 
To  all  who  sin  and  snfiPer  ;  more 
And  better  than  we  dare  to  hope 
With  Heaven's  compassion  make  our  long- 
ings poor  I 


THE  CRY  OF  A  LOST  SOUL 

Lieutenant  Hemdon*s  Report  of  the  Exvlo^ 
ration  of  the  Amazon  has  a  striking  description 
of  the  peculiar  and  melancholy  notes  of  a  bird 
heard  by  night  on  the  shores  of  the  river.  The 
Indian  gfuides  called  it  "  The  Cry  of  a  Lost 
Soul  "  I  Among  the  numerous  translations  of 
this  poem  is  one  by  the  Emperor  of  BraziL 

In  that  black  forest,  where,  when  day  is 

done, 
With  a  snake's  stillness  glides  the  Amazon 
Darkly  from  sunset  to  the  rising  sun. 


A  crv,  as  of  the  pained  heart  of  the  wood| 
The  long,  despairing  moan  of  solitude 
And  darkness  and  the  absence  of  all  good. 

Startles  the  traveller,  vrith  a  sound  so  dreai^ 
So  full  of  hopeless  agony  and  fear, 
His  heart  stands  still  and  listens  like  hii 
ear. 

The  guide,  as  if  he  heard  a  dead-bell  toll. 
Starts,  drops  his  oar  against  the  gunwale *s 

thole. 
Crosses  himself,  and  whispers,   *'A  lost 

soull" 

"  No,  Sefior,  not  a  bird.    I  know  it  well,  — 
It  is  the  pained  soul  of  some  infidel 
Or  cursed  heretic  that  cries  from  helL 

**  Poor  fool  1  with  hope  still  mocking  his 

despair. 
He  wanders,  shrieking  on   the    midnight 

air 
For  human  pity  and  for  Christian  prayer. 

«  Saints  strike  him  dumb  I    Our  Holy  Mo- 
ther hath 
No  prayer  for  him  who,  sinning  unto  death. 
Burns    always  in  the    furnace  of    God's 
wrath  I " 

Thus  to  the  baptized  pagan's  cruel  lie, 
Lending  new  horror  to  that  mournful  cry, 
The  voyager  listens,  makiug  no  reply. 

Dim  bums  the  boat-lamp  ;  shadows  deepen 

round. 
From  g^aut  trees  with  snake-like  creepers 

wound. 
And  the  black  water  glides  without  a  sound. 

Bnt  in  the  traveller's  heart  a  secret  sense 
Of  nature  plastic  to  benign  intents. 
And  an  eternal  good  in  Providence, 

Lifts  to  the  starry   calm  of  heaven    his 

eyes  ; 
And  lo  !  rebnking  all  earth's  ominous  cries, 
The  Cross  of    pardon    lights  the  tropic 

skies ! 

"  Father  of  all  I "  he  nrges  his  strong  plea, 
**  Thou  lovest  all :  Thy  erring  child  may 

be 
Lost  to  httwaftlf^  but  never  lost  to  Thee  1 


ANDREW  RYKMAN'S   PRAYER 
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^  All  souls  are  Thine  ;  the  wings  of  mom- 
iug  bear 

None  from  that  Presence  which  is  every- 
where, 

Nor  hell  itself  can  hide,  for  Thou  art  there. 

**  Through  sins  of  sense,  perversities  of  will, 
Through  doubt  and  pain,  through  guilt  and 

shame  and  ill, 
Thj  pitying  eye  is  on  Thy  creature  still. 

**  Wilt  thou  not  make,  Eternal  Source  and 

Goal  I 
In  Thy  long  years,  life's  broken  circle  whole. 
And  change  to  praise  the  cry  of  a  lost  soul?  " 


ANDREW  RYKMAN'S   PRAYER 

Andrew  Rykman  's  dead  and  gone  ; 

You  can  see  his  leaning  slate 
In  the  graveyard,  and  thereon 

Read  his  name  and  date. 

"  Trust  is  truer  than  our  fears,*' 
Runs  the  leg^end  through  the  moes, 

"  Gain  is  not  in  added  years. 
Nor  in  death  is  loss** 

Still  the  feet  that  thither  trod, 
All  the  friendly  eyes  are  dim  ; 

Only  Nature,  now,  and  God 
Have  a  care  for  him. 

There  the  dews  of  quiet  fall, 

Singing  birds  and  soft  winds  stray 

Shall  the  tender  Heart  of  all 
Be  less  kind  than  they  ? 

What  he  was  and  what  he  is 
They  who  ask  may  haply  find, 

If  they  read  this  prayer  of  his 
Which  he  left  behind. 


Pardon,  Lord,  the  lips  that  dare 
Shape  in  words  a  mortal's  prayer  I 
Prayer,  that,  when  my  day  is  aone. 
And  I  see  its  setting  sun. 
Shorn  and  beamless,  cold  and  dim. 
Sink  beneath  the  horizon's  rim,  — 
When  this  ball  of  rock  and  clay 
Grumbles  from  my  feet  away, 
And  the  solid  shores  of  senae 


Melt  into  the  vague  immense, 
Father  1  I  may  come  to  Thee 
Even  with  the  beggar's  plea, 
As  the  poorest  of  Thy  poor, 
With  my  needs,  and  nothing  more. 

Not  as  one  who  seeks  his  home 

With  a  step  assured  I  come  ; 

Still  behind  the  tread  I  hear 

Of  my  life-companion.  Fear ; 

Still  a  shadow  deep  and  vast 

From  my  westering  feet  is  cast, 

Wavering,  doubtful,  undefined. 

Never  shapen  nor  outlined  : 

From  myself  the  fear  has  grown. 

And  the  shadow  is  my  own. 

Yet,  O  Lord,  through  all  a  sense 

Of  Thy  tender  providence 

Stays  my  failing  heart  on  Thee, 

And  confirms  the  feeble  knee  ; 

And,  at  times,  my  worn  feet  press 

Spaces  of  cool  quietness, 

Lilied  whiteness  shone  upon 

Not  by  light  of  moon  or  sun. 

Hours  there  be  of  inmost  calm. 

Broken  but  by  grateful  psalm, 

When  I  love  Thee  more  than  fear  Thee, 

And  Thy  blessed  Christ  seems  near  me, 

With  forgiving  look,  as  when 

He  beheld  the  Magdalen. 

Well  I  know  that  all  things  move 

To  the  spheral  rhythm  of  love,  — 

That  to  Thee,  O  Lord  of  all  I 

Nothing  can  of  chance  befall : 

Child  and  seraph,  mote  and  star. 

Well  Thou  knowest  what  we  are  I 

Through  Thy  vast  creative  plan 

Looking,  from  the  worm  to  man. 

There  is  pity  in  Thine  eyes. 

But  no  hatred  nor  surprise. 

Not  in  blind  caprice  of  will. 

Not  in  cunning  sleight  of  skill. 

Not  for  show  of  power,  was  wrought 

Nature's  marvel  m  Thy  thought. 

Never,  careless  hand  and  vain 

Smites  these  chords  of  joy  and  pain  ; 

No  immortal  selfishness 

Plays  the  game  of  curse  and  bless : 

Heaven  and  earth  are  witnesses 

That  Thy  glory  goodness  is. 

Not  for  sport  of  mind  and  force 

Hast  Thou  made  Thy  universe. 

But  as  atmosphere  and  zone 

Of  Thy  loving  heart  alone. 

Man,  who  waJketh  in  a  show. 
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Sees  before  him,  to  and  fro, 
Shadow  and  illusion  go  ; 
All  things  flow  and  fluctuate, 
Kow  contract  and  now  dilate. 
In  the  welter  of  this  sea, 
Nothing  stable  is  but  Thee  ; 
In  this  whirl  of  swooning  trance, 
Thou  alone  art  permanence  ; 
All  without  Thee  only  seems, 
All  beside  is  choice  of  dreams. 
Never  yet  in  darkest  mood 
Doubted  I  that  Thou  wast  g^d, 
Nur  mistook  my  will  for  fate. 
Pain  of  sin  for  heavenly  hate,  — 
Never  dreamed  the  gates  of  pearl 
Rise  from  out  the  burning  marl, 
Or  that  good  can  only  live 
Of  the  bad  conservative, 
And  through  counterpoise  of  hell 
Heaven  alone  be  possible. 

For  myself  alone  I  doubt ; 
All  is  well,  I  know,  without ; 
I  alone  the  beauty  mar, 
I  alone  the  music  jar. 
Yet,  with  hands  by  evil  stained. 
And  an  ear  by  discord  pained, 
I  am  groping  for  the  keys 
Of  the  heavenly  harmonies  ; 
Still  within  my  heart  I  bear 
Love  for  all  things  good  and  fair. 
Hands  of  want  or  souls  in  pain 
Have  not  sought  my  door  in  vain  ; 
I  have  kept  my  fealty  good 
To  the  human  brotherhood ; 
Scarcely  have  I  asked  in  prayer 
That  which  others  might  not  share. 
I,  who  hear  with  secret  shame 
Praise  that  paineth  more  than  blame. 
Rich  alone  in  favors  lent, 
Virtuous  by  accident, 
Doubtful  where  I  fain  would  rest, 
Frailest  where  I  seem  the  best, 
Only  stronj^  for  lack  of  test,  — 
What  am  1,  that  I  should  prf'ss 
Special  pleas  of  selfishness. 
Coolly  mounting  into  heaven 
On  my  neighbor  un forgiven  ? 
Ne*er  to  me,  howe*er  disg^iised, 
Comes  a  saint  unrecognized  ; 
Never  fails  my  heart  to  greet 
Noble  deed  with  warmer  beat ; 
Halt  and  maimed,  I  own  not  less 
All  the  grace  of  holiness  ; 
Nor,  through  shame  or  self -distmst, 


Less  I  love  the  pure  and  just. 
Lord,  forgive  these  words  of  mine 
What  have  I  that  is  not  Thine  ? 
Whatsoe'er  I  fain  would  boast 
Needs  Thy  pitying  pardon  most. 
Thou,  O  Elder  Brother  !  who 
In  Thy  flesh  our  trial  knew. 
Thou,  who  hast  been  touched  by  thi 
Our  most  sad  infirmities. 
Thou  alone  the  gulf  canst  span 
In  the  dual  heart  of  man, 
And  between  the  soul  and  sense 
Reconcile  all  difference, 
Change  the  dream  of  me  and  min 
For  the  truth  of  Thee  and  Thine, 
And,  through  chaos,  doubt,  and  str 
Interfuse  Thy  calm  of  life. 
Haply,  thus  by  Tliee  renewed, 
In  Thy  borrowed  goodness  good, 
Some  sweet  morning  yet  in  God's 
Dim,  seoniau  periods, 
Joyful  I  shall  wake  to  see 
Those  I  love  who  rest  in  Thee 
And  to  them  in  Thee  allied. 
Shall  my  soul  be  satisfied. 

Scarcely  Hope  hath  shaped  for  mc 
What  the  future  life  may  be. 
Other  lips  may  well  be  bold  ; 
Like  the  publican  of  old, 
I  can  only  urge  the  plea, 
"  Lord,  be  merciful  to  me  I " 
Nothing  of  desert  I  claim, 
Unto  me  belongeth  shame. 
Not  for  me  the  crowns  of  gold. 
Palms,  and  harpings  manifold  ; 
Not  for  erring  eye  and  feet 
Jasper  wall  and  golden  street. 
What  thou  wilt,  O  Father,  give  t 
All  is  gain  that  I  receive. 
If  my  voice  I  may  not  raise 
In  the  elders'  song  of  praise. 
If  I  may  not,  sin-defiled. 
Claim  my  birthright  as  a  child. 
Suffer  it  that  I  to  Thee 
As  an  hired  servant  be  ; 
Let  the  lowliest  task  be  mine. 
Grateful,  so  the  work  be  Thine  ; 
Let  me  find  the  humblest  place 
In  the  shadow  of  Thy  grace  : 
Blest  to  me  were  any  spot 
Where  temptation  whispers  not. 
If  there  be  some  weaker  one. 
Give  me  strength  to  help  him  on  ; 
If  a  blinder  soul  there  be. 
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Let  me  guide  him  nearer  Thee. 
Make  my  mortal  dreams  come  true 
With  the  work  I  fain  would  do  ; 
Clothe  with  life  the  weak  iuteut, 
Let  me  be  the  thing  I  meant ; 
Let  me  find  in  Thy  employ 
Peace  that  dearer  is  than  joy  ; 
Out  of  self  to  love  be  led 
And  to  heaven  acclimated, 
Until  all  things  sweet  and  good 
Seem  my  natural  habitude. 


So  we  read  the  prayer  of  him 
Who,  with  John  of  Labadie, 

Trod,  of  old,  the  oozy  rim 
Of  the  Zuyder  Zee. 

Thus  did  Andrew  Rykman  pray. 

Are  we  wiser,  better  grown. 
That  we  may  not,  in  our  day, 

Make  his  prayer  our  own  ? 


THE  ANSWER 

Spare  me,  dread  angel  of  reproof, 
And  let  the  sunshine  weave  to-day 

Its  gold-threads  in  the  warp  and  woof 
Of  life  so  poor  and  gray. 

Spare  me  awhile  ;  the  flesh  is  weak. 

These  lingering  feet,  that  fain  would  stray 
Among  the  flowers,  shall  some  day  seek 

The  strait  and  narrow  way. 

Take  oflF  thy  ever-watchful  eye, 
The  awe  of  thy  rebuking  frown  ; 

The  dullest  slave  at  times  must  sigh 
To  fling  his  burdens  down  ; 

To  drop  his  galley's  straining  oar, 

And  press,  in  summer  warmth  and  calm, 

The  lap  of  some  enchanted  shore 
Of  blossom  and  of  balm. 

Grudge  not  my  life  its  honr  of  bloom, 
My  heart  its  taste  of  long  desire  ; 

This  day  be  mine  :  be  those  to  oome 
As  ducy  shall  require. 

The  deep  voice  answered  to  my  own, 
Smiting  my  selfish  prayers  away  ; 


••  To-morrow  is  with  Grod  alone, 
And  man  hath  but  to-day. 

**  Say  not,  thy  fond,  vain  heart  within, 
The  Father's  arm  shall  still  be  wide, 

When  from  these  pleasant  ways  of  sin 
Thou  tum'st  at  eventide. 

"  *  Cast  thyself  down,'  the  tempter  saith, 
*  And  angels  shall  thy  feet  upbear.' 

He  bids  thee  make  a  lie  of  faith, 
And  blasphemy  of  prayer. 

"  Though  God  be  good  and  free  be  heaven. 
No  force  divine  can  love  compel  ; 

And,  though  the  song  of  sins  forgiven 
May  sound  through  lowest  hell, 

"  The  sweet  persuasion  of  His  voice 

Respects  thy  sanctity  of  will. 
He  giveth  day  :  thou  hast  thy  choioe 

To  walk  in  darkness  still ; 

"As  one  who,  taming  from  the  light. 
Watches  his  own  grtij  shadow  fall, 

Doubting,  upon  his  path  of  night. 
If  there  be  day  at  all  I 

"  No  word  of  doom  may  shut  thee  out. 
No  wind  of  wrath  may  downward  whirl. 

No  swords  of  fire  keep  watch  about 
The  open  gates  of  pearl ; 

**  A  tenderer  light  than  moon  or  sim. 
Than  song  of  earth  a  sweeter  hymn, 

May  shine  and  sound  forever  on, 
And  thou  be  deaf  and  dim. 

"  Forever  round  the  Mercy-seat 

The  guiding  lights  of  Love  shall  bum  ; 

But  what  if,  habit-bound,  thy  feet 
Shall  lack  the  will  to  turn  ? 

"  What  if  thine  eye  refuse  to  see. 

Thine  ear  of    Heaven's    free  welcome 
fail. 

And  thou  a  willing  captive  be. 
Thyself  thy  own  dark  jail  ? 

**  Oh,  doom  beyond  the  saddest  guess, 
As  the  long  years  of  Grod  unroll, 

To  make  thy  dreary  selfishness 
The  prison  of  a  soul ! 
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**  To  doubt  the  love  that  fain  would  break 
The  fetters  from  thy  self-bouod  limb ; 

And  dream  that  (rod  can  thee  forsake 
As  thou  f  orsakest  Him  1 " 


THE  ETERNAL  GOODNESS 

0  FRIENDS  I  with  whom  my  feet  have  trod 
The  quiet  aisles  of  prayer, 

Glad  witness  to  your  zeal  for  Grod 
And  love  of  man  I  bear. 

1  trace  your  lines  of  argument ; 

Your  logic  linked  and  strong 
I  weigh  as  one  who  dreads  dissent. 
And  fears  a  doubt  as  wrong. 

But  still  my  human  hands  are  weak 

To  hold  your  iron  creeds  : 
A^inst  the  words  ye  bid  me  speak 

My  heart  within  me  pleads. 

Who  fathoms  the  Eternal  Thought? 

Who  talks  of  scheme  and  plan  ? 
The  Lord  is  God  !    He  needeth  not 

The  poor  device  of  man. 

I  walk  with  bare,  hushed  feet  the  ground 
Te  tread  with  boldness  shod  ; 

I  dare  not  fix  with  mete  and  bound 
The  love  and  power  of  God. 

Ye  praise  His  justice  ;  even  such 

His  pitying  love  I  deem  : 
Ye  seek  a  king  ;  I  fain  would  touch 

The  robe  that  hath  no  seam. 

Ye  see  the  curse  which  overbroods 

A  world  of  pain  and  loss  ; 
I  hear  our  Lord's  beatitudes 

And  prayer  upon  the  cross. 

More  than  your  schoolmen  teach,  within 

Myself,  alas  I  I  know  : 
Too  dark  ye  cannot  paint  the  sin, 

Too  small  the  merit  show. 

I  bow  my  forehead  to  the  dust, 

I  veil  mine  eyes  for  shame, 
And  urge,  in  trembling  self-distmst, 

A  prayer  without  a  claim. 

I  see  the  wrong  that  round  me  lies, 
I  feel  the  guilt  within  ; 


I  hear,  with  g^an  and  travail-cries. 
The  world  confess  its  sin. 

Yet,  in  the  maddening  maze  of  thing! 

And  tossed  by  storm  and  flood, 
To  one  fixed  trust  my  spirit  clings  ; 

I  know  that  God  is  good  I 

Not  mine  to  look  where  cherubim 

And  seraphs  may  not  see. 
But  nothing  can  be  good  in  Him 

Which  evil  is  in  me. 

The  wrong  that  psdns  my  soul  below 

I  dare  not  throne  above, 
I  know  not  of  His  bate,  —  I  know 

His  goodness  and  His  love. 

I  dimly  guess  from  blessings  known 

Of  greater  out  of  sight, 
And,  with  the  chastened  Psalmist,  ow 

His  judgments  too  are  right. 

I  long  for  household  voices  gone, 
For  vanished  smiles  I  long, 

But  God  hath  led  my  dear  ones  on. 
And  He  can  do  no  wrong. 

I  know  not  what  the  future  hath 

Of  marvel  or  surprise. 
Assured  alone  that  life  and  death 

His  mercy  underlies. 

And  if  my  heart  and  flesh  are  weak 

To  bear  an  untried  pain. 
The  brubed  reed  He  will  not  break. 

But  strengthen  and  sustain. 

No  ofiPering  of  my  own  I  have, 
Nor  works  my  faith  to  prove  ; 

I  can  but  g^ve  the  gifts  He  gave. 
And  plead  His  love  for  love. 

And  so  beside  the  Silent  Sea 

I  wait  the  muffled  oar  ; 
No  harm  from  Him  can  come  to  me 

On  ocean  or  on  shore. 

I  know  not  where  His  islands  lift 
Their  fronded  palms  in  air  ; 

I  only  know  I  cannot  drift 
Beyond  His  love  and  care. 

O  brothers  !  if  my  faith  is  vain. 
If  hopes  like  these  betray. 
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Fray  for  me  that  my  feet  may  gain 
llie  sure  aud  safer  way. 

And  Thouy  O  Lord  t  by  whom  are  seen 

Thy  creatures  as  they  be, 
Forgive  me  if  too  close  I  lean 

My  human  heart  on  Thee  I 


THE  COMMON  QUESTION 

Behind  us  at  our  evening  meal 

The  g^y  bird  ate  his  ml, 
Swun?  downward  by  a  single  claw. 

And  wiped  his  hooked  bilL 

He  shook  bis  wings  and  crimson  tail, 

And  set  his  head  aslant, 
And,  in  his  sharp,  impatient  way, 

Asked,  <<  What  does  Charlie  want  ?" 

"  Fie,  silly  bird  ! "  I  answered,  •*  tack 
Your  head  beneath  your  wing. 

And  go  to  sleep  ; "  —  but  o*er  and  o'er 
He  asked  the  self-same  thing. 

Then,  smiling,  to  myself  I  said  : 

How  like  are  men  and  birds  ! 
We  all  are  saying  what  he  says, 

In  action  or  in  words. 

The  boy  with  whip  and  top  and  drum, 

The  girl  with  houp  aud  doll. 
And  men  with  lands  and  houses,  ask 

The  question  of  Poor  Poll. 

However  full,  with  something  more 
We  fain  the  bag  would  cram  ; 

We  sigh  above  our  crowded  nets 
For  fish  that  never  swam. 

No  bounty  of  indulgent  Heaven 

The  vague  desire  can  stay  ; 
Self-love  is  still  a  Tartar  mill 

For  grinding  prayers  alway. 

The  dear  God  hears  and  pities  all ; 

He  knoweth  all  our  wants  ; 
And  what  we  blindly  ask  of  Him 

His  love  withholds  or  grants. 

And  so  I  sometimes  think  our  prayers 
Might  well  be  merged  in  one  ; 

And  nest  and  perch  and  hearth  and  church 
Repeat,  <*  Thy  will  be  done." 


OUR  MASTER 

Immortal  Love,  forever  full. 

Forever  flowing  free. 
Forever  shared,  forever  whole, 

A  never-ebbing  sea  I 

Onr  outward  lips  confess  the  name 

All  other  names  above  ; 
Love  only  knoweth  whence  it  came 

And  comprehendeth  love. 

Blow,  winds  of  God,  awake  and  blow 

The  mists  of  earth  away  t 
Shine  out,  O  Light  Divine,  and  show 

How  wide  and  far  we  stray  1 

Hnsh  every  lip,  close  every  book. 
The  strife  of  tongues  forbear  ; 

Why  forvrard  reach,  or  backward  look, 
For  love  that  clasps  like  air  ? 

We  may  not  climb  the  heavenly  steeps 
To  bring  the  Ix>rd  Christ  down  : 

In  vain  we  search  the  lowest  deeps, 
For  Him  no  depths  can  drown. 

Nor  holy  bread,  nor  blood  of  grape. 

The  lineaments  restore 
Of  Him  we  know  in  outward  shape 

And  in  the  flesh  no  more. 

He  Cometh  not  a  king  to  reign  ; 

The  world's  long  hope  is  dim ; 
The  weary  centuries  watch  in  vain 

The  clouds  of  heaven  for  Him. 

Death  comes,  life  goes  ;  the  asking  eye 

And  ear  are  answerless  ; 
The  grave  is  dumb,  the  hollow  sky 

Is  sad  with  silentness. 

The  letter  fails,  and  systems  fall. 

And  every  symbol  wanes  ; 
The  Spirit  over-brooding  all 

Eternal  Love  remains. 

And  not  for  signs  in  heaven  above 

Or  earth  below  they  look. 
Who  know  with  John  His  smile  of  love^ 

With  Peter  His  rebuke. 

In  joy  of  inward  peace,  or  sense 
Of  sorrow  over  sin. 
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He  18  His  own  best  evidence, 
His  witness  is  within. 

No  fable  old,  nor  mythic  lore, 
Nor  dream  of  bards  and  seers, 

No  dead  fact  stranded  on  the  shore 
Of  the  oblivious  years  ;  — 

Bnt  warm,  sweet,  tender,  even  yet 

A  present  help  is  He  ; 
And  faith  has  still  its  Olivet, 

And  love  its  Galilee. 

The  healing  of  His  seamless  dress 

Is  by  our  beds  of  pain  ; 
We  touch  Him  in  life's  throng  and  press. 

And  we  are  whole  again. 

Through  Him  the  first  fond  prayers  are  said 

Our  lips  of  childhood  frame, 
The  last  low  whispers  of  our  dead 

Are  burdened  with  His  name. 

Out  Lord  and  Master  of  us  all  I 

Wbate'er  our  name  or  sig^, 
We  own  Thy  sway,  we  hear  Thy  call, 

We  test  our  lives  by  Thine. 

Thou  judgest  us  ;  Thy  purity 

Doth  all  our  lusts  condemn  ; 
The  love  that  draws  us  nearer  Thee 

Is  hot  with  wrath  to  them. 

Our  thoughts  lie  open  to  Thy  sight ; 

And,  naked  to  Thy  glance. 
Our  secret  sins  are  in  the  light 

Of  Thy  pure  countenance. 

Thy  healing  pains,  a  keen  distress 

Thy  tender  light  shines  in  ; 
Thy  sweetness  is  the  bitterness, 

Thy  grace  the  pang  of  sin. 

Yet,  weak  and  blinded  though  we  be, 

Thou  dost  our  service  own  ; 
We  bring  our  varying  gifts  to  Thee, 

And  Thou  rejeotest  none. 

To  Thee  our  full  humanity, 

Its  joys  and  pains,  belong  ; 
The  wrong  of  man  to  man  on  Thee 

Inflicts  a  deeper  wrong. 

Who  hates,  hates  Thee,  who  loves  becomes 
Therein  to  Thee  allied  ; 


All  sweet  accords  of  hearts  and  homes 
In  Thee  are  multiplied. 

Deep  strike  Thy  roots,  O  heavenlj  Vini 

Within  our  earthly  sod. 
Most  human  and  yet  most  divine. 

The  flower  of  man  and  God  1 

O  Love  1  O  Life  !    Our  faith  and  sight 

Thy  presence  maketh  one. 
As  through  transfigured  clouds  of  white 

We  trace  the  noon-day  sun. 

So,  to  our  mortal  eyes  subdued. 
Flesh-veiled,  but  not  concealed. 

We  know  in  Thee  the  fatherhood 
And  heart  of  G^d  revealed. 

We  faintly  hear,  we  dimly  see. 
In  differing  phrase  we  pray  ; 

But,  dim  or  clear,  we  own  in  Thee 
The  Light,  the  Truth,  the  Way  f 

The  homage  that  we  render  Thee 

Is  still  our  Father's  own  ; 
No  jealous  claim  or  rivalry 

Divides  the  Cross  and  Throne. 

To  do  Thy  will  is  more  than  praise. 
As  words  are  less  than  deeds. 

And  simple  trust  can  find  Thy  ways 
We  miss  with  chart  of  creeds. 

No  pride  of  self  Thy  service  hath. 

No  place  for  me  and  mine  ; 
Our  human  strength  is  weakness,  death 

Our  life,  apart  from  Thine. 

Apart  from  Thee  all  gain  is  loss. 

All  labor  vainly  done  ; 
The  solemn  shadow  of  Thy  Cross 

Is  better  than  the  sun. 

Alone,  O  Love  ineffable  ! 

Thy  saving  name  is  given  ; 
To  turn  .aside  from  Tliee  is  hell, 

To  walk  with  Thee  b  heaven  I 

How  vain,  secure  in  all  Thou  art. 

Our  noisy  championship ! 
The  sighing  of  the  contrite  heart 

Is  more  than  flattering  lip. 

Not  Thine  the  bigot's  partial  plea. 
Nor  Thine  the  zealot's  ban ; 
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Our  Friend,  our  Brother,  and  out  Lord, 

WUat  may  Thy  service  be7  — 
Nor  i]a.i.e,  uor  furm,  nor  ritual  word. 
But  aimpi;  following  Tliee. 

We  brine  no  ghastly  buIocauBt, 

We  pila  no  graven  atoiio  ; 
He  serves  tliee  best  who  loveth  moat 

Uis  brothers  and  Tby  own. 

Thy  litanies,  aweet  ofBces 

Of  love  and  gratitude  ; 
Thy  sacrnmeiital  liturgies 

The  joy  of  doing  good. 

In  vnin  Bhnll  waves  of  incense  drift 

The  vaulted  nave  around, 
In  vain  tho  minster  turret  lift 

Its  brazen  weighU  of  sound. 

The  heart  must  ring  Tby  Christmas  bells. 

Thy  inward  altars  raise  ; 
Its  faith  and  hope  Tliy  ranticles. 

And  its  obedieuce  praise  I 


THE  MEETING 

Ib  two  gpeaken  io  the  meeting  referred 
n  this  poem  were  Avis  Keena,  whose  very 
leaos  waa  a  beaediutioD,  a  woman  loveij  in 
it  and  ptireoD,  whoae  words  aeenied  a  mes- 


Pales 

The  elder  folka  sboob  hands  at  last, 
Down  seat  by  seat  the  signal  passed. 
To  simple  ways  like  ours  unused, 
I^itlf  solemnized  and  half  amused, 
"With  long'drawn  breath   and  afamg,  m j 

His  sense  of  glad  relief  expressed. 

Outside,  the  hills  lay  warm  in  tun  ; 
The  cattle  in  the  meadow-run 
Stood  half-leg  deep  ;  a  single  bird 
Thi'  preen  repose  above  ua  stirred. 
"  Wliat  part  op  lot  have  yon,"  he  said, 
"  la  thcBo  dull  rites  of  drowsy-head  7 


Is  ttlence  worship  7     Seek  it  where 
It  soothes  with  dJ'eams  the  siunmer  air. 
Nut  in  this  close  and  rude-benched  hsU, 
But  where  soft  lights  and  shadows  fall. 
And  all  the  slow,  sleep-walking  hours 
Glide  soundless  over  grass  and  llowets  1 
From  time  and  place  and  form  apart. 
Its  holy  ground  the  human  heart. 
Nor  i-itual-bouud  nor  templeward 
Walks  the  free  spirit  of  the  Lord  I 
Our  common  Master  did  not  pen 
His  followers  up  from  other  men  ; 
His  service  liberty  indeed, 
He  built  no  church,  He  framed  no  creed  ; 
But  while  the  saintly  Pharisee 
Made  broader  his  phylactEry, 
As  from  the  synagogue  was  seen 
The  dusty-sandalled  Naiareiie 
Through  ripening  corolields  lead  the  waj 
Upon  the  awful  Sabbath  day, 
His  sermons  wera  the  healthful  talk 
That  shorter  made  the  mountain- walk. 
His  wayside  teils  were  flowers  and  birdti. 
Where  mingled  with  His  gracious  words 
The  rustle  of  the  tamarisk -tree 
And  ripple-waah  of  Galilee." 

■'  Thy  words  are  weU,  O  friend,"  I  said  ; 

"  Unmensured  and  unlimited. 

With  noiselesa  slide  of  atone  to  stone. 

The  mystic  Church  of  God  has  grown. 

Invisible  and  silent  stands 

The  temple  never  made  with  bands. 

Unheard  the  voices  still  and  smail 

Of  its  unseen  confessional. 

He  needs  no  special  place  of  prayer 

Whose  hearing  ear  is  everywhere  ; 

He  brings  not  back  the  childish  days 

That  ringed  the  earth  with  stones  of  praise) 

Roofed  Karnak'a  hall  of  gods,  and  laid 

The  plinths  of  Philie's  colonnade. 

Still  leas  He  owns  the  sclflali  good 

And  sickly  growth  of  solitude,  — 

The  worthless  grace  that,  out  of  sight. 

Flowers  in  the  desert  anchorite  ; 

Dissevered  from  the  suffering  whole, 

Love  hath  no  power  to  save  a  soul. 

Not  out  of  Self,  the  origin 

And  native  air  and  soil  of  sin. 

The  living  watprg  spring  and  flow. 

The  trees  with  leaves  of  healing  grow. 

"  Dream  not,  O  friend,  becanse  I  Mflk 
Thia  quiet  ahclter  twice  a  week, 
I  better  deem  its  pine-Iald  flaM 
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Than  breezy  hill  or  sea-sung  shore  ; 
But  uature  is  not  solitude  : 
She  crowds  us  with  her  throngfing  wood  ; 
Her  many  hands  reach  out  to  us. 
Her  many  tongues  are  garrulous  ; 
Perpetual  riddles  of  surprise 
She  offers  to  our  ears  aud  eyes  ; 
She  will  not  leave  our  senses  still, 
But  drags  them  captive  at  her  will : 
And,  making  earth  too  great  for  heaven, 
She  hides  the  Giver  in  the  given. 

"  And  so  I  find  it  well  to  come 

For  deeper  rest  to  this  still  room, 

For  here  the  habit  of  the  soul 

Feels  less  the  outer  world's  control  ; 

The  strength  of  mutual  purpose  pleads 

More  earnestly  our  common  needs  ; 

And  from  the  silence  multiplied 

By  these  still  forms  on  either  side. 

The  world  that  time  and  sense  have  known 

Falls  off  and  leaves  us  God  alone. 

**  Tet  rarely  through  the  charmed  repose 
Unmixed  the  stream  of  motive  flows, 
A  flavor  of  its  many  springs, 
The  tints  of  earth  and  sky  it  brings ; 
In  the  still  waters  needs  must  be 
Some  shade  of  human  sympathy  ; 
And  here,  in  its  accustomed  place, 
I  look  on  memory's  dearest  face  ; 
The  blind  by-sitter  giiesseth  not 
What  shadow  haunts  that  vacant  spot ; 
No  eyes  save  mine  alone  can  see 
The  love  wherewith  it  welcomes  me  ! 
And  still,  with  those  alone  my  kin. 
In  doubt  and  weakness,  want  and  sin, 
I  bow  my  head,  my  heart  I  bare. 
As  when  that  face  was  living  there. 
And  strive  (too  oft,  alas  !  in  vain) 
The  peace  of  simple  trust  to  gain. 
Fold  fancy's  restless  wings,  and  lay 
The  idols  of  my  heart  away. 

**  Welcome  the  silence  all  unbroken, 
Nor  less  the  words  of  fitness  spoken,  — 
Such  golden  words  as  hers  for  whom 
Our  autumn  flowers  have  just  made  room  ; 
Whose     hopeful    utterance    through    and 

through 
The  freshness  of  the  morning  blew  ; 
Who  loved  not  less  the  earth  that  light 
Fell  on  it  from  the  heavens  in  sight. 
But  saw  in  all  fair  forms  more  fair 
The  Eternal  beauty  mirrored  there. 


Whose  eighty  years  but  added  grace 

And  saintuer  meaning  to  her  fac^,  — 

The  look  of  one  who  bore  away 

Glad  tidings  fiom  the  hills  of  day, 

While  all  our  hearts  went  forth  to  meet 

The  coming  of  her  beautiful  feet  I 

Or  haply  hers,  whose  pilgrim  tread 

Is  in  the  paths  where  Jesus  led  ; 

Who    dreams    her    childhood's     sabbath 

dream 
By  Jordan's  willow-shaded  stream. 
And,  of  the  hymns  of  hope  and  faith^ 
Sung  by  the  monks  of  Nazareth, 
Hears  pious  echoes,  in  the  call 
To  prayer,  from  Moslem  minarets  fall. 
Repeating  where  His  works  were  wrought 
The  lesson  that  her  Master  taught. 
Of  whom  an  elder  Sibyl  gave. 
The  prophecies  of  Gurnet  cave  I 

"  I  ask  no  organ's  soulless  breath 

To  drone  the  themes  of  life  and  death. 

No  altar  candle-lit  by  day. 

No  ornate  wordsman's  rhetoric-play, 

No  cool  philosophy  to  teach 

Its  bland  audacities  of  speech 

To  double-tasked  idolaters 

Themselves  their  gods  and  worshippers. 

No  pulpit  hammered  by  the  fist 

Of  loud-asserting  dogmatist. 

Who  borrows  for  the  Hand  of  love 

The  smoking  thunderbolts  of  Jove. 

I  know  how  well  the  fathers  taught. 

What  work  the  later  schoolmen  wrought ; 

I  reverence  old-time  faith  and  men. 

But  God  is  near  us  now  as  then  ; 

His  force  of  love  is  still  unspent. 

His  hate  of  sin  as  imminent ; 

And  still  the  measure  of  our  needs 

Outgprows  the  cramping  bounds  of  creeds ; 

The  manna  gathered  yesterday 

Already  savors  of  decay  ; 

Doubts  to  the  world's  child-heart  unknown 

Question  us  now  from  star  and  stoue  ; 

Too  little  or  too  much  we  know, 

And  sight  is  swift  and  faith  is  slow  ; 

The  power  is  lost  to  self-deceive 

With  shallow  forms  of  make-believe. 

We  walk  at  high  noon,  and  the  bells 

Call  to  a  thousand  oracles. 

But  the  sound  deafens,  and  the  light 

Is  stronger  than  our  dazzled  sight ; 

The  letters  of  the  sacred  Book 

Glimmer  and  swim  beneath  our  look ; 

Still  struggles  in  the  Age's  breast 
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Witb  deepenmg  agonj  of  quest 
The  old  entreaty  ;  '  Art  tboo  He, 
Or  louk  ire  £ot  the  Cbriat  to  be  ? ' 

"  God  should  be  moat  where  man  U  least : 

Su,  where  is  neither  church  uor  priest, 

Aud  never  mg  of  form  or  creed 

To  clotba  the  imkedness  of  need,  — 

Where  fariDer-folk  in  silenoe  meet,  — 

I  turn  my  bell-unsuiumoned  feet ; 

I  bty  the  critic's  class  aside, 

I  tread  iipou  my  lettered  pride, 

And,  low  est- seated,  testify 

To  the  oneness  uf  hiimaaity  ; 

Confess  Che  nniversal  wan^ 

And  share  whatever  Heaven  may  grant. 

He  fiudeth  Dot  who  seeks  his  own, 

Tlie  sou]  is  lost  that 's  saved  atone. 

Not  on  one  favored  forebead  fell 

Of  old  the  fire-toneued  miniele. 

But  flamed  o'er  all  the  thronging  boat 

The  baptism  of  the  Holy  Ghost ; 

Heart  answers  heart  :  in  one  desire 

The  blending  lines  of  prayer  aspire  ; 

■  Where,  in  iny  name,  meet  two  or  three,' 

Our  Lord  hath  said,  ■  I  there  wiU  be  I ' 

"  So  sometimes  comes  to  soul  and  senM 
The  feeling  which  ia  evidence 
Tliat  very  near  about  us  lies 
The  realm  of  spiritual  mysteries. 
The  sphere  of  the  supernal  powen 
Impinges  on  this  world  of  ours. 
The  low  and  dark  horizon  liFta, 
To  light  the  scenic  terror  shifts  ; 
The  breath  of  a  diviner  air 
Blows  down  the  answer  of  a  prayer : 
That  all  our  sorrow,  pnin,  and  donbt 
A  great  compaaaion  elasps  about, 
And  law  an<l  goodness,  love  and  force. 
Are  wedded  fast  beyond  divorce. 
Then  duty  leaves  to  love  its  task. 
The  beggar  Self  forgets  to  ask  ; 
With  smile  of  trust  and  folded  hands. 
The  passive  soul  in  waiting  stands 
To  ffcl,  as  flowers  the  sun  and  dew, 
The  One  true  Life  its  own  renew. 

"So  to  the  calmly  gathered  tbonght 
The  innermost  of  truth  is  taught. 
The  mystery  dimly  understood. 
That  love  of  God  is  love  of  good. 
And,  chiefly,  its  divinest  trace 
In  Him  of  Naaareth's  holy  face  ; 


That  to  be  saved  is  only  this,  — 
Salvation  from  our  selfishness, 
From  more  than  elemental  fire. 
The  soul's  unsauctiiied  desire, 
From  ain  itself,  aud  not  the  pain 
That  warns  us  uf  its  chafing  chain  ; 
That  worship's  deeper  meaoing  lies 
In  merey,  and  not  sacrilice. 
Not  proud  humilities  of  sense 


That  Book  aud  Church  and  Day  are  given 
For    man,    not    God,  —  for     earth,     not 

heaven,  — 
The  blessed  means  to  holiest  ends. 
Not  masters,  but  benignant  friends  ; 
That  the  dear  Christ  dwells  not  afar, 
The  king  of  some  remoter  star. 
Listening,  at  times,  with  flattered  ear 
To  homage  wrung  from  aelfish  fear. 
But  bere,  amidst  the  poor  and  blind. 
The  bound  and  suffering  of  our  kind, 
In  works  we  do,  in  prayers  we  pntj, 
Ldfe  of  our  life,  He  lives  to-daj." 


THE   CLEAR  VISION 

I  DID  bnt  drenm.    I  never  knew 

What  charms  our  sternest  season  wore. 

Was  uever  yet  the  sky  ao  blue. 
Was  never  earth  so  white  before. 

Till  now  I  never  saw  the  glow 

Of  sunset  on  yon  hills  of  snow, 

And  never  learned  the  bough's  design* 

Of  beauty  in  its  leafless  lines. 

Did  ever  such  a  morning  break 

As  that  my  eastern  windows  see  ? 
Did  ever  such  a  moonlight  take 

Weird  photographs  of  shrub  and  tree  7 
Rang  ever  bells  so  wild  and  fleet 
The  music  of  the  winter  street  ? 
Was  ever  yet  a  sound  by  half 
So  merry  as  yon  school-boy's  laugh? 

O  Earth  t  with  gladness  overfranght, 

No  added  charm  thy  face  hath  found  ; 
Within  my  heart  the  change  is  wrought. 
My  footsteps  make  enchanted  ground. 
From  couch  of  pain  and  curtained  room 
Forth  to  thy  light  and  air  I  come. 
To  find  in  all  that  meets  my  eyes 
Tlia  freshness  of  a  glad  surprise. 
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Fair  seem  these  winter  days,  and  soon 

Shall  blow  the  warm  west-winds  of  spring. 
To  set  the  unbound  rills  in  tune 

And  hither  urge  the  bluebird's  wing. 
The  vales  shall  laugh  in  flowers,  the  woods 
Grow  misty  green  with  leafing  buds, 
And  violets  and  wind-flowers  sway 
Against  the  throbbing  heart  of  May. 

Break  forth,  my  lips,  in  praise,  and  own 

The  wiser  love  severely  kind  ; 
Since,  richer  for  its  chastening  grown, 

I  see,  whereas  I  once  was  blind. 
The  world,  O  Father  I  hath  not  wronged 
With  loss  the  life  by  Thee  prolonged  ; 
But  still,  with  every  added  year, 
More  beautiful  Thy  works  appear  I 

As  Thou  hast  made  thy  world  without. 

Make  Thou  more  fair  my  world  within  ; 
Shine  through  its  lingering  clouds  of  doubt ; 

Rebuke  its  haunting  shapes  of  sin ; 
Fill,  brief  or  long,  my  granted  span 
Of  life  with  love  to  thee  and  man  ; 
Strike  when  thou  wilt  the  hour  of  rest. 
But  let  my  last  days  be  my  best  I 


DIVINE  COMPASSION 

LoKO  since,  a  dream  of  heaven  I  bad, 
And  still  the  vision  haunts  me  oft ; 

I  see  the  saints  iu  white  robes  clad. 
The  martyrs  with  their  palms  aloft ; 

But  hearing  still,  in  middle  song. 
The  ceaseless  dissonance  of  wrong  ; 

And  shrinking,  with  hid  faces,  from  the 
strain 

Of  sad,  beseeching  eyes,  full  of  remorse 
and  pain. 

The  glad  song  falters  to  a  wail. 
The  harping  sinks  to  low  lament ; 

Before  the  still  unlifted  veil 

I  see  the  crowned  foreheads  bent, 

Making  more  sweet  the  heavenly  air 
With  breathings  of  unselfish  prayer ; 

And  a  Voice  saith  :  ''  O  Pity  which  is  pain, 

O  Love  that  weeps,  fill  up  my  sufferings 
which  remain  1 

«  Shall  souls  redeemed  by  me  refnse 
To  share  my  sorrow  in  their  turn  ? 

Or,  sin-forgiven,  my  gift  abuse 
Of  peace  with  selflfii  unoonoem  ? 


Has  saintly  ease  no  pitying  caie  ? 

Has  faith  no  work,  and  K^ve  no  prmjer  ? 
While  sin  remains,  and  souls  in  H«^ylr»»— n 

dwell, 
Can  heaven  itself  be  heaven,  and  look  n» 

moved  on  hell  ?  ** 

Then  through  the  Gates  of  Pain,  I  dream, 
A  wind  of  heaven  blows  coolly  in  ; 

Fainter  the  awful  discords  seem. 
The  smoke  of  torment  g^ws  more  thin, 

Tears  quench  the  burning  soil,  and  thenee 
Spring  sweet,  pale  flowers  of  penitence  : 

Ana  through  the  dreary  realm  of  man's  de- 
spair, 

Star-crowned  an  angel  walks,  and  lo  I  God*i 
hope  is  there  1 

Is  it  a  dream  ?    Is  heaven  so  hish 
That  pity  cannot  breathe  its  air  ? 

Its  happy  eyes  forever  dry. 
Its  holy  lips  without  a  prayer  t 

My  God  I  my  God  I  if  thither  led 
By  Thy  free  grace  unmerited. 

No  crown  nor  palm  be  mine,  but  let  mc 
keep 

A  heart  that  still  can  feel,  and  eyes  that  rtil 
ean  weep. 


THE  PRAYER-SEEKER 

Along  the  aisle  where  prayer  was  made^ 
A  woman,  all  in  black  arrayed, 
Close-veiled,  between  the  kneeling  host. 
With  gliding  motion  of  a  ghost, 
Passed  to  the  desk,  and  laid  thereon 
A  scroll  which  bore  these  words  alone^ 

Pray  for  me! 

Back  from  the  place  of  worshipping 
She  glided  like  a  guilty  thing  : 
The  rustle  of  her  draperies,  stirred 
By  hurrying  feet,  alone  was  heard  ; 
While,  full  of  awe,  the  preacher  read. 
As  out  into  the  dark  she  sped : 

Pray  for  me  1 

Back  to  the  night  from  whence  she  osBfl^ 
To  unimagined  grief  or  shame  1 
Across  the  tbreeSiold  of  that  door 
None  knew  the  burden  that  she  bore  ; 
Alone  she  left  the  written  scroll. 
The  legend  of  a  troubled  soul,— 

Pray  forme/ 
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Glide  on,  poor  ghost  of  woe  or  sin  ! 
Thou  lea V  St  a  uominou  need  within  ; 
Each  bears,  like  thee,  some  nameless  weight, 
Some  misery  inarticulate. 
Some  secret  sin,  some  shrouded  dread, 
Some  household  sorrow  all  unsaid. 

Pray  for  us  1 

Pass  on  I    The  type  of  all  thou  art. 
Sad  witness  to  the  common  heart  1 
With  face  in  veil  and  seal  on  lip, 
In  mute  and  stmnge  companionship, 
Like  thee  we  wander  to  and  fro, 
Dumbly  imploring  as  we  go  : 

Pray  for  US  1 

Ah,  who  shall  pray,  since  he  who  pleads 
Our  want  perchance  hath  greater  needs  ? 
Tet  they  who  make  their  loss  the  gain 
Of  others  shall  not  ask  in  vain. 
And  Heaven  bends  low  to  hear  the  prayer 
Of  love  from  lips  of  self-despair : 

Pray  for  us  1 

In  vain  remorse  and  fpar  and  hate 
Beat  with  bruised  hands  against  a  fate 
Whose  walls  of  iron  only  move 
And  open  to  the  touch  of  love. 
He  only  feels  his  burdens  fall 
Who,  taught  by  suffering,  pities  all. 

Pray  for  ua! 

He  prayeth  best  who  leaves  unguessed 
Tl)e  mystery  of  another's  breast. 
Why  cheeks  grow  pale,  why  eyes  o'erflow. 
Or  heads  are  white,  thou  need'st  not  know. 
Enough  to  note  by  many  a  sign 
That  every  heart  hath  needs  like  thine. 

Pray  for  us! 

THE   BREWING  OF   SOMA 

"  These  libations  mixed  with  milk  haTe  been  prepared 
for  Indra :  offer  Soma  to  the  drinker  of  Boma.**  —  Va^ 
thutay  translated  by  lixz  Mullbb. 

The  fagots  blazed,  the  caldron's  smoke 
Up  through  the  green  wood  curled  ; 
"  Bring  honey  from  the  hollow  oak. 
Bring  milky  sap,"  the  brewers  spoke, 
In  the  childhood  of  the  world. 

And  brewed  they  well  or  brewed  they  ill. 

The  priests  thrust  in  their  rods. 
First  tasted,  and  then  drank  their  fill. 


And  shouted,  with  one  voice  and  will, 
«  Behold  the  drink  of  gods  1 " 

They  drank,  and  lo  1  in  heart  and  brain 

A  new,  glad  life  beg^n  ; 
The  gray  of  hair  grew  young  ag^ain. 
The  sick  man  laughed  away  his  pain. 

The  cripple  leaped  and  ran. 

'*  Drink,  mortals,  what  the  gods  have  sent^ 

Forget  your  long  annoy. 
So  sang  the  priests.     From  tent  to  tent 
The  Soma's  sacred  madness  went, 

A  storm  of  drunken  joy. 

Then  knew  each  rapt  inebriate 

A  winged  and  glorious  birth. 
Soared  upward,  with  strange  joy  elate^ 
Beat,  with  dazed  head,  Varuua's  gate^ 

And,  sobered,  sank  to  earth. 

The  land  with  Soma's  praises  rang  ; 

On  Gihon's  banks  of  shade 
Its  hymns  the  dusky  maidens  sang  ; 
In  joy  of  life  or  mortal  pang 

All  men  to  Soma  prayed. 

The  morning  twilight  of  the  race 

Sends  down  these  matin  psalms  ; 
And  still  with  wondering  eyes  we  traoe 
The  simple  prayers  to  Soma's  gracOy 
That  Vedic  verse  embalms. 

As  in  that  child-world's  early  yeary 

Each  after  age  has  striven 
By  music,  incense,  vigils  drear. 
And  trance,  to  bring  the  skies  more  near. 

Or  lift  men  up  to  heaven  I 

Some  fever  of  the  blood  and  brain, 

Some  self-exalting  spell, 
The  scourger's  keen  delight  of  pain, 
The  Dervish  dance,  the  Orphic  strain, 

The  wild-haired  Bacchant's  yell,  -^ 

The  desert's  hair-g^wn  hermit  sunk 

The  saner  brute  below  ; 
The  naked  Santon,  hashish-drunk. 
The  cloister  madness  of  the  monk^ 

The  fakir's  torture-show  I 

And  yet  the  past  comes  round  again. 

And  new  aoth  old  fulfil ; 
In  sensual  transports  wild  as  vain 
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We  brew  in  many  a  Christian  fane 
The  heathen  iSouia  still  1 

Dear  Lord  and  Father  of  mankind. 

Forgive  our  foolish  ways  1 
Reclothe  us  in  our  rightful  mind, 
In  purer  lives  Thy  service  find, 

Li  deeper  reverence,  praise. 

Id  simple  trust  like  theirs  who  heard 

Beside  the  Syrian  sea 
The  gracious  calling  of  the  Lord, 
Let  us,  like  them,  without  a  word. 

Rise  up  and  follow  Thee. 

O  Sabbath  rest  by  Gralilee  ! 

O  calm  of  hills  above. 
Where  Jesus  knelt  to  share  with  Thee 
The  silence  of  eternity 

Interpreted  by  love  I 

With  that  deep  hush  subduing  all 

Our  words  and  works  that  drown 
The  tender  whisper  of  Thy  call, 
As  noiseless  let  Thy  blessing  fall 
As  fell  Thy  manna  down. 

Drop  Thy  still  dews  of  quietness, 

Till  all  our  strivings  cease  ; 
Take  from  our  souls  the  strain  and  stress, 
And  let  our  ordered  lives  confess 

The  beauty  of  Thy  peace. 

Breathe  through  the  heats  of  our  desire 

Thy  coolness  and  Thy  balm  ; 
Let  sense  be  dumb,  let  flesh  retire  ; 
Speak  through  the  earthquake,  wind,  and 
fire, 

O  still,  small  voice  of  calm  ! 


A   WOMAN 

Oh,  dwarfed  and  wronged,  and  stained  with 

ill. 
Behold  1  thou  art  a  woman  still ! 
And,  by  that  sacred  name  and  dear, 
I  bid  thy  better  self  appear. 
Still,  through  thy  foul  disguise,  I  see 
The  rudiniental  purity. 
That,  spite  of  change  and  loss,  makes  good 
Thy  birthright-claim  of  womanhood  ; 
An  inward  loathing,  deep,  intense  ; 
A  shame  that  is  half  innocence. 
Cast  off  the  grave-clothep  of  thy  sin  I 


Rise  from  the  dust  thou  liest  in. 
As  Mary  rose  at  Jesus'  word, 
Redeemed  and  white  before  the  Lord ! 
Reclaim  thy  lost  soul  I     In  His  name. 
Rise  up,  and  break  thy  bonds  of  shame. 
Art  weak  ?    He  's  strong.     Art  fearful  ? 

Hear 
The  world's  0*ercomer  :  "  Be  of  cheer  1 " 
What  lip  shall  judge  when  He  approves  ? 
Who  dare  to  scorn  the  child  He  loves  ? 


THE   PRAYER   OF   AGASSIZ 

The  island  of  Penikese  in  Buzzard  *8  Bay  -wai 
given  by  Mr.  John  Anderson  to  Agaasiz  for 
the  uses  of  a  summer  school  of  natural  history. 
A  large  bam  was  cleared  and  improvised  as  a 
lecture-room.  Here,  on  the  first  morning  of 
the  school,  all  the  company  was  gathei«<L 
"Agassiz  had  arranged  no  proCTamme  of  ex- 
ercises," says  Mrs.  Agassiz,  in  Ltouis  Agassix; 
his  Life  and  Correspondence^  ''trusting  to  th* 
interest  of  the  occasion  to  sug^gest  what  might 
best  be  said  or  done.  But,  as  he  looked  upon 
his  pupils  gathered  there  to  study  nature  with 
him,  by  an  impulse  as  natural  as  it  was  ub- 
preraeditated,  he  called  upon  them  to  join  in 
silently  asking  Qod's  blessing  on  their  work 
together.  The  pause  was  broken  by  the  firrt 
words  of  an  address  no  less  fervent  than  its  un- 
spoken prelude."  This  was  in  the  summer  of 
1873,  and  Agassiz  died  the  December  following. 

On  the  isle  of  Penikese, 
Ringed  about  by  sapphire  seas, 
Fanned  by  breezes  salt  and  cool. 
Stood  the  Master  with  his  schooL 
Over  sails  that  not  in  vain 
Wooed  the  west-wind's  steady  strain. 
Line  of  coast  that  low  and  far 
Stretched  its  undulating  bar, 
Wings  aslant  across  the  rim 
Of  the  waves  they  stooped  to  skim^ 
Rock  and  isle  and  glistening  bay. 
Fell  the  beautiful  white  day. 

Said  the  Master  to  the  youth  : 
"  We  have  come  in  search  of  truth. 
Trying  with  uncertain  key 
Door  by  door  of  mystery  ; 
We  are  reaching,  through  His  laws. 
To  the  garment-hem  of  Cause, 
Him,  the  endless,  unbegun. 
The  Unnamable,  the  One 
Light  of  all  our  light  the  Source, 
Life  of  life,  and  I;  oroe  of  force. 


IN  QUEST 
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As  with  fingers  of  the  blind, 
We  are  groping  here  to  find 
What  the  hieroglyphics  mean 
Of  the  Unseen  in  the  seen, 
What  the  Thought  which  underlies 
Nature's  masking  and  disguise. 
What  it  is  that  hides  beneath 
Blight  and  bloom  and  bii'th  and  death. 
By  past  efforts  unavailing, 
Doubt  and  error,  loss  and  failing, 
Of  our  weakness  made  aware. 
On  the  threshold  of  our  task 
Let  us  light  and  guidance  ask, 
Let  us  pause  in  silent  prayer  I " 

Then  the  Master  in  his  place 
Bowed  his  head  a  little  space, 
And  the  leaves  by  soft  airs  stirred, 
Lapse  of  wave  and  cry  of  bird. 
Left  the  solemn  hush  unbroken 
Of  that  wordless  prayer  unspoken. 
While  its  wish,  on  earth  unsaid, 
Rose  to  heaven  interpreted. 
As,  in  life's  best  hours,  we  hear 
By  the  spirit's  finer  ear 
His  low  voice  within  us,  thus 
The  All-Father  heareth  us  ; 
And  His  holy  ear  we  pain 
With  our  noisy  words  and  vain. 
Not  for  Him  our  violence 
Storming  at  the  gates  of  sense, 
His  the  primal  laugiiage.  His 
The  eternal  silences  I 

Even  the  careless  heart  was  moyed. 
And  the  doubting  gave  assent. 
With  a  gesture  reverent. 
To  the  Master  well-beloved. 
As  thin  mists  are  gloriiied 
By  the  light  they  cannot  hide. 
All  who  gazed  upon  him  saw, 
Through  its  veil  of  tender  awe. 
How  his  face  was  still  uplit 
By  the  old  sweet  look  of  it. 
Hopeful,  trustful,  full  of  cheer, 
And  the  love  that  casts  out  fear. 
Who  the  secret  may  declare 
Of  that  brief,  unuttered  prayer  ? 
Did  the  shade  before  him  come 
Of  th*  inevitable  doom, 
Of  the  end  of  earth  so  near. 
And  Eternity's  new  year  ? 

In  the  lap  of  sheltering  seas 
Rests  the  isle  of  Penikese  ; 


But  the  lord  of  the  domain 
Comes  not  to  his  own  again  : 
Where  the  eyes  that  foUow  fail. 
On  a  vaster  sea  his  sail 
Drifts  beyond  our  beck  and  haiL 
Other  lips  within  its  bound 
Shall  the  laws  of  life  expound  ; 
Other  eyes  from  rock  and  shell 
Read  the  world's  old  riddles  well : 
But  when  breezes  light  and  bland 
Blow  from  Summer^  blossomed  land. 
When  the  air  is  glad  with  wings. 
And  the  blithe  song-sparrow  smgs. 
Many  an  eye  with  his  still  face 
Shall  the  living  ones  displace. 
Many  an  ear  the  word  shall  seek 
He  alone  could  fitly  speak. 
And  one  name  forevermore 
Shall  be  uttered  o'er  and  o'er 
By  the  waves  that  kiss  the  shore^ 
By  the  curlew's  whistle  sent 
Down  the  cool,  sea-scented  air'; 
In  all  voices  known  to  her. 
Nature  owns  her  worshipper, 
Half  in  triumph,  half  lament. 
Thither  Love  shall  tearful  turn, 
Friendship  pause  uncovered  there, 
And  the  wisest  reverence  learn 
From  the  Master's  silent  prayer. 


IN   QUEST 

Have  I  not  voyaged,  friend  beloved,  with 

thee 
On  the  great  waters  of  the  unsonnded  sea. 
Momently  listening  with  suspended  oar 
For  the  low  rote  oi  waves  upon  a  shore 
Changeless  as   heaven,  where   never  fog^ 

cloud  drifts 
Over  its  windless  wood,  nor  mirage  lifts 
The  steadfast  hills ;  where  never  birds  of 

doubt 
Sing  to  mislead,  and  every  dream  dies  onty 
And  the  dark  riddles  which  perplex  us 

here 
In  the  sharp  solvent  of  its  light  are  clear  ? 
Thou   knowest  how  vain  our  quest ;  how, 

soon  or  late. 
The  baffling  tides  and  circles  of  debate 
Swept  back   our  bark  unto  its   starting- 
place, 
Where,  looking  forth  upon  the  blank,  gray 

space. 
And  round  about  us  seeing,  with  sad  eyesy 
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The  same  old  difficult  hilb  and  cloud-cold 

skies, 
We  said  :  **  This  outward  search  ayaileth 

not 
To    find    Him.     He  is  farther  than    we 

thought, 
Or,  haply,  nearer.    To  this  very  spot 
Whereon  we  wait,  this  commonplace  of 

home. 
As  to  the  well  of  Jacoh,  He  may  come 
And  tell  us  all  things."     As  I  listened 

there, 
Through  the  expectant  silences  of  prayer, 
Somewhat  I  seemed  to  hear,  which  hath  to 

roe 
Been  hope,  strength,  comfort,  and  I  give  it 

thee. 

"  The  riddle  of  the  world  is  understood 
Only  hy  him  who  feels  that  (jod  is  good. 
As  only  he  can  feel  who  makes  his  love 
The  ladder  of  his  faith,  and  climbs  above 
Ou  th'  rounds  of  his  best  instincts  ;  draws 

no  line 
Between  mere  human  goodness  and  divine. 
But,  judging  God  by  what  in  him  is  best. 
With  a  child's  trust  leans  on  a  Father's 

breast. 
And  hears  unmoved  the  old  creeds  babble 

stiU 
Of  kingly  power  and  dread  caprice  of  will, 
Chary  or  blessing,  prodigal  of  curse. 
The  pitiless  doomsman  of  the  universe. 
Can  Hatred  ask  for  love  ?    Can  Selfishness 
Invite  to  self-denial  ?     Is  He  less 
Than  man  in  kindly  dealing?      Can  He 

break 
His  own  great  law  of  fatherhood,  forsake 
And  curse  His  children  ?     Not  for  earth 

and  heaven 
Can  separate  tables  of  the  law  be  given. 
No  rule  can  bind  which  He  himself  denies  ; 
The  truths  of  time  are  not  eternal  lies.*' 

So  heard  I ;  and  the  chaos  round  me  spread 
To  light  and  order  grew  ;  and,  "  Loni,"  I 

said, 
**  Our  sins  are  our  tormentors,  worst  of  all 
Felt  in  distrustful  shame  that  dares  not  call 
Upon  Thee  as  our  Father.     We  have  set 
A  strange  god  up,  but  Thou  remainest  yet. 
All  that  I  feel  of  pity  Thou  hast  known 
Before  I  was  ;  my  best  is  all  Thy  own. 
From  Thy  great  heart  of  goodness  mine  bat 

drew 


Wishes  and  prayers ;  but  Thou,  O  Li 

wilt  du. 
In  Thy  own  time,  by  ways  I  cannot  see 
All  that  I  feel  when  I  am  nearest  Thee 


THE  FRIEND'S   BURIAL 

Mt  thoughts  are  all  in  yonder  town. 
Where,  wept  by  many  tears. 

To-day  my  mother's  friend  lays  down 
The  burden  of  her  years. 

True  as  in  life,  no  poor  disguise 

Of  death  with  her  is  seen. 
And  on  her  simple  casket  lies 

No  wreath  of  bloom  and  green. 

Oh,  not  for  her  the  florist's  art. 
The  mocking  weeds  of  woe  ; 

Dear  memories  in  each  mourner's  hea 
Like  heaven's  white  lilies  blow. 


And  all  about  the  softening  air 
Of  new-bom  sweetness  tells, 

And  the  ungathered  May-flowers 
The  tints  of  ocean  shells. 

The  old,  assuring  miracle 
Is  fresh  as  heretofore  ; 

And  earth  takes  up  its  parable 
Of  life  from  death  once  more. 


Here  organ-swell  and  church-bell  toll 
Methinks  but  discord  were  ; 

The  prayerful  silence  of  the  soul 
Is  oest  befitting  her. 

No  sound  should  break  the  quietude 

Alike  of  earth  and  sky  ; 
O  wandering  wind  in  Seabrook  wood, 

Breathe  but  a  half-heard  sigh  1 

Sing  softly,  spring-bird,  for  her  sake  ; 

And  thou  not  distant  sea, 
Lapse  lightly  as  if  Jesus  spake, 

And  thou  wert  Galilee  I 

For  all  her  quiet  life  flowed  on 
As  meadow  streamlets  flow. 

Where  fresher  green  reveals  alone 
The  noiseless  ways  they  go. 


From  her  loved  place  of  prayer  I 
The  plain-robed  mourners  pass, 


A  CHRISTMAS  CARMEN 
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With  slow  feet  treading  reverently 
The  graveyard's  springing  grass. 

Make  room,  O  mourning  ones,  for  me, 
Where,  like  the  friends  of  Paul, 

That  you  no  more  her  face  shall  see 
You  sorrow  most  of  all. 

Her  path  shall  brighten  more  and  moie 

Unto  the  perfect  day  ; 
She  cannot  fail  of  peace  who  bore 

Such  peace  with  her  away. 

O  sweet,  calm  face  that  seemed  to  wear 

The  look  of  sins  forgiven  I 
O  voice  of  prayer  that  seemed  to  bear 

Our  own  needs  up  to  heaven  ! 

How  reverent  in  our  midst  she  stood, 

Or  knelt  in  grateful  praise  I 
What  grace  of  Christian  womanhood 

Was  in  her  household  ways  ! 

For  still  her  holy  living  meant 

No  duty  left  undone  ; 
The  heavenly  and  the  human  blent 

Their  kindred  loves  in  one. 

And  if  her  life  small  leisure  foand 

For  feasting  ear  and  eye, 
And  Pleasure,  on  her  daily  round, 

She  passed  unpausiug  by, 

Tet  with  her  went  a  secret  sense 

Of  all  things  sweet  and  fair. 
And  Beauty's  gracious  providence 

Refreshed  her  unaware. 

She  kept  her  line  of  rectitude 
With  love's  unconscious  ease  ; 

Her  kindly  instincts  understood 
All  gentle  courtesies. 

An  inborn  charm  of  gracionsness 
Made  sweet  her  smile  and  tone, 

And  glorified  her  farm-wife  dress 
With  beauty  not  its  own. 

The  dear  Lord's  best  interpreters 

Are  humble  human  souls  ; 
The  Gospel  of  a  life  like  hers 

Is  more  than  books  or  scrolls. 

From  scheme  and  creed  the  light  goes  out, 
The  saintly  fact  survives  ; 


The  blessed  Master  none  can  doubt 
Revealed  in  holy  lives. 

A  CHRISTMAS   CARMEN 


Sound  over  all  waters,  reach  out  from  all 

lands. 
The  chorus  of  voices,  the  clasping  of  hands  ; 
Sing  hymns  that  were  sung  by  the  stars  of 

the  morn. 
Sing  songs  of  the  angels  when  Jesus  waa 
bom! 
With  glad  jubilations 
Bring  hope  to  the  nations  ! 
The  dark  night  is  ending  and  dawn  has  be- 
gun : 
Rise,  hope  of  the  ag^s,  arise  like  the  snn, 
All  speech  flow  to  music,  all  hearts  beat 
as  one  ! 

II 

Sing  the  bridal  of*  nations  I  with  chorals  of 

love 
Sing  out  the  war-vulture  and  sing  in  the 

dove. 
Till  the  hearts  of  the  peoples  keep  time  in 

accord. 
And  the  voice  of  the  world  is  the  voice  of 

the  Lord  1 
Clasp  hands  of  the  nations 
In  strong  gratulations  : 
The  dark  ni^t  b  ending  and  dawn  has  be- 

gim  ; 
Rise,  hope  of  the  ages,  arise  like  the  sun. 
All  speech  flow  to  music,  all  hearts  beat 

as  one! 

Ill 

Blow,  bugles  of   battle,  the  marches  of 
peace ; 

East,  west,  north,  and  south  let  the  long 
quarrel  cease : 

Sing  the  song  of  great  joy  that  the  angels 
began. 

Sing  of  glory  to  Cod  and  of  good-will  to 
man ! 
Hark  I  joining  in  chorus 
The  heavens  bend  o'er  us  I 

The  dark  night  is  ending  and  dawn  has  be- 
gun ; 

Rise,  hope  of  the  ages,  arise  like  the  snn. 
All  speech  flow  to  music,  all  hearts  beai 
as  one ! 
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VESTA 

O  Christ  of  God  I  whose  life  and  death 

Our  owu  have  reconciled, 
Most  quietly,  most  tenderly 

Take  home  Thy  star-named  child  ! 

Thy  grace  is  in  her  patient  eyes. 
Thy  words  are  on  her  tongue  ; 

The  very  silence  round  her  seems 
As  if  the  angels  sung. 

Her  smile  is  as  a  listening  child's 

Who  hears  its  mother  call  ; 
The  lilies  of  Thy  perfect  peace 

About  her  pillow  fall. 

She  leans  from  out  our  clinging  arms 

To  rest  herself  in  Thine  ; 
Alone  to  Thee,  dear  Lord,  can  we 

Our  well-beloved  resign  I 

Oh,  less  for  her  than  for  ourselves 
We  bow  our  heads  and  pray  ; 

Her  setting  star,  like  Bethlehem's, 
To  Thee  shall  point  the  way  ! 


CHILD-SONGS 

Still  linger  in  our  noon  of  time 

And  on  our  Saxon  tongue 
The  echoes  of  the  home-bom  hymns 

The  Aryan  mothers  sung. 

And  childhood  had  its  litanies 

In  every  age  and  clime  ; 
The  earliest  cradles  of  the  race 

Were  rocked  to  poet's  rhjrme. 

Nor  sky,  nor  wave,  nor  tree,  nor  flower. 
Nor  green  earth's  virgin  sod. 

So  moved  the  singer's  heart  of  old 
As  these  small  ones  of  God. 

The  mystery  of  unfolding  life 
Was  more  than  dawning  mom, 

Than  opening  flower  or  crescent  moon 
The  human  soul  new-born  ! 

And  still  to  childhood's  sweet  appeal 

The  heart  of  genius  turns. 
And  more  than  all  the  sages  teach 

From  lisping  voices  learns,  — 


The  voices  loved  of  him  who  sang^ 
Where  Tweed  and  Teviot  glide. 

That  sound  to-day  on  all  the  winds 
That  blow  from  Rydal-side,  — 

Heard  in  the  Teuton's  household  ao 
And  folk-lore  of  the  Finn, 

Where'er  to  holy  Christmas  hearths 
The  Christ-cluld  enters  in  ! 

Before  life's  sweetest  mystery  still 
The  heart  in  reverence  kneels  ; 

The  wonder  of  the  primal  birth 
The  latest  mother  feels. 

We  need  love's  tender  lessons  taagl 

As  only  weakness  can  ; 
God  hath  His  small  interpreters  ; 

The  child  must  teach  the  man. 

We  wander  wide  through  evil  yean 
Our  eyes  of  faith  grow  dim  ; 

But  he  is  freshest  from  His  hands 
And  nearest  unto  Him  I 

And  haply,  pleading  long  with  Him 
For  sin-sick  hearts  and  cold. 

The  angels  of  our  childhood  still 
The  Father's  face  behold. 

Of  such  the  kingdom  !  —  Teach  Th< 

O  Master  most  divine. 
To  feel  the  deep  significance 

Of  these  wise  words  of  Thine  ! 

The  haughty  eye  shall  seek  in  vain 
What  innocence  beholds  ; 

No  cunning  finds  the  key  of  heaven 
No  strength  its  gate  anfolds. 

Alone  to  guilelessness  and  love 
That  gate  shall  open  fall ; 

The  mind  of  pride  is  nolhingness. 
The  childlike  heart  is  all  I 


THE   HEALER 

TO    A    YOUNG    PHYSICIAN,    WITH   DC 
PICTURE  OF  CHRIST  HEALING  THE  S 

So  stood  of  old  the  holy  Christ 
Amidst  the  fiuffering  throng  ; 

With  whom  His  lightest  touch  suffio 
To  make  the  weakest  strong. 


OVERRULED 
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That  healing  ^ft  He  lends  to  them 

Who  use  it  in  His  name  ; 
Tlie  power  that  filled  His  garment's  hem 

Is  evermore  the  same. 

For  lo  I  in  human  hearts  unseen 

The  Healer  dwelleth  still, 
And  they  who  make  His  temples  dean 

The  best  subserve  His  will. 

The  holiest  task  by  Heaven  decreed. 

An  errand  all  divine, 
The  burden  of  our  common  need 

To  render  less  is  thine. 

The  paths  of  pain  are  thine.     Go  forth 
With  patience,  trust,  and  hope  ; 

The  sufferings  of  a  sin-sick  earth 
Shall  give  thee  ample  scope. 

Beside  the  unveiled  mysteries 

Of  life  and  death  go  stand, 
With  gpiarded  lips  and  reverent  eyes 

And  pure  of  heart  and  hand. 

So  shalt  thou  be  with  power  endued 

From  Him  who  went  about 
The  Syrian  hillsides  doing  good. 

And  casting  demons  out. 

That  Good  Physician  liveth  yet 
Thy  friend  and  gpiide  to  be  ; 

The  Healer  by  Gennesaret 

Shall  walk  the  rounds  with  thee. 


THE  TWO  ANGELS 

GrOD  called  the  nearest  angels  who  dwell 

with  Him  above : 
The  tenderest  one  was  Pity,  the  dearest 

one  was  Love. 

**  Arise,"  He  said,  '*  my  angels  !  a  wail  of 

woe  and  sin 
Steals   through  the  gates  of  heaven,  and 

saddens  all  within. 

^  My  harps  take  up  the  mournful  strain 
that  from  a  lost  world  swells, 

The  smoke  of  torment  clouds  the  light  and 
blights  the  asphodels. 

**  Fly  downward  to  that  onder  world,  and 
on  its  souls  of  pain 


Let  Love  drop  smiles  like  sunshine,  and 
Pity  tears  like  rain  1 " 

Two  faces  bowed  before  the  Throne,  veiled 

in  their  golden  hair  ; 
Four  white  wings   lessened  swiftly  down 

the  dark  abyss  of  air. 

The  way  was  strange,  the  flight  was  long ; 

at  last  the  angels  came 
Where  swung  the  lost  and  nether  world, 

red-wrapped  in  rayless  flame. 

There  Pity,  shuddering,  wept ;  but  Love, 
with  faith  too  strong  for  fear. 

Took  heart  from  God's  almightiness  and 
smiled  a  smile  of  cheer. 

And  lo !   that  tear  of  Pity  quenched  the 

flame  whereon  it  fell. 
And,  with  the  sunshine  of  that  smile,  hope 

entered  into  hell  1 

Two  unveiled  faces  full  of  joy  looked  up- 
ward to  the  Throne, 

Four  white  wings  folded  at  the  feet  of  Him 
who  sat  thereon  I 

And  deeper  than  the  sound  of  seas,  more 

soft  than  falling  flake. 
Amidst  the  hush  of  wing  and  song  the 

Voice  Eternal  spake : 

'<  Welcome,  my  angels  I  ye  have  brought  a 

holier  joy  to  heaven  ; 
Henceforth  its  sweetest  song  shall  be  the 

song  of  sin  forgiven  1 " 

OVERRULED 

The  threads  our  hands  in  blindness  spin 
No  self-determined  plan  weaves  in  ; 
The  shuttle  of  the  unseen  powers 
Works  out  a  pattern  not  as  ours. 

Ah  !  small  the  choice  of  him  who  sings 
What  sound  shall  leave  the  smitten  strings ; 
Fate  holds  and  g^des  the  hand  of  art ; 
The  singer's  is  the  servant's  part. 


The  wind-harp  chooses  not  the  tone 
That    through    its    trembling    threads 

blown  ; 
The  patient  organ  cannot  gaem 
What  hand  its  passive  keys  shall  press. 
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Through  wish,  resolve,  and  act,  our  will 
Is  moved  by  undreamed  forces  still ; 
And  no  man  measures  in  advance 
His  strength  with  untried  circumstance. 

As  streams  take  hue  from  shade  and  son. 
As  runs  the  life  the  song  must  run  ; 
But,  glad  or  sad,  to  His  good  end 
Grod  grant  the  varying  notes  may  tend ! 


HYMN   OF  THE   DUNKERS 


KLOSTER 


KEDAR,    EPHRATA,    PENNSYl^ 
VANIA    (1738) 


8ISTEB  MARIA  CHRISTIITA  Sl'fl^S. 

Wake,  sisters,  wake  !  the  day-star  shines  ; 
Above  Ephrata's  eastern  pines 
The  dawn  is  breaking,  cool  and  calm. 
Wake,  sisters,  wake  to  prayer  and  psalm  ! 

Praised  be  the  Lord  for  shade  and  light, 
For  toil  by  day,  for  rest  by  night ! 
Praised  be  His  name  who  deigns  to  bless 
Our  Kedar  of  the  wilderness  I 

Onr  refuge  when  the  spoiler's  hand 
Was  heavy  on  our  native  land  ; 
And  freedom,  to  her  children  due, 
The  wolf  and  vulture  only  knew. 

We  praised  Him  when  to  prison  led. 
We  owned  Him  when  the  stake  blazed  red  ; 
We  knew,  whatever  might  befall, 
His  love  and  power  were  over  all. 

He  heard  our  prayers ;  with  outstretched 

arm 
He  led  us  forth  from  cruel  harm  ; 
Still,  wberesoe'er  our  steps  were  bent, 
His  cloud  and  fire  before  us  went ! 

The  watch  of  faith  and  prayer  He  set, 
We  kept  it  then,  we  keep  it  yet. 
At  midnight,  crow  of  cock,  or  noon. 
He  Cometh  sure.  He  cometh  soon. 

He  comes  to  chasten,  not  destroy. 
To  purge  the  earth  from  sin's  alloy. 
At  last,  at  last  shall  all  confess 
His  mercy  as  His  righteousness. 

The  dead  shall  live,  the  sick  be  whole, 
The  scarlet  sin  be  white  as  wool ; 


No  discord  mar  below,  aboye. 
The  music  of  eternal  love  1 

Sound,  welcome  trump,  the  last  alamo  I 
Lord  God  of  hosts,  make  bare  thine  arm, 
Fulfil  this  day  our  long  desire. 
Make  sweet  and  clean  the  world  with  fire  I 

Sweep,  flaming  besom,  sweep  from  sight 
The  lies  of  time  ;  be  swift  to  smite. 
Sharp  sword  of  God,  all  idols  down, 
Grenevan  creed  and  Roman  crown. 

Quake,  earth,  through  all  thy  zones,  till 

all 
The  fanes  of  pride  and  priestcraft  fall 
And  lift  thou  up  in  place  of  them 
Thy  gates  of  pearl,  Jerusalem  ! 

Lo  !  rising  from  baptismal  flame. 
Transfigured,  glorious,  yet  the  same. 
Within  the  heavenly  city's  bound 
Our  Kloster  Kedar  shall  be  found. 

He  cometh  soon  !  at  dawn  or  noon 

Or  set  of  sun.  He  cometh  soon. 

Our  prayers  shall  meet  Him  on  His  way ; 

Wake,  sisters,  wake  !  arise  and  pray  ! 


GIVING  AND   TAKING 

I  have  attempted  to  put  in  English 
prose  translation  of  a  poem  by  Tinnevaluva,  a 
Hindoo  poet  of  the  third  century  of  our  era. 

Who  g^ves  and  hides  the  giving  hand. 
Nor  counts  on  favor,  fame,  or  praise. 
Shall  find  his  smallest  gift  outweighs 

The  burden  of  the  sea  and  land. 

Who  gpves  to  whom  hath  nau<rht  been  given, 
His  gift  in  need,  though  small  indeed 
As  is  the  grass-blade's  wind-blown  seed. 

Is  large  as  earth  and  rich  as  heaven. 

Forget  it  not,  O  man,  to  whom 

A  gift  shall  fall,  while  yet  on  earth  ; 
Yea,  even  to  thy  seven-fold  birth 

Recall  it  in  the  lives  to  come. 

Who  broods  above  a  wrong  in  thought  • 
Sins  much  ;  but  greater  sin  is  his 
Who,  fed  and  clothed  with  kindnesseSy 

Shall  count  the  holy  alms  as  naught. 


THE  VISION  OF  ECHARD 
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Who  (Lires  to  curse  the  hands  that  bless 
SbaU  know  of  sin  the  deadliest  cost ; 
The  patience  of  the  heavens  is  lost 

Beholding  man's  unthankf  ulness. 

For  he  who  breaks  all  laws  may  still 
In  Sivam's  mercy  be  forgiven  ; 
But  none  can  save,  in  earth  or  heaven, 

The  wretch  who  answers  good  vrith  ill. 


THE  VISION   OF   ECHARD 

The  Benedictine  f^hard 

Sat  by  the  wayside  well, 
Where  Marsberg  sees  the  bridal 

Of  the  Sarre  and  the  MoseUe. 

Fair  with  its  sloping  vineyards 
And  tawny  chestnut  bloom, 

The  happy  vale  Ausonius  sung 
For  holy  Treves  made  room. 

On  the  shrine  Helena  builded 
To  keep  the  Christ  coat  well, 

On  minster  tower  and  kloster  cross, 
The  westering  sunshine  felL 

There,  where  the  rock-hewn  circles 
O'erlooked  the  Roman's  game. 

The  veil  of  sleep  fell  on  him. 

And  his  thought  a  dream  became. 

He  felt  the  heart  of  silence 
Throb  with  a  soundless  word, 

And  by  the  inward  ear  alone 
A  spirit's  voice  he  heard. 

And  the  spoken  word  seemed  written 
On  air  and  wave  and  sod, 

And  the  bendin?  walls  of  sapphire 
Blazed  with  me  thought  of  God  : 

"What  lack  I,  O  my  children  ? 
All  things  are  in  my  hand  ; 
The  vast  earth  and  the  awful  stars 
I  hold  as  grains  of  sand. 

"  Need  I  your  alms  ?    The  silver 
And  gold  are  mine  alone  ; 
The  gifts  ye  bring  before  me 
Were  evermore  my  own. 

^  Heed  I  the  noise  of  viols. 

Your  pomp  of  masque  and  show  ? 


Have  I  not  dawns  and  sunsets  ? 
Have  I  not  winds  that  blow  ? 

<<  Do  I  smell  your  gums  of  incense  ? 
Is  my  ear  with  chautings  fed  ? 
Taste  I  your  wine  of  worship. 
Or  eat  your  holy  bread  ? 

'*  Of  rank  and  name  and  honors 
Am  I  vain  as  ye  are  vain  ? 
What  can  Eternal  Fulness 
From  your  lip-service  gain  ? 

"  Ye  make  me  not  your  debtor 
Who  serve  yourselves  alone  ; 
Ye  boast  to  me  of  homage 
Whose  gain  is  all  your  own. 

<•  For  you  I  gave  the  prophets, 
For  you  the  Psalmist's  lay  : 
For  you  the  law's  stone  tables, 
And  holy  book  and  day. 

"  Ye  change  to  weary  burdens 
The  helps  that  should  uplift ; 
Ye  lose  in  form  the  spirit, 
The  Giver  in  the  gift. 

"  Who  called  ye  to  self-torment, 
To  fast  and  penance  vain  ? 
Dream  ye  Eternal  Goodness 
Has  joy  in  mortal  pain  ? 

''  For  the  death  in  life  of  Nitria, 
For  your  Chartreuse  ever  dumb^ 
What  better  is  the  neighbor. 
Or  happier  the  home  ? 

"Who  counts  his  brother's  welfare 
As  sacred  as  his  own, 
And  loves,  forgives  and  pities, 
He  serveth  me  alone. 

"  I  note  each  gracious  purpose. 
Each  kindly  word  and  deed  ; 
Are  ye  not  all  my  children  ? 
Shall  not  the  Father  heed  ? 

"  No  prayer  for  light  and  guidance 
Is  lost  upon  mine  ear  : 
The  child's  cry  in  the  darkness 
Shall  not  the  Father  hear  ? 

"  I  loathe  your  wrangling  counciU, 
I  tread  upon  your  creeds  ; 
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Who  made  ye  mine  avengers, 
Or  told  ye  of  my  needs  ; 

^  I  bless  men  and  ye  curse  them, 
I  love  them  and  ye  bate  ; 
Te  bite  and  tear  each  other, 
I  suffer  long  and  wait. 

^  Te  bow  to  ghastly  symbols, 

To  cross  aud  scourge  and  thorn  ; 
Te  seek  his  Syrian  manger 
Who  in  the  heart  is  born. 

*  For  the  dead  Christ,  not  the  living, 

Te  watch  His  empty  grave. 
Whose  life  alone  within  you 
Has  power  to  bless  and  save. 

**  O  blind  ones,  outward  groping. 
The  idle  quest  forego  ; 
Who  listens  to  His  inward  voice 
Alone  of  Him  shall  know. 

•*  His  love  all  love  exceeding 
Tlie  heart  must  needs  recall. 
Its  self-surrendering  freedom. 
Its  loss  that  gaineth  alL 

^  Climb  not  the  holy  mountains. 
Their  eagles  know  not  me  ; 
Seek  not  the  Blessed  Islands, 
I  dwell  not  in  the  sea. 

*  Gone  is  the  mount  of  Mem, 

The  triple  gods  are  gone, 
And,  deaf  to  all  the  lama's  prayers, 
The  fiuddha  slumbers  on. 

•*  No  more  from  rocky  Horeb 
The  smitten  waters  gush  ; 
Fallen  is  Bethel's  ladder, 

Quenched  is  the  burning  bush. 

"  The  jewels  of  the  Urim 

And  Thummim  all  are  dim  ; 
The  fire  has  left  the  altar. 
The  sign  the  teraphim. 

*  No  more  in  ark  or  hill  grove 

The  Holiest  abides  ; 
Not  in  the  scroll's  dead  letter 
The  eternal  secret  hides. 

^  The  eye  shall  fail  that  searches 
For  me  the  hollow  sky ; 


The  far  is  even  as  the  near. 
The  low  is  as  the  high. 

''  What  if  the  earth  is  hiding 

Her  old  faiths,  long  outworn  ? 

What  is  it  to  the  changeless  truth 

That  yours  shall  fail  in  turn  ? 

"  What  if  the  o'ertumed  altar 
Lays  bare  the  ancient  lie  ? 
What  if  the  dreams  and  legends 
Of  the  world's  childhood  die  ? 

«  Have  ye  not  still  my  witness 
Within  yourselves  alway, 
My  hand  that  on  the  keys  of  life 
For  bliss  or  bale  I  lay  ? 

**  Still,  in  perpetual  judgment, 
I  hold  assize  within. 
With  sure  reward  of  holiness, 
And  dread  rebuke  of  sin. 

"  A  light,  a  guide,  a  warning, 
A  presence  ever  near, 
Through  the  deep  silence  of  the  fle 
I  reach  the  inward  ear. 

**  My  Gerizim  aud  Ebal 
Are  in  each  human  soul, 
The  still,  small  voice  of  blessing, 
And  Sinai's  thunder-roll. 

**  The  stem  behest  of  duty, 

The  doom-book  open  thrown, 
The  heaven  ye  seek,  the  hell  ve  fea 
Are  with  yourselves  alone. 

A  gold  and  purple  sunset 

Flowed  down  the  broad  Moselle  ; 
On  hills  of  vine  and  meadow  lands 

The  peace  of  twilight  fell. 

A  slow,  cool  wind  of  evening 
Blew  over  leaf  and  bloom  ; 

And,  faint  and  far,  the  Angelus 
Rang  from  Saint  Matthew's  toml 

Then  up  rose  Master  Echard, 
And  marvelled  :  "  Can  it  be 

That  here,  in  dream  and  vision, 
The  Lord  hath  talked  with  me  ? 

He  went  his  way  ;  behind  him 
The  shrines  of  saintly  dead. 


THE   MINISTER'S   DAUGHTER 
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The  holy  coat  and  nail  of  cross, 
He  left  unvisited. 

He  sought  the  vale  of  Eltzbach 
His  burdened  soul  to  free. 

Where  the  foot-hills  of  the  Eifel 
Are  glassed  in  Laachersee. 

And,  in  his  Order's  kloster. 
He  sat,  in  night-long  parle. 

With  Tauler  of  the  Friends  of  God, 
And  Nicolas  of  Basle. 

And  lo  !  the  twain  made  answer  : 
**  Yea,  brother,  even  thus 

The  Voice  above  all  voices 
Hath  spoken  unto  us. 

**  The  world  will  have  its  idols. 
And  flesh  and  sense  their  aiga  : 
But  the  blinded  eyes  shall  open, 
And  the  gross  ear  be  fine. 

**  What  if  the  vision  tarry  ? 
God's  time  is  always  best ; 
The  true  Light  shall  be  witnessed, 
The  Christ  within  confessed. 

^*  In  mercy  or  in  judgment 

He  shall  turn  and  overturn. 
Till  the  heart  shall  be  His  temple 
Where  all  of  Him  shall  learn." 


INSCRIPTIONS 

ON   A  SUN-DIAL 
FOR    DR.  HENRY    I.    BOWDITCH 

With  warning  hand  I  mark  Time's  rapid 
flight 

From  life's  glad  morning  to  its  solemn 
night; 

Yet,  through  the  dear  Crod's  love,  I  also 
show 

There  's  Light  above  me  by  the  Shade  be- 
low. 

ON  A  FOUNTAIN 
FOR  DOROTHEA   L.   DIX 

Stranger  and  traveller, 
Drink  freely  and  bestow 


A  kindly  thought  on  her 

Who  bade  this  fountain  flow^ 

Yet  hath  no  other  claim 
Than  as  the  minister 

Of  blessing  in  Grod's  name. 
Drink,  and  in  His  peace  go  f 


THE  MINISTER'S  DAUGHTER 

In  the  minister's  morning  sermon 
He  had  told  of  the  primal  fall. 

And  how  thenceforth  the  wrath  of  Grod 
Bested  on  each  and  all. 

And  how  of  His  will  and  pleasure. 
All  souls,  save  a  chosen  few. 

Were  doomed  to  the  quenchless  burning', 
And  held  in  the  way  thereto. 

Yet  never  by  faith's  unreason 

A  saiutlier  soul  was  tried. 
And  never  the  harsh  old  lesson 

A  tenderer  heart  belied. 

And,  after  the  painful  service 
On  that  pleasant  Sabbath  day. 

He  walked  with  his  little  daughter 
Through  the  apple-bloom  oi  May. 

Sweet  in  the  fresh  green  meadows 
Sparrow  and  blackbird  sung  ; 

Above  him  their  tinted  petals 
The  blossoming  orchards  hung. 

Around  on  the  wonderful  glory 
The  minister  looked  and  smiled  ; 
**  How  good  is  the  Lord  who  gives  us 
These  gifts  from  His  hand,  my  child  t 

**  Behold  in  the  bloom  of  apples 
And  the  violets  in  the  sward 
A  hint  of  the  old,  lost  beauty 
Of  the  Garden  of  the  Lord  f " 

Then  up  spake  the  little  maiden. 
Treading  on  snow  and  pink  : 
**  O  father !  these  pretty  blossoms 
Are  very  wicked,  I  think. 

**  Had  there  been  no  Garden  of  Eden 

There  never  had  been  a  fall ; 

And  if  never  a  tree  had  blossomed 

G^  would  have  loved  us  all." 
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**  Hash,  child  ! "  the  father  answered, 

**  By  His  decree  man  fell ; 
His  ways  are  in  clouds  and  darkness. 

But  He  doeth  all  things  well. 


M 


And  whether  by  His  ordaining 
To  us  Cometh  good  or  ill, 
Jov  or  pain,  or  light  or  shadow. 
We  must  fear  and  love  Him  still." 

**  Oh,  I  fear  Him  ! "  said  the  daughter, 
**  And  I  try  to  love  Him,  too  ; 

But  I  wish  He  was  good  and  gentle, 
Kind  and  loving  as  you." 

The  minister  groaned  in  spirit 
As  the  tremulous  lips  of  pain 

And  wide,  wet  eyes  uplifted 
Questioned  his  own  in  vain. 

Bowing  his  head  he  pondered 
The  words  of  the  little  one  ; 

Had  he  erred  in  his  life-long  teaching  ? 
Had  he  wrong  to  his  Master  done  ? 

To  what  grim  and  dreadful  idol 
Had  he  lent  the  holiest  name  ? 

Did  his  own  heart,  loving  and  hiunan, 
The  God  of  his  worship  shame  ? 

And  lo  I  from  the  bloom  and  greenness. 
From  the  tender  skies  above, 

And  the  face  of  hb  little  daughter. 
He  read  a  lesson  of  love. 

No  more  as  the  cloudy  terror 

Of  Sinai's  mount  of  law, 
But  as  Christ  in  the  Syrian  lilies 

The  vision  of  God  he  saw. 

And,  as  when,  in  the  clefts  of  Horeb, 
Of  old  was  His  presence  known. 

The  dread  Inetfnble  Glory 
Was  Infinite  Goodness  alone. 

Thereafter  his  hearers  noted 
In  his  prayers  a  tenderer  strain, 

And  never  the  gospel  of  hatred 
Burned  on  his  lips  again. 

And  the  scoffing  tongue  was  prayerful, 
And  the  blinded  eyes  founa  sight, 

And  hearts,  as  flint  aforetime. 

Grew  soft  in  his  warmth  and  light. 


BY  THEIR  WORKS 

Call  him  not  heretic  whose  works  attest 
His  faith  in  g^oodness  by  no  creed  confessed. 
Whatever  in  love's  name  is  truly  done 
To  free  the  bound  and  lift  the  fallen  one 
Is  done  to  Christ.      Wboso  in  deed  and 

word 
Is  not  a^inst  Him  labors  for  our  Lord. 
When  He,  who,  sad  and  weary,  longing 

sore 
For  love's  sweet  service,  sought  the  sisten^ 

door, 
One  saw  the  heavenly,  one  the  human  guest, 
But  who  shall  say  which  loved  the  Master 

best? 


THE  WORD 

Voice  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  makings  known 
Man  to  himself,  a  witness  swift  and  soie^ 
Warning,  approving,  true  and  wise  and 
pure, 
Counsel  and  guidance  that  misleadeth  none ! 
By  thee  the  mystery  of  life  is  read  ; 
The  picture-writing  of  the  world's  gray 

seers, 
The  myths  and  parables  of  the  primal 
years, 
Whose  letter  kills,  by  thee  interpreted 
Take  healthful  meanings  fitted  to  our  needs, 
And  in  the  soul's  vernacular  express 
The  common  law  of  simple  righteous- 
ness. 
Hatred  of  cant  and  doubt  of  human  creeds 
May  well  be  felt :  the  unpardonable  sin 
Is  to  deny  the  Word  of  Ciod  within  I 


THE   BOOK 

Gallery  of  sacred  pictures  manifold, 
A  minster  rich  in  holy  effigies. 
And  bearing  on  entablature  and  frieze 
The  hieroglyphic  oracles  of  old. 
Along  its  transept  aureoled  martyrs  sit ; 
And  the  low  chancel  side-lights  half 

quaint 

The  eye  with  shrines  of  prophet,  hard, 
and  saint, 
Their  age-dimmed  tablets  traced  in  douhi- 
ful  writ  1 
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But  only  when  on  form  and  word  obscure 
Falls  from  above    thd  white    supernal 

light 
We  read  the  mystic  characters  aright. 
And  life  informs  the  silent  portraiture, 
Until  we  pause  at  last,  awe-held,  before 
The  One  ineffable  Face,  love,  wonder,  and 
adore. 


REQUIREMENT 

We  live  by  Faith ;  but  Faith  is  not  the 
slave 
Of  text  and  legend.    Reason's  voice  and 

God's, 
Nature's  and  Duty's,  never  are  at  odds. 
What  asks  our  Father  of  His  children,  save 
Justice  and  mercy  and  humility, 
A  reasonable  service  of  good  deeds. 
Pure  living,  tenderness  to  human  needs, 
Reverence  and  trust,  and  prayer  for  light 

to  see 
The  Master's  footprints  in  our  daily  ways  ? 
No  knotted  scourge  nor  sacrificial  knife. 
But  the  calm  beauty  of  an  ordered  life 
Whose     very     breathing     is     imworded 

praise  !  — 
A  life  that  stands  as  all  true   lives  have 

stood, 
Firm-rooted  in  the  faith  that  Grod  is  Good. 


HELP 

Dream  not,  O  Soul,  that  easy  is  the  task 
Thus  set  before  thee.    If  it  proves  at 

length, 
As  well    it    may,  beyond    thy  natural 
strength, 
Faint  not,  despair  not.     As  a  child  may  ask 
A  father,  pray  the  Everlasting  Good 

For  light  and  guidance  midst  the  subtle 

snares 
Of  sin  thick  planted  in  life's  thorough- 
fares. 
For  spiritual  strength  and  moral  hardihood  ; 
Still  listening,  through  the  noise  of  time 
and  sense. 
To  the  still  whisper  of  the  Inward  Word  ; 
Bitter  in  blame,  sweet  in  approval  heard. 
Itself  its  own  confirming  eviaence  : 
To  health  of  soul  a  voice  to  cheer  and  please. 
To  guilt  the  wrath  of  the  Eumenides. 


UTTERANCE 

But  what  avail  inadequate  words  to  reach 
The  innermost  of  Truth  ?    Who  shall 

essay. 
Blinded  and  weak,  to  point  and  lead  the 
way. 
Or  solve  the  mystery  in  familiar  speech  ? 
Yet,  if  it  be  that  something  not  thy  own. 
Some  shadow  of  the  Thought  to  which 

our  schemes. 
Creeds,  cult,  and  ritual  are  at  best  but 
dreams. 
Is  even  to  thy  unworthiness  made  known. 
Thou  mayst  not  hide  what  yet  thou  shouldst 
not  dare 
To  utter  lightly,  lest  on  lips  of  thine 
The  real  seem  false,  the  beauty  undi- 
vine. 
So,  weighing  duty  in  the  scale  of  prayer, 
Give  what  seems  given  thee.    It  may  prove 

a  seed 
Of  goodness  dropped  in  fallow-grounds  of 
need. 


ORIENTAL   MAXIMS 

PARAPHRASE     OF     SANSCRIT      TRANSLA- 
TIONS 

THE  INWARD   JUDGE 

From  Institutes  of  Manu, 

The  soul  itself  its  awful  witness  is. 
Say  not  in  evil  doing,  "  No  one  sees," 
And  so  offend  the  conscious  One  within, 
Whose  ear  can  hear  the  silences  of  sin 
Ere  they  find  voice,  whose  eyes  unsleeping 

see 
The  secret  motions  of  iniquity. 

Nor  in  thy  folly  say,  "  I  am  alone." 
For,  seated  in  thy  heart,  as  on  a  throne, 
The   ancient  Judge    and   Witness   liveth 

still. 
To  note  thy  act  and  thought ;  and  as  thy 

ill 
Or  good  goes  from  thee,  far  beyond  thy 

reach. 
The  solemn  Doomsman's  seal  is  set  on 

each. 
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LAYING  UP  TREASURE 

From  the  MahdMidratCL 

Before  the  Ender  comes,  whose  charioteer 
Is  swift  or  slow  Disease,  lay  up  each  year 
Thy  harvests  of  well-doing,  wealth  that 

kings 
Nor  thieves  can  take  away.    When  all  the 

things 
Thou  callest  thine,  goods,  pleasures,  honors 

fall, 
Thou  in  thy  virtue  shalt  survive  them  all. 

CONDUCT 

From  the  Mahdibhdrata. 

Heed  how  thou  livest.    Do  no  act  by  day 
Which  from  the  night  shall  drive  thy  peace 

away. 
In  months  of  sun  so  live  that  months  of  rain 
Shall  still  be  happy.    Evermore  restrain 
Evil  and  cherish  good,  so  shall  there  be 
Another  and  a  happier  life  for  thee. 


AN    EASTER   FLOWER    GIFT 

O  dearest  bloom  the  seasons  know, 
Flowers  of  the  Resurrection,  blow, 

Our  hope  and  faith  restore  ; 
And  through  the  bitterness  of  death 
And  loss  and  sorrow,  breathe  a  breath 

Of  life  f orevermore  ! 

The  thought  of  Love  Immortal  blends 
With  fond  remembrances  of  friends  ; 

In  you,  O  sacred  flowers. 
By  human  love  made  doubly  sweet, 
The  heavenly  and  the  earthly  meet, 

The  heart  of  Christ  and  ours  f 


THE   MYSTICS   CHRISTMAS 

**  All  hail !  "  the  bells  of  Christmas  rang, 
*'  All  hail !  "  the  monks  at  Christmas  sang, 
The  merry  monks  who  kept  with  cheer 
The  gladdest  day  of  all  their  year. 

But  still  apart,  unmoved  thereat, 
A  pious  elder  brother  sat 


Silent,  in  his  accustomed  place, 

With  God's  sweet  peace  upon  his  face, 

"Why   sitt'st  thou  thus?'*  hiB  breihi 

cried. 
**  It  is  the  blessed  Christmas-tide  ; 
The  Christmas  li&^hts  are  all  aglow. 
The  sacred  lilies  bud  and  blow. 

"  Above  our  heads  the  joy-bells  ring. 
Without  the  happy  children  sing. 
And  all  God's  creatures  hail  the  mom 
On  which  the  holy  Christ  was  bom  1 


**  Rejoice  with  us  ;  no  more  rebuke 
Our  gladness  with  thy  quiet  look." 
The  gray  monk  answered  :  **  Keep,  I  pra^ 
Even  as  ye  list,  the  Lord's  birthday. 

**  Let  heathen  Yule  fires  flicker  red 
Where     thronged    refectory     feasts     a 

spread  ; 
With  mystery-play  and  masque  and  mim 
And  wait-songs  speed  the  holy  time  1 

"  The  blindest  faith  may  haply  save  ; 
The  Lord  accepts  the  thines  we  have  ; 
And  reverence,  howsoe'er  it  strays. 
May  find  at  last  the  shining  ways. 

**  They  needs  must  g^pe  who  cannot  see. 
The  blade  before  the  ear  must  be  ; 
As  ye  are  feeling  I  have  felt, 
And  where  ye  dwell  I  too  have  dwelt. 

**  But  now,  beyond  the  things  of  sense. 
Beyond  occasions  and  events, 
I  Imow,  through  God's  exceeding  grace. 
Release  from  form  and  time  and  place. 

**  I  listen,  from  no  mortal  tongue. 
To  hear  the  song  the  angels  sung ; 
And  wait  within  myself  to  know 
The  Christmas  lilies  bud  and  blow. 

"  The  outward  symbols  disappear 
From  him  whose  inward  sight  is  clear  ; 
And  small  must  be  the  choice  of  days 
To  him  who  fills  them  all  with  praise ! 

"  Keep  while  you  need  it,  brothers  mine. 
With  honest  zeal  your  Christmas  sign. 
But  judge  not  him  who  every  mom 
Feels  in  his  heart  the  Lord  Christ  bom  I ' 


WHAT  THE  TRAVELLER  SAID  AT  SUNSET 
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AT  LAST 

[Redted  by  one  of  the  little  group  of  iel»- 
tions,  who  stood  by  the  poet^s  bedside,  aa  the 
last  moment  of  his  life  approached.] 

When  on  my  day  of  life  the  night  is  fall- 
ing* 
And,  in  the  winds  from  unsunned  spaces 

blown, 
I  hear  far  voices  out  of  darkness  calling 
My  feet  to  paths  unknown, 

Thou  who  hast  made  my  home  of  life  so 
pleasant. 
Leave  not  its  tenant  when  its  walls  decay; 

0  Love  Divine,  O  Helper  ever  present. 
Be  Thou  my  strength  and  stay  I 

Be  near  me  when  all  else  is  from  me  drift- 
ing; 
Earth,   sky,  home's    pictures,   days    of 

shade  and  shine, 
And  kindly  faces  to  my  own  uplifting 
The  love  which  answers  mine. 

« 

1  have  but  Thee,  my  Father  I  let  Thy  spirit 
Be  with  me  then  to  comfort  and  uphold  ; 

No  gate   of  pearl,  no  branch  of  palm  I 
merit. 
Nor  street  of  shining  g^ld. 

Suffice  it  if  —  my  good  and  ill  unreckoned, 
And  both  forgiven  through  Thy  abound- 
ing g^ace  — 

I  find  myself  by  hands  familiar  beckoned 
Unto  my  fitting  place. 

Some  humble  door  among  Thy  many  man- 
sions, 
Some  sheltering  shade   where  sin  and 
striving  cease. 
And  flows  forever  through  heaven's  green 
expansions 
The  river  of  Thy  peace. 

There,  from   the  music  round  about  me 
stealing, 
I  fain  woifid  learn  the  new  and  holy 
song, 
And  find   at  last,  beneath  Thy  trees  of 
healing. 
The  life  for  which  I  long. 


WHAT  THE  TRAVELLER  SAID 
AT   SUNSET 

The  shadows  grow  and  deepen  round  me, 

I  feel  the  dew-fall  in  the  air  ; 
The  muezzin  of  the  darkening  thicket, 

I  hear  the  night-thrush  call  to  prayer. 

The  evenins:  wind  is  sad  with  farewells. 

And  loving  hands  unclasp  from  miuT; 
Alone  I  go  to  meet  the  darkness 

Across  an  awful  boundary-line. 

As  from  the  lighted  hearths  behind  me 
I  pass  with  slow,  reluctant  feet, 

Wbat  waits  me  in  the  land  of  strangeness  ? 
What  face  shall  smile,  what  voice  shall 
greet? 

What  space  shall   awe,  what  brightness 
blind  me  ? 

Wbat  thunder-roll  of  music  stun  ? 
Wbat  vast  processions  sweep  before  me 

Of  shapes  unknown  beneath  the  sun  ? 

I  shrink  from  unaccustomed  glory, 
I  dread  the  myriad-voic3d  strain  ; 

Give  me  the  unforgotten  faces. 
And  let  my  lost  ones  speak  again. 

He  will  not  chide  my  mortal  yearning 
Who  is  our  Brother  and  our  Friend  ; 

In  whose  full  life,  divine  and  human, 
The  heavenly  and  the  earthly  blend. 

Mine  be  the  joy  of  soul-communion. 
The  sense  of  spiritual  strength  renewed. 

The  reverence  for  the  pure  and  holy, 
The  dear  delight  of  doing  good. 

No  fitting  ear  is  mine  to  listen 
An  endless  anthem's  rise  and  fall ; 

No  curious  eye  is  mine  to  measure 
The  pearl  gate  and  the  jasper  walL 

For  love  must  needs  be  more  than  know- 
ledge : 

What  matter  if  I  never  know 
Why  Aldebaran's  star  is  ruddy, 

Or  warmer  Sinus  white  as  snow  I 

Forgave  my  human  words,  O  Father  I 
I  go  Thy  larger  truth  to  prove  ; 
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Thy  mercy  shall  transcend  my  long^g  : 
I  seek  but  love,  and  Thou  art  Love  ! 

I  go  to  find  my  lost  and  mourned  for 
Safe  in  Thy  sheltering  g^oodness  still. 

And  all  that  hope  and  faith  foreshadow 
Made  perfect  in  Thy  holy  will ! 


«THE  STORY   OF   IDA" 

Francesoa  Alexander,  whoee  pen  and  pencil 
have  80  reverently  tranacribed  the  siniple  faith 
and  life  of  the  Italian  peasantry,  wrote  the 
narrative  published  with  John  Ruskin's  intro- 
dnctiou  under  the  title,  The  Story  of  Ida. 

Weary  of  jangling  noises  never  stilled, 
The  skeptic's  sneer,  the  bight's  hate,  the 

din 
Of  clashing  texts,  the   webs  of   creed 
men  spin 
Round  simple  truth,  the  children  gprown 

who  build 
With  gilded  cards  their  new  Jerusalem, 
Busy,  with  sacerdotal  tailorings 
And  tinsel  gauds,  bedizening  holy  things, 
I  turn,  with  glad  and  grateful  heart,  from 

them 
To  the  sweet  story  of  the  Florentine 
Immortal  in  her  blameless  maidenhood. 
Beautiful  as  God's  angels  and  as  good  ; 
Feelin?  that  life,  even  now,  may  be  divine 
With  love  no  wrong  can  ever  change  to 

hate. 
No  sin  make  less  than  all-compassionate  I 


THE   LIGHT  THAT  IS   FELT 

A  TENDER  child  of  sunmiers  three. 
Seeking  her  little  bed  at  night, 

Pknsed  on  the  dark  stair  timidly. 

**  Ob,  mother  !     Take  ray  hand,"  said  she, 
'<  And  then  the  dark  will  all  be  light." 

We  older  children  g^fope  our  way 

From  dark  behind  to  dark  before  ; 
And  only  when  our  hands  we  lay. 
Dear  Lord,  in  Thine,  the  night  is  day. 
And  there  is  darkness  nevermore. 

Reach  downward  to  the  sunless  days 

Wherein  our  guides  are  blind  as  we, 
And  faith  is  small  and  hope  delays  ; 


Take  Thou  the  hands  of  prayer  we  lai 
And  let  us  feel  the  light  of  Thee  1 


THE   TWO   LOVES 

Smoothing  soft  the  nestling  head 

Of  a  maiden  fancy-led. 

Thus  a  g^ve-eyed  woman  said : 

*<  Richest  gifts  are  those  we  make. 
Dearer  than  the  love  we  take 
That  we  give  for  love's  own  sake. 

**  Well  I  know  the  heart's  unrest  ; 
Mine  has  been  the  common  quest. 
To  be  loved  and  therefore  blest. 

«  Favors  undeserved  were  mine  ; 
At  my  feet  as  on  a  shrine 
Love  has  laid  its  gifts  divine. 


« 


Sweet  the  offerings  seemed,  and  yet 
With  their  sweetness  came  regret. 
And  a  sense  of  unpaid  debt. 


"  Heart  of  mine  unsatisfied, 
Was  it  vanity  or  pride 
That  a  deeper  joy  denied  ? 

''  Hands  that  ope  but  to  receiye 
Empty  close  ;  they  only  live 
Richly  who  can  richly  g^ve. 

"  Still,"  she  sighed,  with  moistening  e 
*'  Love  is  sweet  in  any  g^ise  ; 
But  its  best  is  sacrifice  ! 

'<  He  who,  giving,  does  not  crave 
Likest  is  to  Him  who  gave 
Life  itself  the  loved  to  save. 

"  Love,  that  self-forgetful  gives, 
Sows  surprise  of  ripened  sheaves. 
Late  or  soon  its  own  receives." 


ADJUSTMENT 

The  tree  of  Faith  its  bare,  dry  boughs  1 

shed 
That  nearer  heaven  the  living  ones 

climb ; 
The  false  must   fail,  though  from 

shores  of  time 


HYMNS  OF  THE  BRAHMO  SOMAJ 
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The  old  lament  be  heard,  "  Great  Pan  is 

dead  I " 
That  wail  is  Error's,  from  his  high  place 
hurled  ; 
This  sharp  recoil  is  Evil  undertrod  ; 
Our  time  s  unrest,  an  ang^l  sent  of  God 
Troubling  with  life  the  waters  of  the  world. 
Even  as  they  list  the  winds  of  the  Spirit 
blow 
To  turn  or  break  our  century  -  rusted 

vanes ; 
Sands  shift  and  waste;  the  rock  alone 
remains 
Where,  led  of  Heaven,  the  strong  tides 

come  and  go, 
And  storm-clouds,  rent  by  thunderbolt  and 

wind. 
Leave,  free  of  mist,  the  permanent  stars 
behind. 

Tlieref  ore  I  trust,  although  to  outward  sense 
Both  true  and  false  seem  shaken  ;  I  will 

hold 
With  newer  light  my  reverence  for  the 
old 
And  calmly  wait  the  births  of  Providence. 
No  gain  is  lost ;  the  clear-eyed  saints  look 
down 
Untroubled  on  the  wreck  of  schemes  and 

creeds  ; 
Love    yet  remains,  its  rosary  of  good 
deeds 
Counting  in  task-field  and  o'erpeopled  town. 
Truth  has  charmed  life  ;  the  Inward  Word 
survives, 
And,  day  by  day,  its  revelation  brings  ; 
Faith,    hope,  and    charity,    whatsoever 
things 
Which  cannot  be  shaken,  stand.     Still  holy 

lives 
Reveal  the  Christ  of  whom  the  letter  told. 
And  the  new  gospel  verifies  the  old. 


HYMNS    OF   THE    BRAHMO 
SOMAJ 

I  have  attempted  this  paraphrase  of  the 
Hymns  of  the  Brahmo  Somaj  of  India,  as  I 
find  them  in  Mozoomdar^s  account  of  the  devo- 
tional exercises  of  that  remarkable  religions 
development  which  has  attracted  far  leas  atten- 
tion and  sympathy  from  the  Christian  world 
than  it  deserves,  as  a  fresh  revelation  of  the 
direct  action  of  the  Divine  Spirit  upon  the  hu- 
man heart. 


The  mercy,  O  Eternal  One  ! 

By  man  unmeasured  yet. 
In  joy  or  g^ef,  in  shade  or  sun, 

I  never  will  forget. 
I  give  the  whole,  and  not  a  part, 

Of  all  Thou  eravest  me  ; 
My  goods,  my  life,  my  soul  and  hearty 

I  yield  them  all  to  Thee  ! 

II 

We  fast  and  plead,  we  weep  and  pray. 

From  morning  until  even  ; 
We  feel  to  find  the  holy  way. 

We  knock  at  the  gate  of  heaven  f 
And  when  in  silent  awe  we  wait, 

And  word  and  sign  forbear. 
The  hinges  of  the  golden  gate 

Move,  soundless,  to  our  prayer  !• 
Who  hears  the  eternal  harmonies 

Can  heed  no  outward  word  ; 
Blind  to  all  else  is  he  who  sees 

The  vision  of  the  Lord  I 

III 

O  soul,  be  patient,  restrain  thy  tears, 

Have  hope,  and  not  despair  ; 
As  a  tender  mother  heareth  her  child 

Grod  hears  the  penitent  prayer. 
And  not  forever  shall  grief  be  thine  ; 

On  the  Heavenly  Mother's  breast, 
Washed  clean  and  white  in  waters  of  joy 

Shall  His  seeking  child  find  rest. 
Console  thyself  with  His  word  of  grace. 

And  cease  thy  wail  of  woe. 
For  His  mercy  never  an  equal  hath. 

And  His  love  no  bounds  can  know. 
Lean  close  unto  Him  in  faith  and  hope  ; 

How  many  like  thee  have  found 
In  Him  a  shelter  and  home  of  peace, 

By  His  mercy  compassed  round  ! 
There,  safe  from   sin   and   the  sorrow  it 
brings. 

They  sing  their  grateful  psalms, 
And  rest,  at  noon,  by  the  wells  of  Grod, 

In  the  shade  of  His  holy  palms  f 

REVELATION 

**  And  I  went  into  the  Vale  of  BeaTor,  and  m  I  went  I 
preached  repentance  to  the  people.  And  one  momJnff 
sitting  by  the  fire,  a  great  cloud  oune  orer  me,  ana 
a  temptation  beset  me.  And  it  was  said  :  AH  things 
come  by  Nature  ;  and  the  Elements  and  the  Stars  came 
over  me.    And  as  I  sat  still  and  let  it  alone,  a  living 
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hope  aroM  in  me,  and  a  true  Voice  which  said :  Tkere 
it  a  living  God  who  made  all  things.  And  immediately 
ttie  cloud  and  the  temptation  vanished,  and  life  roee 
over  all,  and  my  heart  vras  glad  and  I  praiaed  the  living 
Qod.**  —  Journal  0/  George  Fox^  1690. 

Still,  as  of  old,  in  Beaver's  Yale, 

0  man  of  Grod  !  our  hope  and  faith 
The  Elements  and  Stars  assail. 

And  the  awed  spirit  holds  its  breath, 
Blown  over  by  a  wind  of  death. 

Takes  Nature  thought  for  such  as  we. 
What  place  her  human  atom  fills, 

The  weed-drift  of  her  careless  sea. 
The  mist  on  her  unheeding  hills  ? 
What  recks  she  of  our  helpless  wills  ? 

Strange  god  of  Force,  with  fear,  not  love, 
Its  trembling  worshipper  !     Can  prayer 

Beach  the  shut  ear  of  Fate,  or  move 
Unpitying  Energy  to  spare  ? 
What  doth  the  cosmic  Vastness  care  ? 

In  vain  to  this  dread  Unconcern 
For  the  All-Father's  love  we  look; 

In  vain,  in  quest  of  it,  we  turn 

The  storied  leaves  of  Nature's  book, 
The  prints  her  rocky  tablets  took. 

I  pray  for  faith,  I  long  to  trust ; 

1  listen  with  ray  heart,  and  hear 
A  Voice  without  a  sound  :  **  Be  just. 

Be  true,  be  merciful,  revere 

The  Word  within  thee  :  God  is  near  f 

^  A  light  to  sky  and  earth  unknown 
Pales  all  their  lights  :  a  mightier  force 


Than  theirs  the  powers  of  Nature  owiii 
And,  to  its  goal  as  at  its  sourcey 
His  Spirit  moves  the  Universe. 

^'Believe  and  trust.    Through   stars  and 
suns. 
Through  life  and  death,  through  soul  and 
sense. 
His  wise,  paternal  purpose  runs  ; 
The  darkness  of  His  providence 
Is  star-lit  with  benign  intents.' 


»* 


0  joy  supreme  f  I  know  the  Yoice, 
Like  none  beside  on  earth  or  sea  ; 

Yea,  more,  O  soul  of  mine,  rejoice. 
By  all  that  He  requires  of  me, 
I  know  what  God  himself  must  be» 

No  picture  to  my  aid  I  call, 

I  shape  no  imao;e  in  my  prayer  ^ 

1  only  know  in  Him  is  all 

Of  life,  light,  beauty,  everywhere^ 
Eternal  Goodness  here  and  there  1 

I  know  He  is,  and  what  He  is. 

Whose  one  great  purpose  is  the  good 

Of  all.     I  rest  my  soul  on  His 
Immortal  Love  and  Fatherhood  ; 
And  trust  Him,  as  His  children  should* 

I  fear  no  more.     The  clouded  face 

Of  Nature  smiles  ;  through  all  her  thingi 

Of  time  and  space  and  sense  I  trace 
The  moving  of  the  Spirit's  wings. 
And  hear  the  song  of  hope  she  sings. 


AT   SUNDOWN 


TO  E.  C.  S. 

Poet  and  friend  of  poets,  if  thy  glass 
Detects  no  flower  in  winter*s  tuft  of  _ 
Let  this  slight  token  of  the  debt  I  owe 

Outlive  for  thee  December's  frozen  day. 
And,  like  the  arbutus  budding  under  snow, 

Take  bloom  and  fragrance  from  some  mom 
of  May 
When  he  who  gives  it  shall  have  gone  the  way 
Where  faith  shall  see  and  reverent  trust  shall 
know. 


THE   CHRISTMAS   OF   1888 

Low  in  the  east,   against  a  white,  cold 

dawn, 
The  black-lined  silhouette  of  the  woods  was 

drawn, 
And  on  a  wintry  waste 
Of  frosted  streams  and  hillsides  bare  and 

brown. 
Through   thin   cloud-films  a  pallid  ghost 

looked  down. 
The  waning  moon  half-faced  I 

In  that  pale   sky  and  sere,  snow-waiting 

earth, 
What  sign  was  there  of  the  immortal  birth  ? 

What  herald  of  the  One  ? 
Lo  !  swift  as  thought  the  heavenly  radiance 

came, 
A  rose-red   splendor  swept  the  sky  like 
flame, 
Up  rolled  the  round,  bright  sun  ! 

And  all  was  changed.     From  a  transfigured 
world 

The  moon's  ghost  fled,  the  smoke  of  home- 
hearths  curled 
Up  the  still  air  unblown. 

Li  Orient  warmth  and  brightness,  did  that 
morn 

O'er  Nain  and  Nazareth,  when  the  Christ 
was  bom, 
Break  fairer  than  our  own  ? 


The  morning's  promise  noon  and  eve  fnl- 

fiUed 
In  warm,  soft  sky  and  landscape  hazy-hilled 

And  sunset  fair  as  they  ; 
A  sweet  reminder  of  His  holiest  time, 
A  summer^miracle  in  our  winter  climes 

Grod  gave  a  perfect  day. 

The  near  was  blended  with  the  old  and  far, 

And  Bethlehem's  hillside  and  the  Magi's 

star 

Seemed  here,  as  there  and  then,  — 

Our  homestead  pine-tree  was  the  Syrian 

palm. 
Our  heart's  desire  the  angels'  midnight 
psalm. 
Peace,  and  good-will  to  men  f 

THE  VOW  OF  WASHINGTON 

Read  in  New  York,  April  30,  1889,  at  the 
Centennial  Celebration  of  the  Inauguration  of 
George  Washington  as  the  first  President  of  the 
United  States. 

The  sword  was  sheathed  :  in  April's  son 
Lay  green  the  fields  by  Freedom  won  ; 
And  severed  sections,  weary  of  debates. 
Joined  hands  at    last    and  were   United 
States. 

O  City  sitting  by  the  Sea  I 

How  proud  the  day  that  dawned  on  thee. 
When  the  new  era,  long  desired,  began, 
And,  in  its  need,  the  hour  had  found  the 
man  I 

One  thought  the  cannon  salvos  spoke, 
The  resonant  bell-tower's  vibrant  stroke, 
The   voiceful   streets,  the   plaudit-echoing 

halls. 
And  prayer  and  hymn  borne  heavenward 
from  St.  Paul's ! 

How  felt  the  land  in  every  part 
The  strong  throb  of  a  nation's  hearty 
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As  its  great  leader  gave,  with  reverent  awe. 
His  pledge  to  Uniou,  Liberty,  and  Law ! 

That    pledge    the    heavens   above  him 

heard, 
That  vow  the  sleep  of  centuries  stirred  ; 
In   world-wide   wonder    listening   peoples 

bent 
Their  gaze  on  Freedom's  great  experiment. 

Could  it  succeed  ?     Of  honor  sold 
And  hopes  deceived  all  history  told. 

Above  the  wrecks  that  strewed  the  mourn- 
ful past, 

Was  the  long  dream  of  ages  true  at  last  ? 

Thank  God  !  the  people's  choice  was  just, 
The  one  man  equal  to  his  trust, 

Wise  beyond  lore,  and  without  weakness 
good. 

Calm  in  the  strength  of  flawless  rectitude  I 

His  rule  of  justice,  order,  peace. 
Made  possible  the  world's  release  ; 
Taught  prince  and  serf  that  power  is  but  a 

trust, 
And  rule  alone,  which  serves  the  ruled,  is 
just ; 

That  Freedom  generous  is,  but  strong 
In  hate  of  fraud  and  selfish  wrong. 
Pretence  that  turns  her  holy  truth  to  lies, 
And  lawless  license  masking  in  her  guise. 

Land  of  his  love  I  with  one  glad  voice 
Let  thy  great  sisterhood  rejoice  ; 
A  century's  suns  o'er  thee  have  risen  and  set, 
And,  Groa  be  praised,  we  are  one  nation  yet. 

And  still  we  trust  the  years  to  be 
Shall  prove  his  hope  was  destiny, 
Leaving  our  flag,  with  all  its  added  stars, 
Unrent  by  faction  and  unstained  by  wars. 

Lo  !  where  with  patient  toil  he  nursed 
And  trained  the  new-set  plant  at  first. 
The  widening  branches  of  a  stately  tree 
Stretch  from  the  sunrise  to  the  sunset  sea. 

And  in  its  broad  and  sheltering  shade. 
Sitting  with  none  to  make  afraid. 
Were  we  now  silent,  through  each  mighty 

limb. 
The  winds  of  heaven  would  sing  the  praise 
of  him. 


Our  first  and  best  I  —  his  ashes  lie 
Beneath  his  own  Yirginian  sky. 
Forgive,  forget,  O  true  and  just  and  hoLit, 
The  storm  that  swept  above  ihj  saend 
grave ! 

For,  ever  in  the  awful  strife 
And  dark  hours  of  the  nation's  life, 
Through    the  fierce    tumult    pierced  Jm 

warning  word, 
Their  father's  voice    his  errin^^  childra 
heard ! 

The  change  for  which  he  prayed  and 

sought 
In  that  sharp  agony  was  wroag^ht ; 
No  partial  interest  draws  its  alien  line 
'Twixt  North  and  South,  the  cypress  and 
the  pine  ! 

One  people  now,  all  doubt  beyond. 
His  name  shall  be  our  Union-bond  ; 

We  lift  our  hands  to  Heaven,  and  here  sad 
now 

Take  on  our  lips  the  old  Centennial  vow. 

For  rule  and  trust  must  needs  be  con ; 

Chooser  and  chosen  both  are  powers 
Equal  in  service  as  in  rights  ;  the  claim 
Of  Duty  rests  on  each  and  all  the  same. 

Then  let  the  sovereigpi  millions^  where 
Our  banner  floats  in  sun  and  air, 

From  the  warm  palm-lands  to   Alaska'i 
cold. 

Repeat  with  us  the  pledge  a  century  old  I 


THE   CAPTAIN'S   WELL 

The  story  of  the  shipwreck  of  Captain  Val- 
entine Bagley,  on  the  coast  of  Arabia,  and  hii 
sufferings  in  the  desert,  has  been  familiar  funs 
my  childhood.  It  has  been  partially  told  in  ths 
singpilarly  beautiful  lines  of  my  friend,  Har- 
riet Prescott  Spofford,  on  the  occasion  of  a  pub- 
lic celebration  at  the  Newburyport  Library. 
To  the  charm  and  felicity  of  her  verae,  as  Hr 
as  it  goes,  nothing  can  be  added ;  but  in  the 
following  ballad  I  have  endeavored  to  give  a 
fuller  detail  of  the  touching  incident  npoa 
which  it  is  founded. 

From  pain  and  peril,  by  land  and  mun. 
The  shipwrecked  sailor  came  back  again ; 
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ad  like  one  from  the  dead,  the  threshold 

crossed 
f  his  wondering  home,  that  had  mourned 

him  lost, 

liere  he  sat  once  more  with  his  kith  and 

kin, 
nd  welcomed  his  neighbors  thronging  in. 

at  when  morning  came  he  called  for  his 

spade. 
I  must  pay  my  debt  to  the  Lord,"  he  said. 

Why  dig  you  here  ?  "  asked  the  passer- 
by ; 

Is  there  g^ld  or  silver  the  road  so 
nigh?" 

No,  friend,"  he  answered  :  **  but  under 

this  sod 
the  blessed  water,  the  wine  of  Crod." 

Water  !  the  Powow  is  at  your  back, 
nd  right  before  you  the  Merrimac, 

/^nd  look  yon  up,  or  look  you  down, 
liere  's   a  well-sweep   at  every   door  in 
town." 

True,"  he  said,  "we  have  wells  of  our 

own  ; 
at  this  I  dig  for  the  Lord  alone." 

lid  the   other  :   "  This  soil  is   dry,  you 

know, 
doubt  if  a  spring  can  be  found  below  ; 

You  had  better  consult,  before  you  dig, 
>me  water- witch,  with  a  hazel  twig." 

N'o,  wet  or  dry,  I  will  dig  it  here, 
lallow  or  deep,  if  it  takes  a  year. 

[n  the  Arab  desert,  where  shade  is  none, 
be  waterless  land  of  sand  and  sun. 

Under  the  pitiless,  brazen  sky 

!y  burning  throat  as  the  sand  was  dry  ; 

My  crazed  brain  listened  in  fever  dreams 
3r  plash  of  buckets  and  ripple  of  streams ; 

And  opening  my  eyes  to  the  blinding  glare, 
nd  my  lips  to  the  breath  of  the  blistering 
air. 


"  Tortured  alike  by  the  heavens  and  earth, 
I  cursed,  like  Job,  the  day  of  my  birth. 

"  Then  somethins^  tender,  and  sad,  and  mild 
As  a  mother's  voice  to  her  wandering  child, 

"  Rebuked    my   frenzy ;   and  bowing  my 

head, 
I  prayed  as  I  never  before  had  prayed  : 

"  PUy  me,  God  !  for  I  die  of  thirst  ,• 
Take  me  out  of  this  land  accurst ; 

"  And  if  ever  I  reach  my  home  again. 
Where  earth  has  springs,  and  the  sky  has 
rain, 

"  1  will  dig  a  well  for  the  passers-by, 
And  none  shall  suffer  from  thirst  as  I. 

"  I  saw,  as  I  prayed,  my  home  once  more, 
The  house,  the  bam,  the  elms  by  the  door, 

"The  grass -lined  road,    that    riverward 

wound. 
The  tall  slate  stones  of  the  burying-ground, 

"  The  belfry  and  steeple  on  meeting-house 

hill. 
The  brook  with  its  dam,  and  gray  grist  mill, 

"  And  I  knew  in  thai  vision  beyond  the 

sea. 
The  very  place  where  my  well  must  be. 

"  God  heard  my  prayer  in  that  evil  day  ; 
He  led  my  feet  in  their  homeward  way, 

"  From  false  mirage  and  dried-up  well. 
And  the  hot  sand  storms  of  a  land  of  hell, 

*'  Till  I  saw  at  last  through  the  coast-hill's 

A  city  held  in  its  stony  lap, 

''The  mosques  and  the  domes  of  scorched 

Muscat, 
And  my  heart  leaped  up  with  joy  thereat ; 

"  For  there  was  a  ship  at  anchor  lying, 
A  Christian  flag  at  its  mast-head  flying, 

"And  sweetest  of  sounds  to  my  homesick 

ear 
Was  my  native  tongue  in  the  sailor's  cheer. 
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<<Now  the  Lord  be  thanked,    I  am  back 

again, 
Where  earth  has  springs,  and  the  skies  have 

rain, 

'*  And  the  well  I  promised  by  Oman's  Sea, 
I  am  digging  for  him  in  Amesbury." 

His  kindred  wept,  and  his  neighbors  said  : 
"  The  poor  old  captain  is  out  of  his  head." 

But  from  mom  to  noon,  and  from  noon  to 

night. 
He  toiled  at  his  task  with  main  and  might ; 

And  when  at  last,  from  the  loosened  earth, 
Under  his  spade  the  stream  gushed  forth, 

And  fast  as  he  climbed  to  his  deep  well's 

brim, 
The  water  he  dug  for  followed  him, 

He  shouted  for  joy  :    **  I  have  kept  my 

word, 
And  here  is  the  well  I  promised  the  Lord  !  " 

The  long  years  came  and  the  long  years 

went. 
And  he  sat  by  his  roadside  well  content ; 

He  watched  the  travellers,  heat-oppressed. 
Pause  by  the  way  to  drink  and  rest, 

And  the  sweltering  horses   dip,  as  they 

drank, 
Their  nostrils  deep  in  the  cool,  sweet  tank. 

And  grateful  at  heart,  his  memory  went 
Back  to  that  waterless  Orient, 

And  the  blessed  answer  of  prayer,  which 

came 
To  the  earth  of  iron  and  sky  of  flame. 

And  when  a  wayfarer  weary  and  hot. 
Kept  to  the  mid  road,  pausing  not 

For  the  well's   refreshing,  he   shook   his 

head; 
"He  don't  know  the  value  of  water,"  he 

said  ; 

**  Had  he  prayed  for  a  drop,  as  I  have  done. 
In  the  desert  circle  of  sand  and  sun, 


"  He  would  drink  and  rest,  and  go  home  to 

teU 
That  Grod's  best  gift  is  the  wayside  well  1  ** 


AN   OUTDOOR  RECEPTION 

The  Buhstance  of  these  lines,  hastily  pen- 
cilled aeveral  years  ago,  I  find  among  such  of 
my  unprinted  scraps  as  have  escaped  the  waste- 
basket  and  the  fire.  In  transcribing  it  I  have 
made  some  changes,  additions,  and  omissions. 

On  these  green  banks,   where  falls    too 

soon 
The  shade  of  Autumn's  afternoon. 
The  south  wind  blowing  soft  and  sweet. 
The  water  gliding  at  my  feet. 
The  distant  northern  range  uplit 
By  the  slant  sunshine  over  it, 
With  changes  of  the  mountain  mist 
From  tender  blush  to  amethyst. 
The  valley's  stretch  of  shade  and  gleam 
Fair  as  in  Mirza's  Baghdad  dream. 
With  glad  young  faces  smiling  near 
And  merry  voices  in  my  ear, 
I  sit,  methinks,  as  Hafiz  might 
In  Iran's  Garden  of  Delight. 
For  Persian  roses  blushinc^  red, 
Aster  and  gentian  bloom  mstead  ; 
For  Shiraz  wine,  this  mountain  air  ; 
For  feast,  the  blueberries  which  I  share 
With  one  who  proffers  with  stained  hands 
Her  gleanings  from  yon  pasture  lands^ 
Wild  fruit  that  art  and  culture  spoil. 
The  harvest  of  an  untilled  soil ; 
And  with  her  one  whose  tender  eyes 
Reflect  the  change  of  April  skies, 
Midway  'twixt  child  and  maiden  yet, 
Fresh  as  Spring's  earliest  violet ; 
And  one  whose  look  and  voice  and  ways 
Make  where  she  goes  idyllic  days  ; 
And  one  whose  sweet,  still  countenance 
Seems  dreamful  of  a  child's  romance  ; 
And  others,  welcome  as  are  these, 
Like  and  unlike,  varieties 
Of  pearls  on  nature's  chaplet  strung. 
And  all  are  fair,  for  all  are  young. 
Gathered  from  seaside  cities  old. 
From  midland  prairie,  lake,  and  wold. 
From  the  great  wheat-fields,  which  might 

feed 
The  hunger  of  a  world  at  need. 
In  healthful  change  of  rest  and  play 
Their  school-vacations  glide  away. 
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108  these  :  they  onl^  see 

and  kindly  friend  in  me. 

Be  amused,  indidg^nt  look 

nnocent  mirth  has  no  rebuke. 

3arce  can  know  my  rugged  rhymes, 

rsher  songs  of  evil  times, 

Etver  themes  in  minor  keys 

s  and  death's  solemnities  ; 

ply,  as  they  bear  in  mind 

erse  of  lighter,  happier  kind,  — 

if  the  boyhood  of  the  man, 

viewed  from  life's  meridian, 

iriously  and  half  in  play 

asant  interviewers  pay 

dsit,  with  no  fell  intent 

ng  notes  and  punishment. 

der  solitary  pine 
9d  below  with  flower  and  vine, 
avored  than  that  lonely  tree, 
>om  of  girlhood  circles  me. 
I  an  atmosphere  of  youth 
'org^t  my  age's  truth  ; 
idow  of  my  life's  long  date 
ackward  on  the  dial-plate, 
^  seems  a  step  might  span 
If  between  the  boy  and  man. 

ing  friends  smile,  as  if  some  jay 

ak  December's  leafless  spray 

d  to  sing  the  songs  of  May. 

et  them  smile,  and  live  to  know, 

their  brown  looks  are  flecked  with 

snow, 

dious  to  be  always  sage 

»se  the  dignity  of  age, 

so  much  of  our  early  lives 

mory's  playground  still  survives, 

ms,  as  at  Uie  present  hour, 

ell  of  youth's  magnetic  power. 

)ugh  I  feel,  with  Solomon, 

easant  to  behold  the  sun, 

1  not  if  I  could  repeat 

which  still  is  good  and  sweet ; 

in  age,  as  in  my  prime, 

mcheerful  step  with  time, 

ratef ul  for  all  blessings  sent, 

e  common  way,  content 

ke  no  new  experiment. 

y  terms  with  law  and  fate, 

lat  must  be  I  calmly  wait, 

ust  the  path  I  cannot  see,  — 

rod  is  good  sufBceth  me. 

hen  at  last  on  life's  strange  plaj 


The  curtain  falls,  I  only  pray 
That  hope  may  lose  itself  in  truth, 
And  age  in  Heaven's  immortal  youth, 
And  all  our  loves  and  longing  prove 
The  foretaste  of  diviner  love  I 

The  day  is  done.    Its  afterglow 

Along  the  west  is  burning  low. 

My  visitors,  like  birds,  have  flown  ; 

I  hear  their  voices,  fainter  grown. 

And  dimly  through  the  dusk  I  see 

Their  kerchiefs  wave  good-night  to  me,  — 

Light  hearts  of  girlhood,  knowing  naught 

Of  all  the  cheer  their  coming  brought ; 

And,  in  their  going,  unaware 

Of  silent-followinc^  feet  of  prayer  : 

Heaven  make  their  budding  promise  good 

With  flowers  of  gracious  womanhood  I 


R.   S.   S.,   AT   DEER   ISLAND   ON 
THE   MERRIMAC 

Make,  for  he  loved  thee  well,  our  Merri- 
mac. 
From  wave  and  shore  a  low  and  long 

lament 
For  him  whose  last  look  sought  thee,  as 
he  went 
The  unknown  way  from  which  no  step 

comes  back. 
And  ye,  O  ancient  pine-trees,  at   whose 
feet 
He  watched  in  life  the  sunset's  redden- 
ing glow. 
Let  the  soft  south  wind  through  your 
needles  blow 
A  fittin?  requiem  tenderly  and  sweet  I 
No  fonder  lover  of  all  lovely  things 

Shall  walk  where  once  he  walked,  no 

smile  more  glad 
Greet  friends  than  his  who  friends  in  all 
men  had. 
Whose  pleasant  memory  to  that   Island 

Clings, 
Where  a  dear  mourner  in  the  home  he  left 
Of  love's  sweet  solace  cannot  be  bereft. 


BURNING   DRIFT-WOOD 

Before  my  drift-wood  fire  I  sit. 
And  see,  with  every  waif  I  bum, 

Old  dreams  and  fancies  coloring  ii^ 
And  folly's  unlaid  ghosts  return. 
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O  ships  of  mine,  whose  swift  keels  cleft 
The  enchanted  sea  on  which  they  sailed, 

Are  these  poor  fragments  only  left 
Of  vain  desires  and  hopes  that  failed  ? 

Bid  I  not  watch  from  them  the  light 
Of  sunset  on  my  towers  in  Spain, 

And  see,  far  o£P,  uploom  in  sight 

The  Fortunate  Isles  I  might  not  gain  ? 

Did  sudden  lift  of  fog  reveal 

Arcadia's  vales  of  song  and  spring. 

And  did  I  pass,  with  grazing  keel, 
The  rocks  whereon  the  sirens  sing  ? 

Have  I  not  drifted  hard  upon 

The  unmapped  regions  lost  to  man, 

The  cloud-pitched  tents  of  Prester  John, 
The  palace  domes  of  Kuhla  Khan  ? 

Did  land  winds  blow  from  jasmine  flowers. 
Where  Youth  the  ageless  Fountain  fills  ? 

Did  Love  make  sign  from  rose  blown  bow- 
ers. 
And  gold  from  Eldorado's  hills  ? 

Alas  !  the  gallant  ships,  that  sailed 
On  blind  Adventure's  errand  sent, 

Howe'er  they  laid  their  courses,  failed 
To  reach  the  haven  of  Content. 

And  of  my  ventures,  those  alone 

Which  Love  had  freighted,  safely  sped. 

Seeking  a  g^od  beyond  my  own, 
By  clear-eyed  Duty  piloted. 

0  mariners,  hoping  still  to  meet 
The  luck  Arabian  vojragers  met. 

And  find  in  Bagdad's  moonlit  street, 
Uaroun  al  Raschid  walking  yet, 

Take  with  you,  on  your  Sea  of  Dreams, 
The  fair,  fond  fancies  dear  to  youth. 

1  turn  from  all  that  only  seems,  . 
And  seek  the  sober  grounds  of  truth. 

What  matter  that  it  is  not  May, 

That  birds  have   flown,  and   trees   are 
bare, 
That  darker  grows  the  shortening  day, 

And  colder  blows  the  wintry  air  I 

The  wrecks  of  passion  and  desire. 
The  castles  1  no  more  rebuild. 


May  fitly  feed  my  drift-wood  fire. 

And  warm  the  hands  that  age  lias  ohillec 

Whatever  perished  with  my  ships, 
I  only  know  the  best  remains  ; 

A  song  of  praise  is  on  my  lips 

For  losses  which  are  now  my  gains. 

Heap  high  my  hearth  1     No  worth  is  lost 
No  wisdom  with  the  folly  dies. 

Bum  oUy  poor  shreds,  your  holocaust 
Shall  be  my  evening  sacHfioe  1 

Far  more  than  all  I  dared  to  dream. 
Unsought  before  my  door  I  see  ; 

On  wings  of  fire  and  steeds  of  steam 
The  world's  great  wonders  come  to  mc 

And  holier  signs,  unmarked  before. 
Of  Love  to  seek  and  Power  to  save,  — 

The  righting  of  the  wronged  and  poor. 
The  man  evolving  from  the  slave  ; 

And  life,  no  longer  chance  or  fate. 
Safe  in  the  gracious  Fatherhood. 

I  fold  o'er-wearied  hands  and  wait, 
In  full  assurance  of  the  good. 

And  well  the  waiting  time  must  be. 
Though  brief  or  long  its  granted  dajrs. 

If  Faith  and  Hope  and  Charity 

Sit  by  my  evening  hearth-fire's  blaze. 

And  with  them,  friends  whom  Heaven  li 
spared. 

Whose  love  my  heart  has  comforted. 
And,  sharing  all  my  joys,  has  shared 

My  tender  memories  of  the  dead,  — 

Dear  souls  who  left  us  lonely  here. 
Bound  on   their    last,   long   voyage, 
whom 

We,  day  by  day,  are  drawing  near. 
Where  every  bark  has  saving  room. 

I  know  the  solemn  monotone 

Of  waters  calling  unto  me  ; 
I  know  from  whence  the  airs  have  blown 

That  whisper  of  the  Eternal  Sea. 

As  low  my  fires  of  drift-wood  bum, 
I  hear  that  sea's  deep  sounds  increase. 

And,  fair  in  sunset  light,  discern 
Its  mirage-lifted  Isles  of  Peace. 
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O.  W.  HOLMES  ON  HIS   EIGHTI- 
ETH BIRTHDAY 

CuMBiNG  a  path  which  leads  back  never 
more 
We  heard  behind  his  footsteps  and  his 
cheer  ; 
Now,  face  to  face,  we  greet  him  standing 

here 
Upon  the  lonely  summit  of  Fourscore  ! 
Welcome  to  us,  o'er  whom  the  lengthened 
day 
Is  closing  and  the  shadows  colder  grow, 
His  genial  presence,  like  an  afterglow. 
Following  the  one  just  vanishing  away. 
Long  be  it  ere  the  table  shall  be  set 
For  the  last  breakfast  of  the  Autocrat, 
And  love  repeat  with  smiles  and  tears 
thereat 
His  own  sweet  songs  that  time  shall  not 

forget. 
Waiting  with  us  the  call  to  come  up  higher, 
Life  is  not  less,  the  heavens  are  only  nigher  I 


JAxMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL 

From  purest  wells  of  English  undefiled 
None   deeper   drank   than   he,    the   New 

World's  child, 
Wbo  in  the  language  of  their  farm-fields 

spoke 
The  wit  and  wisdom  of  New  England  folk. 
Shaming  a  monstrous  wrong.     The  world- 
wide laugh 
Provoked  thereby  might  well  have  shaken 

half 
The  walls  of  Slavery  down,  ere  yet  the  ball 
And  mine  of  battle  overthrew  them  alL 


HAVERHILL 

I 640-1890 

Read  at  the  Celebration  of  the  Two  Hun- 
dred and  Fiftieth  Anniversary  of  the  City, 
July  2,  1890. 

O  RIVER  winding  to  the  sea  f 
We  call  the  old  time  back  to  thee  ; 
From  forest  paths  and  water-ways 
The  century-woven  veil  we  raise. 


The  voices  of  to-day  are  dumb. 
Unheard  its  sounds  that  eo  and  come  ; 
We  listen,  through  loug-lEipsing  years. 
To  footsteps  of  the  pioneers. 

Gone  steepled  town  and  cultured  plain, 

The  wilderness  returns  again. 

The  drear,  untrodden  solitude. 

The  gloom,  and  mystery  of  the  wood  ! 

Once  more  the  bear  and  panther  prowl, 
The  wolf  repeats  his  himgry  howl. 
And,  peering  through  bis  leafy  screen. 
The  Indian's  copper  face  is  seen. 

We  see,  their  rude-built  huts  beside, 
Grave  men  and  women  anxious-eyed. 
And  wistful  youth  remembering  still 
Dear  homes  in  England's  Haverhill. 

We  summon  forth  to  mortal  view 
Dark  Passaquo  and  Sae^gabew,  — 
Wild  chiefs,  who  ownea  the  mighty  sway 
Of  wizard  Passaconaway. 

Weird  memories  of  the  border  town. 
By  old  tradition  handed  down. 
In  chance  and  change  before  us  pass 
Like  pictures  in  a  magic  glass,  — 

The  terror  of  the  midnight  raid. 
The  death-concealing  ambuscade. 
The  winter  march,  through  deserts  wild. 
Of  captive  mother,  wife,  and  child. 

Ah  !  bleeding  hands  alone  subdued 
And  tamed  the  savage  habitude 
Of  forests  hiding  beasts  of  prey, 
And  human  shapes  as  fierce  as  they. 

Slow  from  the  plough  the  woods  withdrew^ 
Slowly  each  year  the  corn-lands  grew  ; 
Nor  fire,  nor  frost,  nor  foe  could  kUL 
The  Saxon  energy  of  will. 

And  never  in  the  hamlet's  bound 
Was  lack  of  sturdy  manhood  found. 
And  never  failed  the  kindred  good 
Of  brave  and  helpful  womanhood. 

That  hamlet  now  a  city  is, 
Its  log'built  huts  are  palaces  ; 
The  wood-path  of  the  settler's  cow 
Is  Traffic's  crowded  highway  now. 
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And  far  and  wide  it  stretches  still, 
Along  its  southward  sloping  hill. 
And  overlooks  on  either  hand 
A  rich  and  many-watered  land. 

And,  gladdening  all  the  landscape,  fair 

As  Pison  was  to  Eden's  pair, 

Our  river  to  its  valley  brings 

The  blessing  of  its  mountain  springs. 

And  Nature  holds  with  narrowing  space, 
From    mart    and    crowd,    her    old  -  time 

grace, 
And  guai*ds  with  fondly  jealous  arms 
The  wild  growths  of  outlying  farms. 

Her  sunsets  on  Kenoza  fall, 
Her  autumn  leaves  by  Saltonstall ; 
No  lavished  gold  can  richer  make 
Her  opulence  of  hill  and  lake. 

Wise  was  the  choice  which  led  our  sires 
To  kindle  here  their  household  fires. 
And  share  the  large  content  of  all 
Whose  lines  in  pleasant  places  fall. 

More  dear,  as  years  on  years  advance. 
We  prize  the  old  inheritance. 
And  feel,  as  far  and  wide  we  roam. 
That  all  we  seek  we  leave  at  home. 

Our  palms  are  pines,  our  oranges 
Are  apples  on  our  orchard  trees  ; 
Our  thrushes  are  our  nightingales, 
Our  larks  the  blackbirds  of  our  vales. 

No  incense  which  the  Orient  bums 
Is  sweeter  than  our  hillside  ferns  ; 
What  tropic  splendor  can  outvie 
Our  autunm  woods,  our  sunset  sky  ? 

If,  where  the  slow  years  came  and  went. 
And  left  not  afBuence,  but  content, 
Now  flashes  iu  our  dazzled  e^es 
The  electric  light  of  enterprise  ; 

And  if  the  old  idyllic  ease 

Seems  lost  in  keen  activities, 

And  crowded  workshops  now  replace 

The  hearth's  and  farm-field's  rustic  grace  ; 

No  dull,  mechanic  round  of  toil 
Life's  morning  charm  can  quite  despoil ; 
And  youth  and  beauty,  hand  in  hand. 
Will  always  find  enchanted  land. 


No  task  b  ill  where  hand  and  brain 
And  skill  and  strength  have  equal  gaiiiy 
And  each  shall  each  in  honor  hold. 
And  simple  manhood  outweigh  gold. 

Earth  shall  be  near  to  Heaven  when  all 
That  severs  man  from  man  shall  fall. 
For,  here  or  there,  salvation's  plan 
Alone  b  love  of  God  and  man. 

0  dwellers  by  the  Merrimac, 
The  heirs  of  centuries  at  your  back. 
Still  reapin?  where  you  have  not  sown, 
A  broader  field  b  now  your  own. 

Hold  fast  your  Puritan  heritage. 
But  let  the  free  thought  of  the  age 
Its  light  and  hope  and  sweetness  add 
To  the  stem  faith  the  fathers  had. 

Adrift  on  Time's  retumless  tide. 
As  waves  that  follow  waves,  we  glide. 
Grod  grant  we  leave  upon  the  shore 
Some  waif  of  good  it  lacked  before  ; 

Some  seed,  or  flower,  or  plant  of  worth. 
Some  added  beauty  to  the  earth  ; 
Some  larger  hope,  some  thought  to  make 
The  sad  world  happier  for  its  sake. 

As  tenants  of  uncertain  stay. 
So  may  we  live  our  little  day 
That  only  grateful  hearts  shall  fill 
The  homes  we  leave  in  Haverhill. 

The  singer  of  a  farewell  rhyme. 
Upon  miose  outmost  verge  of  time 
The  shades  of  night  are  Sdline  down, 

1  pray,  God  bless  the  good  old  town  I 

TO   G.   G. 

AN  AUTOGRAPH 

The  daughter  of  Daniel  Gurteen,  Esq.,  dele- 
gate from  Haverhill,  England,  to  the  two  hun- 
dred and  fiftieth  anniversary  celehration  of  Ha- 
verhill, Maasachusetts.  The  Rev.  John  Ward 
of  the  former  place  and  many  of  his  old  par- 
ishioners were  the  pioneer  setUera  of  the  new 
town  on  the  Merrimac. 

Graceful  in  name  and  in  thyself,   our 
river 
None  fairer  saw  in  John  Ward's  pilgrim 
flock. 
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Proof  that  upon    their    century-rooted 
stock 
The  English  roses  bloom  as  fresh  as  ever. 

Take  the  warm  welcome   of  new   friends 
with  thee, 
And  listening   to  thy   home's   familiar 

chime 
Dream  that  thou  hearest,  with  it  keep- 
ing time, 
The   bells  on  Merrimao  sound  across  the 
sea. 

Think  of  our  thrushes,  when  the  lark  sings 
clear. 
Of  our  sweet  Mayflowers  when  the  dai- 
sies bloom ; 
And  bear  to  our  and  thy  ancesteal  home 
The  kindly  greeting  of  its  children  here. 

Say  that  our   love  survives  the  severing 
strain  ; 
That  the  New  England,   with  the  Old, 

holds  fast 
The  proud,  fond  memories  of  a  common 
past  ; 
Unbroken  still  the  ties  of  blood  remain  I 


INSCRIPTION 

For  the  baas-relief  by  Preston  Powers,  carved 
upon  the  huge  boulder  in  Denver  Park,  Col., 
and  representing  the  Last  Indian  and  the  Last 
Bison. 

The  eagle,  stooping  from  yon  snow-blown 

peaks, 
For  the  wild  hunter  and  the  bison  seeks, 
In  the   changed   world  below ;  and  finds 

alone 
Their  graven    semblance    in  the  eternal 

stone. 


LYDIA   H.   SIGOURNEY 

Inscription  on  her  Memorial  Tablet  in  Christ 
Church  at  Hartford,  Conn. 

She  sang  alone,  ere  womanhood  had  known 
The  gift  of  song  which  fills  the  air  to- 
day : 

Tender  and  sweet,  a  music  all  her  own 
May  fitly  linger  where  she  knelt  to  pray. 


MILTON 

Inscription  on  the  Memorial  Window  in  St. 
Margaret's  Church,  Westminster,  the  gift  of 
Gkorge  W.  Childs,  of  America. 

The  new  world  honors  him  whose  lofty 
^ea 
For  England's  freedom  made  her  own 
more  sure. 

Their  common  freehold  while  both  worldB 
endure. 


THE  BIRTHDAY  WREATH 
December  17,  1801. 

Blossom  and  greenness,  making  all 
The  winter  birthday  tropical 

And  the  plain  Quaker  parlors  gay. 
Have  gone  from  bracket,  stand,  and  wall ; 
We  saw  them  fade,  and  droop,  and  fall. 

And  laid  them  tenderly  away. 

White  virgin  lilies,  mignonette, 
Blown  rose,  and  pink,  and  violet, 

A  breath  of  f  rag^nce  passing  by  ; 
Visions  of  beauty  and  decay. 
Colors  and  shapes  that  could  not  stay. 

The  fairest,  sweetest,  first  to  die. 

But  still  this  rustic  wreath  of  mine, 
Of  accrued  oak  and  needled  pine. 

And  lighter  growths  of  forest  lands, 
Woven  and  wound  with  careful  pains. 
And  tender  thoughts  and  prayers,  remains. 

As  when   it  dropped   from  love's  dear 
hands. 

And  not  unfitly  garlanded. 

Is  he,  who,  country-bom  and  bred, 

Welcomes  the  sylvan  ring  which  gives 
A  feeling  of  old  summer  days. 
The  wild  delight  of  woodland  ways, 

The  glory  of  the  autumn  leaves. 

And,  if  the  flowery  meed  of  song 
To  other  bards  may  well  belong, 

Be  his,  who  from  the  farm-field  spoke 
A  word  for  Freedom  when  her  need 
Was  not  of  dulcimer  and  reed, 

This  Isthmian  wreath  of  pine  and  oak. 
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THE  WIND  OF  MARCH 

Up  from  the  sea  the  wild  north  wind  is 
blowing 
Under  the  sky's  gray  arch  ; 
Smiling,   I  watch  the  shaken  elm-boughs, 
Knowing 
It  is  the  wind  of  March. 

Between  the  passing  and  the  coming  season, 

This  stormy  interlude 
Gives  to  our  winter- wearied  hearts  a  reason 

For  trustful  gratitude. 

Welcome  to  waiting  ears  its  harsh  fore- 
warning 
Of  light  and  warmth  to  come. 
The  longed-for  joy  of  Nature's  Easter 
morning. 
The  earth  arisen  in  bloom  ! 

In  the  loud   tumult  winter's  strength  is 
breaking  ; 

I  listen  to  the  sound, 
As  to  a  voice  of  resurrection,  waking 

To  life  the  dead,  cold  ground. 

Between  these  gusts,  to  the  soft  lapse  I 
hearken 
Of  rivulets  on  their  way  ; 
I   see   these   tossed  and  naked  tree-tops 
darken 
With  the  fresh  leaves  of  May. 

This  roar  of  storm,  this  sky  so  gray  and 
lowering 

Invite  the  airs  of  Spring, 
A  warmer  sunshine  over  fields  of  flowering. 

The  bluebird's  song  and  wing. 

Closely  behind,  the  Gulf's   warm  breezes 
follow 
This  northern  hurricane, 
And,  borne  thereon,  the  bobolink  and  swal- 
low 
Shall  visit  us  ag^ain. 

And,  in  green  wood-paths,  in  the  kine-fed 
pcosture 
And  by  the  whispering  rills, 
Shall  flowers  repeat  the  lesson  of  the  Mas- 
ter, 
Taught  on  his  Syrian  hills. 


Blow,  then,  wild  wind  !  thy  roar  shall  t\ 
in  singing. 
Thy  chill  in  blossoming  ; 
Come,    like  Bethesda's    troubling    angt 
bringing 
The  healing  of  the  Spring. 


BETWEEN  THE  GATES 

Between  the  gates  of  birth  and  death 
An  old  and  saintly  pilgrim  passed. 

With  look  of  one  who  witnesseth 
The  long-sought  goal  at  last. 

**  O  thou  whose  reverent  feet  have  found 
The  Master's  footprints  in  thy  way 

And  walked  thereon  as  holy  ground, 
A  boon  of  thee  I  pray. 

**  My  lack  would  borrow  thy  excess, 
My  feeble  faith  the  strength  of  thine ; 

I  need  thy  soul's  white  saintliness 
To  hide  the  stains  of  mine. 


»r 


«  The  grace  and  favor  else  denied 
May  well  be  granted  for  thy  sake. 

So,  tempted,  doubting,  sorely  tried, 
A  younger  pilgrim  spake. 


"  Thy  prayer,  my  son,  transcends  my  gif 
No  power  is  mine,"  the  sage  replied, 

"  The  burden  of  a  soul  to  lift 
Or  stain  of  sin  to  hide. 

"  Howe'er  the  outward  life  may  seem. 
For  pardoning  grace  we  all  must  pray 

No  man  his  brother  can  redeem 
Or  a  soul's  ransom  pay. 

"  Not  always  age  is  growth  of  g^d  ; 

Its  years  have  losses  with  their  gain  ; 
A^inst  some  evil  youth  withstood 

Weak  hands  may  strive  in  vain. 

"  With  deeper  voice  than  any  speech 
Of  mortal  lips  from  man  to  man, 

What  earth's  unwisdom  may  not  teach 
The  Spirit  only  caii. 

**  Make  thou  that  holy  guide  thine  own. 
And  following  where  it  leads  the  way. 

The  known  shall  lapse  in  the  unknown 
As  twilight  into  day. 
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**  The  best  of  earth  shall  still  remain, 
And  heaven's  eternal  years  shall  prove 

That  life  and  death,  and  joy  and  pain, 
Are  ministers  of  Love. 


THE   LAST   EVE   OF   SUMMER 

Summer's  last  sun  nigh  unto  setting  shines 
Through  yon  columnar  pines, 

And    on   the   deepening  shadows  of    the 
lawn 
Its  golden  lines  are  drawn. 

Dreamin?  of  long  gone  smnmer  days  like 
this, 

Feeling  the  wind's  soft  kiss, 
Grateful  and  ^lad  that  failing  ear  and  sight 

Have  stiS  their  old  delight, 

I  sit  alone,  and  watch  the   warm,  sweet 
day 

Lapse  tenderly  away ; 
And,  wistful,  with  a  feeling  of  forecast, 

I  ask,  "  Is  this  the  last  ? 

**  Will  nevermore  for  me  the  seasons  run 
Their  round,  and  will  the  sun 

Of  ardent  summers  yet  to  come  forget 
For  me  to  rise  and  set  ?  " 

Thou  shouldst  be  here,  or  I  should  be  with 
thee 
Wherever  thou  mayst  be, 
Lips  mute,  hands  clasped,  in   silences  of 
speech 
Each  answering  unto  each. 

For  this  still  hour,  this  sense  of  mystery 
far 

Beyond  the  evening  star. 
No  words  outworn  suffice  on  lip  or  scroll  : 

The  soul  would  fain  with  soul 

Wait,  while  these  few  swift-passing  days 
fulfil 

The  wise-disposing  Will, 
And,  in  the  evening  as  at  morning,  trust 

The  AlUMercSul  and  Just. 

The  solemn  joy  that  sonl-commimion  feels 

Immortal  life  reveals  ; 
And  human  love,  its  prophecy  and  sign, 

Interprets  love  divine. 


Come  then,  in  thought,  if  that  alone  may  be, 
O  friend  I  and  bring  with  thee 

Thy  calm  assurance  of  transcendent  Spheres 
And  the  Eternal  Years  I 


TO   OLIVER   WENDELL   HOLMES 

8th  Mo.  29TH,  1892 

[This,  the  last  of  Mr.  Whittier's  poems,  was 
written  but  a  few  weeks  before  lus  death.] 

Among  the  thousands  who  with  haH  and 
cheer 

Will  welcome  thy  new  year. 
How  few  of  all  have  passed,  as  thou  and  I, 

So  many  milestones  by  ! 

We  have   grown  old  together  ;  we  have 
seen. 

Our  youth  and  age  between, 
Two^nerations  leave  us,  and  to-day 

We  with  the  third  hold  way. 

Loving  and  loved.     If  thought  must  back- 
ward run 

To  those  who,  one  by  one, 
In  the  great  silence  and  the  dark  beyond 

Vanished  with  farewells  fond. 

Unseen,  not  lost ;  our  grateful  memories 
stiU 
Their  vacant  places  fill, 
And  with  the  full-voiced  greeting  of  new 
friends 
A  tenderer  whisper  blends. 

Linked  close  in  a  pathetic  brotherhood 

Of  mingled  ill  and  good, 
Of  joy  and  grief,  of  grandeur  and  of  shame. 

For  pity  more  than  blame,  — 

The  gift  is  thine  the  weary  world  to  make 

More  cheerful  for  thy  sake. 
Soothing  the  ears  its  Miserere  pains, 

With  the  old  Hellenic  strams. 

Lighting  the  sullen  face  of  discontent 
With  smiles  for  blessing  sent. 

Enough  of  selfish  wailing  has  been  had. 
Thank  God  !  for  notes  more  glad. 

Life  is  indeed  no  holiday  ;  therein 
Are  want,  and  woe,  and  sin. 


478 


AT  SUNDOWN 


Death  and  its  nameless  fears,  and  over  all 
Our  pitying  tears  must  fall. 

Sorrow  is  real ;  but  the  counterfeit 

Which  folly  brings  to  it, 
We  need  thy  wit  and  wisdom  to  resist, 

O  rarest  Optimist  I 

Thy  hand,  old  friend !  the  service  of  our 
days. 

In  dijffering  moods  and  ways 
May  prove  to  those  who  follow  in  our  train 

Not  valueless  nor  vain. 

Far  off,  and  faint  as  echoes  of  a  dream, 
The  songs  of  boyhood  seem, 


Yet  on  our  autumn  boughs,  nnflown  with 
spring, 
The  evening  thrushes  sing. 

The  hour  draws  near,  however  delayed  and 
late. 
When  at  the  Eternal  Gate 
We  leave  the  words  and  works  we  call  oar 
own. 
And  lift  void  hands  alone 

For  love  to  fill.     Our  nakedness  of  soul 
Brings  to  that  Grate  no  toll  ; 

Giftless  we  come  to  Him,  who  all  things 
gives. 
And  live  because  He  lives. 


POEMS   BY   ELIZABETH   H.   WHITTIER 


Qrieinally  published  in  the  Tolume  entitled 
Hazel  Biossoms,  and  accompanied  by  the  fol- 
lowing prefatory  note :  — 

I  have  ventured,  in  compliance  vith  the 
desire  of  dear  friends  of  my  beloved  sister, 
E^ABETH  H.  Whittibb,  to  add  to  this  little 
Tolurae  the  few  poetical  pieces  which  she  left 
behind  her.  .  .  .  These  poems,  with  perhaps 
two  or  three  exceptions,  afford  but  slight  indi- 
cations of  the  inward  life  of  the  writer,  who 
had  an  almost  morbid  dread  of  spiritual  and 
intellectual  egotism,  or  of  her  tenderness  of 
sympathy,  chastened  mirthfulness,  and  pleas- 
ant play  of  thought  and  fancy,  when  her  shy, 
beautiful  soul  opened  like  a  flower  in  the 
warmth  of  social  communion.    In  the  lines  on 


THE  DREAM  OF  ARGYLE 

Earthly  arms  no  more  uphold  him 
On  his  prison's  stony  floor  ; 

Waiting  death  in  his  last  slumber. 
Lies  the  doomed  MacCallum  More. 

And  he  dreams  a  dream  of  boyhood  ; 

Rise  again  his  heathery  hills, 
Sound  again  the  hound's  lone  baying, 

Cry  of  moor-fowl,  laugh  of  rills. 

Now  he  stands  amidst  his  clansmen 
In  the  low,  long  banquet-hall. 

Over  grim  ancestral  armor 
Sees  the  ruddy  firelight  fall. 

Once  again,  with  pulses  beating. 
Hears  the  wandering  minstrel  tell 

How  Montrose  on  Inverary 

Thief-like  from  his  mountains  fell. 

Down  the  glen,  beyond  the  castle. 
Where  the  linn's  swift  waters  shine, 

Round  the  youthful  heir  of  Argyle 
Shy  feet  glide  and  white  arms  twine. 

Fairest  of  the  mstio  dancers, 

Blue-eyed  Effie  smiles  once  more. 


Dr.  Kane  her  friends  will  see  something  of  her 
fine  individuality,  —  the  rare  mingling  of  deli- 
cacy and  intensity  of  feeling  which  made  her 
dear  to  them.  This  little  poem  reached  Cuba 
while  the  great  explorer  lay  on  his  death-bed, 
and  we  are  told  that  he  listened  with  grateful 
tears  while  it  was  read  to  him  by  his  mother. 

I  am  tempted  to  say  more,  but  I  write  as 
under  the  eye  of  her  who,  while  with  us,  aHwLnl^ 
with  painful  deprecation  from  the  praise  or 
mention  of  performances  which  seemed  so  far 
below  her  iaeal  of  excellence.  To  those  who 
best  knew  her,  the  beloved  circle  of  her  inti- 
mate friends,  I  dedicate  this  slight  memoriaL 

J.  G.  W. 

Amesbubt,  9th  mo,^  1874. 

Bends  to  him  her  snooded  tresses. 
Treads  with  him  the  grassy  floor. 

Now  he  hears  the  pipes  lamenting, 
Harpers  for  his  mother  mourn, 

Slow,  with  sable  plume  and  pennon, 
To  her  cairn  of  burial  borne. 

Then  anon  his  dreams  are  darker. 
Sounds  of  battle  fill  his  ears, 

And  the  pibroch's  mournful  wailing 
For  his  father's  fall  he  hears. 

Wild  Lochaber's  mountain  echoes 
Wail  in  concert  for  the  dead. 

And  Loch  Awe's  deep  waters  mnrmor 
For  the  Campbell's  glory  fled  ! 

Fierce  and  strong  the  godless  tyrants 

Trample  the  apostate  land, 
While  her  poor  and  faithful  renmant 

Wait  for  the  Avenger's  hand. 

Once  again  at  Inverary, 

Years  of  weary  exile  o'er. 
Armed  to  lead  his  scattered  clansmen, 

Stands  the  bold  MacCallum  More. 

Once  again  to  battle  calling 

Sound  the  war-pipes  through  the  glen ; 
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And  the  court-yard  of  Dunstaffnage 
Bings  with  tread  of  anuSd  men. 

All  is  lost !    The  godless  triumph, 
And  the  faithful  ones  and  true 

From  the  scaffold  and  the  prison 
Covenant  with  God  anew. 

On  the  darkness  of  his  dreaming 
Great  and  sudden  glory  shone  ; 

Over  bonds  and  death  victorious 
Stands  he  by  the  Father's  throne  f 

From  the  radiant  ranks  of  martyrs 
Notes  of  joy  and  praise  he  hears, 

Songs  of  his  poor  land's  deliverance 
Sounding  ^m  the  future  years. 

Lo,  he  wakes  I  but  airs  celestial 
Bathe  him  in  immortal  rest, 

And  he  sees  with  unsealed  vision 
Scotland's  cause  with  victory  blest. 

Shining  hosts  attend  and  g^ard  him 
As  he  leaves  his  prison  door  ; 

And  to  death  as  to  a  triumph 
Walks  the  great  MacCallum  More  ! 


LINES 

Written  on  the  departure  of  Joseph  Stnrge, 
after  his  visit  to  the  abolitiomsts  of  the  United 
States. 

Fair  islands  of  the  sunny  sea  I  midst  all 

rejoicing  things, 
No  more  the  wailing  of  the  slave  a  wild 

discordance  brin&p  ; 
On  the  lifted  brows  of  freemen  the  tropic 

breezes  blow, 
The  mildew  of  the  bondman's  toil  the  land 

no  more  shall  know. 

How    swells    from    those    green    blands, 

where  bird  and  leaf  and  flower 
Are  praising  in  their  own  sweet  way  the 

dawn  of  freedom's  hour, 
The  glorious  resurrection  song  from  hearts 

rejoicing  poured, 
Thanksgiving  for  the  priceless  gift,  —  man's 

regal  crown  restored  ! 

How  beautiful  through   all  the   g^reen  and 
tranquil  summer  laud. 


Uplifted,  as  by  miracle,  the  solemn  ^hnrehw 

stand  I 
The  grass  is  trodden  from  the  paths  wheze    i 

waiting  freemen  throng, 
Athirst  and  fainting  for  the  cup  of  life  de> 

nied  so  long. 

Oh,  blessed  were  the   feet  of  l>itn  whose 

generous  errand  here 
Was  to  unloose  the  captive's  chain  atw^  dzy 

the  mourner's  tear  ; 
To  lift  again  the  fallen  ones  a  brother^! 

robber  hand 
Had  left  in  pain  and  wretchedness  by  the 

waysides  of  the  land. 

The  islands  of  the  sea  rejoice ;  the  harvest 
anthems  rise  ; 

The  sower  of  the  seed  must  own  't  is  mar- 
vellous in  his  eyes ; 

The  old  waste  places  are  rebuilt, —  the 
broken  wails  restored,  — 

And  the  wilderness  is  blooming  like  the 
garden  of  the  Lord  ! 

Thanksgiving  for  the   holy  fruit !  should 

not  the  laborer  rest, 
His  earnest  faith  and  works  of  love  have 

been  so  richly  blest  ? 
The    pride  of  all  fair  England  shall  her 

ocean  islands  be. 
And   their   peasantry  with   joyful    hearts 

keep  ceaseless  jubilee. 

Best,  never !  while  his  countrymen  have 

trampled  hearts  to  bleed. 
The  stifled   murmur  of  their  wrongs  his 

listening  ear  shall  heed. 
Where    England's    far   dependencies  her 

might,  not  mercy,  know. 
To  all  the  crushed  and  suffering  thero  his 

pitying  love  shall  flow. 

The  friend  of  freedom  everywhere,  how 

mourns  he  for  our  land, 
The  brand  of   whose  hypocrisy  hums  on 

her  guilty  hand  t 
Iler  thrift  a  theft,  the  robber's  greed  »rU\ 

cunning  in  her  eye. 
Her  glory  shame,  her  flaunting  flag  on  all 

the  winds  a  lie  t 

For  us  with  steady  strength  of  heart  and 
zeal  forever  true. 


DR.   KANE  IN   CUBA 
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e  champion  of  the  island  shive  the  con- 

hiet  doth  renew, 
3  labor    here  hath  been   to   point   the 

Pharisaic  eye 
ray  from  empty  creed  and  form  to  where 

the  wounded  lie. 

)W  beautiful  to  us  should  seem  the  com- 
ing feet  of  such  t 

eir  garments  of  self-sacrifice  have  heal- 
ing in  their  touch  ; 

eir  gospel  mission  none  may  doubt,  for 
they  heed  the  Master's  call, 

iio  here  walked  with  the  multitude,  and 
sat  at  meat  with  all ! 


JOHN  QUINCY  ADAMS 

:  rests  with  the  immortals  ;  his  journey 

has  been  long : 
r  him  no  wail  of  sorrow,  but  a  pnan  full 

and  strong  I 
well  and  bravely  has  he  done  the  work 

he  found  to  do, 
justice,  freedom,  duty,  God,  and  man 

forever  true. 

ong  to  the  end,  a  man  of  men,  from  out 

the  strife  he  passed  ; 
e  grandest  hour  of  all  his  life  was  that 

of  earth  the  last, 
w  midst  his  snowy  hills  of  home  to  the 

grave  they  bear  him  down, 
e  glory  uf  his  fourscore  years  resting  on 

him  like  a  crown. 

e  mourning  of  the  many  bells,  the 
drooping  flags,  all  seem 

le  some  dim,  unreal  pageant  passing  on- 
ward in  a  dream  ; 

d  following  with  the  living  to  his  last 
and  narrow  bed, 

(thinks  I  see  a  shadowy  band,  a  train  of 
noble  dead. 

is  a  strange  and  weird  procession  that  is 
slowly  moving  on, 

e  phantom  patriots  gathered  to  the  fu- 
neral of  their  son ! 

shadowy  g^ise  they  move  along,  brave 
Otis  with  hushed  tread, 

d  Warren  walking  reverently  by  the 
father  of  the  dead. 


Gliding  foremost  in  the  misty  band  a  gentle 
form  is  there. 

In  the  white  robes  of  the  angels  and  their 
glory  round  her  hair. 

She  hovers  near  and  bends  above  her  world- 
wide honored  child. 

And  the  joy  that  heaven  alone  can  know 
beams  on  her  features  mild. 

And  so  they  bear  him  to  his  grave  in  the 

fulness  of  his  years, 
True  sage  and  prophet,  leaving  us  in  a  time 

of  many  fears. 
Nevermore  amid  the  darkness  of  our  wild 

and  evil  day 
Shall  his  voice  be  heard  to  cheer  us,  shall 

his  finger  point  the  way. 


DR.  KANE  IN  CUBA 

A  NOBLE  life  is  in  thy  care, 
A  sacred  trust  to  thee  is  given  ; 

Bright  Island  I  let  thy  healm^  air 
Be  to  him  as  the  breath  of  Heaven. 

The  marvel  of  his  daring  life  — 
The  self-forgetting  leader  bold  — 

Stirs,  like  the  trumpet's  call  to  strife, 
A  million  hearts  of  meaner  mould. 

Eyes  that  shall  never  meet  his  own 
Lfook  dim  with  tears  across  the  sea. 

Where  from  the  dark  and  icy  zone, 

Sweet  Isle  of  Flowers  t  he  comes  to  thee. 

Fold  him  in  rest,  O  pitying  clime  I 
Give  back  his  wasted  strength  again  ; 

Soothe,  with  thy  endless  summer  time, 
His  winter-wearied  heart  and  brain. 

Sing  soft  and  low,  thou  tropic  bird, 
rrom.  out  the  frag^nt,  flowery  tree,  — 

The  ear  that  hears  thee  now  has  heard 
The  ice-break  of  the  winter  sea. 

Through  his  long  watch  of  awful  night, 
He  saw  the  Bear  in  Northern  skies ; 

Now,  to  the  Southern  Cross  of  light 
He  lifts  in  hope  his  weary  eyes. 

Prayers  from  the  hearts  that  watched  in  fear 
When  the  dark  North  no  answer  gave. 

Rise,  trembling,  to  the  Father's  ear, 
That  still  His  love  may  help  and  save. 
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LADY  FRANKLIN 

Fold  thy  hands,  thy  work  is  over ; 

Cool  thy  watching  eyes  With  tears  ; 
Let  thy  poor  heart,  over-wearied, 

Best  alike  from  hopes  and  fears,  — 

Hopes,  that  saw  with  sleepless  visioi 
One  sad  picture  fading  slow  ; 

Fears,  that  followed,  vague  and  nameless, 
Lifting  back  the  veils  of  snow. 

For  thy  brave  one,  for  thy  lost  one, 
Truest  heart  of  woman,  weep  I 

Owning  still  the  love  that  g^ranted 
Unto  thy  beloved  sleep. 

Not  for  him  that  hour  of  terror 
When,  the  long  ice-battle  o'er, 

In  the  sunless  day  his  comrades 
Deathward  trod  the  Polar  shore. 

Spared  the  cruel  cold  and  famine. 
Spared  the  fainting  heart's  despair. 

What  but  that  could  mercy  grant  him  ? 
What  but  that  has  been  thy  prayer  ? 

Bear  to  thee  that  last  memorial 
From  the  cairn  beside  the  sea  ; 

Evermore  the  month  of  roses 
Shall  be  sacred  time  to  thee. 

Sad  it  is  the  mournful  yew-tree 
O'er  his  slumbers  may  not  wave  ; 

Sad  it  is  the  English  daisy 
May  not  blossom  on  his  grave. 

But  his  tomb  shall  storm  and  winter 
Shape  and  fashion  year  by  year, 

File  his  mighty  mausoleum. 
Block  by  block,  and  tier  on  tier. 

Guardian  of  its  gleaming  portal 

Shall  his  stainless  honor  be. 
While  thy  love,  a  sweet  immortal. 

Hovers  o'er  the  winter  sea. 

NIGHT  AND    DEATH 

The  storm-wind  is  howling 
Through  old  pines  afar ; 

The  drear  night  is  falling 
Without  moon  or  star. 


The  roused  sea  b  lashing' 
The  bold  shore  behind. 

And  the  moan  of  its  ebbing 
Keeps  time  with  the  wind. 

On,  on  through  the  darkness, 

A  spectre,  1  pass 
Where,  like  moauiug  of  broken 

Surges  the  grass  ! 

I  see  her  lone  head-stone,  — 
'T  is  white  as  a  shroud  ; 

Like  a  pall  hangs  above  it 
The  low  drooping  cload. 

Who  speaks  through  the  dark  i 
And  lull  of  the  wind  ? 

'T  is  the  sound  of  the  pine-leav< 
And  sea-waves  behind. 

The  dead  girl  is  silent,  — > 

I  stand  by  her  now  ; 
And  her  pulse  beats  no  quicker 

Nor  crimsons  her  brow. 

The  small  hand  that  trembled. 
When  last  in  my  own. 

Lies  patient  and  folded. 
And  colder  than  stone. 

Like  the  white  blossoms  falling 

To-night  in  the  gale. 
So  she  in  her  beauty 

Sank  mournful  and  pale. 

Yet  I  loved  her  I     1  utter 
Such  words  by  her  grave. 

As  I  would  not  have  spoken 
Her  last  breath  to  save. 

Of  her  love  the  angels 

In  heaven  might  tell. 
While  mine  would  be  whisperec 

With  shudders  in  hell ! 

*T  was  well  that  the  white  ones 

Who  bore  her  to  bliss 
Shut  out  from  her  new  life 

The  vision  of  this ; 

Else,  sure  as  I  stand  heie. 
And  speak  of  my  lore. 

She  would  leave  for  my 
Her  glory  above. 


CHARITY 
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THE   MEETING   WATERS 

Close  beside  the  meeting  waters, 
Long  I  stood  as  in  a  dream, 

Watching  how  the  little  river 
Fell  into  the  broader  stream. 

Calm  and  still  the  mingled  current 

Glided  to  the  waiting  sea  ; 
On  its  breast  serenely  pictured 

Floating  cloud  and  skirting  tree. 

And  I  thought,  *^  O  human  spirit ! 

Strong  and  deep  and  pure  and  blest, 
Let  the  stream  of  my  existence 

Blend  with  thine,  and  find  its  rest !  " 

I  could  die  as  dies  the  river, 
In  that  current  deep  and  wide  ; 

I  would  live  as  live  its  waters. 
Flashing  from  a  stronger  tide  ! 


THE  WEDDING  VEIL 

Dear  Anna,  when  I  brought  her  veil, 
Her  white  veil,  on  her  wedding  night, 

Threw  o'er  my  thin  brown  hair  its  folds. 
And,  laughing,  turned  me  to  the  light. 

*'  See,  Bessie,  see  !  yon  wear  at  laflt 
The  bridal  veil,  forsworn  for  years  ! " 

She  saw  my  face,  —  her  laugh  was  hushed, 
Her  happy  eyes  were  filled  with  tears. 

With  kindly  haste  and  trembling  hand 
She  drew  away  the  gauzy  mist ; 

**  Forgive,  dear  heart ! "  her  sweet  voice 
said  : 
Her  loving  lips  my  forehead  kissed. 


We  passed  from  out  the  searching  light ; 

The  summer  night  was  calm  and  fair  : 
I  did  not  see  her  pitying  eyes, 

I  felt  her  soft  hand  smooth  my  hair. 

Her  tender  love  unlocked  my  heart ; 
Mid  falling  tears,  at  last  I  said, 
**  Forsworn  indeed  to  me  that  veil 
Because  I  only  love  the  dead  I " 

She  stood  one  moment  statue-still. 
And,  musing,  spake,  in  undertone, 
"  The  living  love  may  colder  grow  ; 
The  dead  is  safe  with  God  alone  !  " 


CHARITY 

The  pilgrim  and  stranger  who  through  the 

day 
Holds  over  the  desert  his  trackless  way. 
Where  the  terrible  sands  no  shade  have 

known. 
No  sound  of  life  save  his  camel's  moan. 
Hears,  at  last,  through  the  mercy  of  Allah 

to  all. 
From  his  tent-door  at  evening  the  Bedouin's 

call : 
"  JVhoever  thou  art  whose  need  is  great, 
In  the  name  of  God,  the  Compassionate 
And  Merci/td  One, /or  thee  I  wait  I " 

For  gifts  in  His  name  of  food  and  rest 
The  tents  of  Islam  of  God  are  blest ; 
Thou  who  hast  faith  in  the  Christ  above. 
Shall  the  Koran  teach  thee  the  Law  of 

Love?  — 
O  Christian  f  open  thy  heart  and  door. 
Cry  east  and  west  to  the  wandering  poor  : 
**  Whoever  thou  art  whose  need  is  great. 
In  the  name  of  Christ,  the  Compassionate 
And  Merciful  One,  for  thee  I  wait  I " 
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APPENDIX 


1    EARLY  AND  UNCOLLECTED 
VERSES 

I  AM  yielding  to  what  seems,  under  the  oir- 
eamstances,  almost  a  necessityf  in  adding  to  the 
pieces  assigned  for  one  reason  or  anotiier  to  the 
umbo  of  an  appendix,  some  of  my  very  earliest 
attempts  at  verse,  which  have  been  kept  alive 
in  the  newspapers  for  the  last  half  century. 
A  few  of  them  have  even  been  printed  in  book 
form  without  my  consent,  and  greatly  to  my 
annoyance,  with  all  their  accumulated  errors 
of  the  press  added  to  their  original  defects 
and  crudity.  I  suppose  lliey  should  have  died 
a  natural  death  long  ago,  but  their  feline  te- 
nacity of  life  seems  to  contradict  the  theory 
of  the  ^*  survival  of  the  fittest."  I  have  con- 
sented, at  my  publishers*  request,  to  take  the 
poor  vagrants  home  and  give  them  a  more 
presentable  appearance,  in  the  hope  that  they 
may  at  least  be  of  some  interest  to  those  who 
are  curious  enough  to  note  the  weak  begin- 
nings of  the  graduate  of  a  small  country  dis- 
trict school,  sixty  years  ago.  That  they  met 
with  some  degree  of  favor  at  that  time  may  be 
accounted  for  by  the  fact  that  the  makers  of 
verse  were  then  few  in  number,  with  little 
competition  in  their  unprofitable  vocation,  and 
that  the  standard  of  criticism  was  not  discour- 
agingly  high. 

The  earliest  of  the  author's  verses  that 
found  their  way  into  print  were  published  in 
the  Newburyport  Free  Press,  edited  by  Wil- 
liam Lloyd  Garrison,  in  1820.  [The  poems 
here  collected,  with  the  exception  of  the  last, 
-were  written  during  the  years  1825-1833.] 

THE  EXILE'S   DEPARTURE 

Fond  scenes,  which  delighted  my  youthful  ex- 
istence, 
With  feelings  of  sorrow  I  bid  ye  adieu  — 
A  lasting  adieu  I  for  now,  dim  in  the  distance, 

The  shores  of  Hibemia  recede  from  my  view. 
Fareiirell  to  the  cliffs,  tempest-beaten  and  gray, 
Which  guard  the  lovM  shores  of  my  own  na- 
tive land ; 
Farewell  to  the  village  and  sail-shadowM  bay. 
The  forest-crowJL'dfhill  and  the  water-washM 
strand. 
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I've  fought  for  my  country — IVe  ImrM  dl 
the  dangers 
That  throng  round  the  path  of  the  'wanior  ii 
strife ; 
I  now  must  depart  to  a  nation  of  Btransen, 

And  pass  in  sMslusion  the  remnant  of  life ; 
Far,  far  from  the  friends  to  my  boeom.  nmk 
dear. 
With  none  to  support  me  in  peril  and  p*i«. 
And  none  but  the  stranger  to  orop  the  sad  tsv 
On  the  grave  where  the  heart-broken  ESnle  ■ 
lain. 

Friends  of  my  youth !    I  must  leaTe  yon  for- 
ever. 
And  hasten  to  dwell  in  a  r^on  unknown :  — 
Tet  time  cannot  change,  nor  the  broad  ocmoi 
sever. 
Hearts  firmlv  united  and  tried  as  onr  own. 
Ah,  no  1  though  I  wander,  all  sad  and  forlorn. 

In  a  far  distant  land,  yet  shall  memory  timoe, 
When  far  o'er  the  ocean's  white  surges  I'm 
borne, 
The  scene  of  past  pleasures,  —  my  own  natiw 
place. 

Farewell,  shores  of  Erin,  green  land  of  my  £s- 
thers:  — 
Once  more,  and  forever,  a  moumfnl  adien ! 
For  round  thy  dim  headlands  the  ooean-mnt 
gathers. 
And  shrouds  the  fair  isle  I  no  longer  can  Tiew. 
I  go  — but  wherever  my  footsteps  I  bend. 

For  freedom  and  peace  to  my  own  native  my. 
And  contentment  and  joy  to  each  warm-heartea 
friend 
Shall  be  the  heart's  prayer  of   the  lonely 
Exile! 


THE  DEITY 

The  Prophet  stood 
On  the  high  mount,  and  saw  the  tempest  dond 
Pour  the  fierce  whirlwind  from  its  reservoir 
Of  coiunregated  gloom.    The  mountain  oak, 
Tom  from  the  earth,  heaved  high  its  re 

where  once 
Its   branches    waved.    The  fir-tree's    shapely 

form, 
Smote  bv  the  tempest,  lashed  the  moontain^s 

siae.^ 
Tet,  calm  in  conscious  purity,  the  Seer 
Beheld  the  awful  desolation,  for 
The  Eternal  Spirit  moved  not  in  the  storm. 
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The  tempest  ceased.    The  cavemed  earthquake 

burst 
S'orth  from  its  prison,  and  the  mountain  rooked 
3Bven   to   its  base.    The  topmost  crags  were 

thrown, 
'With  fearful   crashing,  down   its  shuddering 

sides. 
Unawed,  the  Prophet  saw  and  heard ;  he  felt 
^ot   in   the   earthquake   moved   the  God  of 

Heaven. 
fThe  murmur  died  away  :  and  from  the  height, 
TTom  by  the  storm  and  shattered  by  the  shock, 
Hose  far  and  clear  a  pyramid  of  flfune 
^Mighty  and  vast ;  the  startled  mountain  deer 
Shrank  from  its  glare,  and  cowered  within  the 

shade ; 
The  wild  fowl  shrieked  —  but  even  then  the 

beer 
TJntrembling  stood  and   marked   the   fearful 

glow, 
Por  Israel's  God  came  not  within  the  flame  I 

The  fiery  beacon  sank.    A  stiU,  small  voice, 
Unlike  to  human  sound,  at  once  conveyed 
Deep  awe  and  reverence  to  his  pious  heart. 
Then  bowed  the  holy  man ;  his  face  he  veiled 
Within  his  mantle  —  and  in  meekness  owned 
The  presence  of  his  Gk>d,  discerned  not  in 
The   storm,  the    earthquake,  or   the  mighty 
flame. 


THE  VALE  OF  THE  MERRIMAC 

Tbebe  are  streams  which  are  famous  in  his- 
tory *«  story. 
Whose  names  are  familiar  to   pen  and   to 
tongue, 
Henowned  in  the  records  of  love  and  of  ^lory, 
Where  knighthood  has  ridden  and  mmstrels 
have  sung :  — 
Fair  streams  thro'  more  populous  regions  are 
gliding. 
Tower,    temple,   and   palace   their  borders 
adorning. 
With  tall-masted  ships  on  their  broad  bosoms 
riding, 
Their  banners  stretch'd  out  in  the  breezes  of 
morning ; 
And  their  vaJes  may  be  lovely  and  pleasant  — 
but  never 
Was  skiff  ever  wafted,  or  wav'd  a  white^  sail 
OVr  a  lovelier  wave  than  my  dear  native  river. 
Or  brighter  tides  roU'd  than  in  Merrimac's 


>ng 
rale 


vale! 

And  fair  streams  may  glide  where  the  climate 
is  milder. 
Where  winter  ne'er  gathers  and  spring  ever 
blooms. 
And  others  may  roll  where  the  region  is  wilder. 
Their  dark  waters  hid  in  some  forest's  deep 
gloom. 
Where  the  thunder-scath'd  peaks  of  Helvetia 
are  frowning, 
And  the  Rhine  s  rapid  waters  encircle  their 
bases. 


Where  the  snows  of  long  years  are  the  hoaiy 
Alps  crowning. 
And  the  tempest-chaig'd  vapor  their  tall  tops 
embraces :  — 
There  sure  might  be  flx'd,  amid  scenery  so 
frightful. 
The  region  01  romance  and  wild  fairy-talci  — 
But  such  scenes  could  not  be  to  my  heart  so  de- 
lightful 
As  the  home  of  my  fathers,  —  fair  Merrimao's 
vale! 

There  are  streams  where  the  bounty  of  Provi- 
dence musters 
The  fairest  of  fruits  by  their  warm  sunny 
sides. 
The  vine  bending  low  with  the  grape's  heavy 
clusters. 
And  the  orange-tree  waving  its  fruit   o'er 
their  tides :  — 
But  I  envy  not  him  whose  lot  has  been  oast 
there. 
For  oppression  is  there  —  and  the  hand  of  the 
spoiler. 
Regardless  of  justice  or  mercv,  has  past  there. 
And   made   him   a  wretched    and  indigent 
toiler. 
"No — dearer  to  me  are  the  scenes  of  my  child- 
hood. 
The  moss-cover'd  bank  and  the  breeze-wafted 
sail,  ^ 
The  age-stinted  oak  and  the  green  groves  of 
wild-wood 
That  wave  round  the  borders  of  Merrimao's 
vale! 

Oh,  lovely  the  scene,  when  the  gray  misty  vapor 

Of  morning  is  lifted  from  Merrimac's  shore ; 
When  the  fire-fly,  lighting  his  wild  gleaming 
taper. 
Thy  dimly  seen  lowlands  comes  glimmering 
o'er; 
When  on  thv  calm  surface  the  moonbeam  falls 
brightly. 
And  the  dull  bird  of  night  is  his  covert  for- 
saking. ^ 
When  the  wninpoorwill's  notes  from  thy  mar- 
gin souna  lightly. 
And  break  on  the  sound  which  thy  small 
waves  are  making, 
O  brightest  of  visions !  my  heart  shall  forever, 
Tillmemory  shall  perish  and  reason  shall  fau. 
Still  preference  give  to  ray  own  native  river. 
The  home  of  my  fathers,  and  Merrimao's 
vale  I 


BENEVOLENCE 

HaH/,  heavenly  gift  I  within  the  human  breast, 
Qerm  of  unnumber'd  virtues  —  by  thy  aid 

The  fainting  heart,  with  riving  grief  opprest. 
Survives  the  ruin  adverse  scenes  have  made : 

Woes  that  have  wrung  the  bosom,  cares  thai 
preyed 
Long  on  the  spirit,  are  dissolv'd  by  thee  — 

Misfortune's  frown,  despair's  disastrous  shadSy 
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Ghastly  diaease,  and  pining  poverty. 
Thy  influence  di^aad,  and  at  thy  approach  they 
flee. 

Thy  spirit  led  th'  immortal  Howard  on ; 

Nurtured  by  thee,  on  many  a  foreign  shore 
Imperishable  fame,  by  virtue  von. 

Adorns  his  memory,  tho'  his  course  is  o'er ; 
Thv  animating  smile  his  aspect  wore. 

To  cheer  the  sorrow-desoLited  soul, 
Compassion's  balm  in  grief-wurn  hearts  to  pour. 

And  snatch  the  prisoner  from  despair's  con- 
trol. 
Steal  half  his  woes  away,  and  lighter  make  the 
whole. 

Green  be  the  sod  on  Cherson's  honor'd  field,  ^ 
Where  wraps  the  turf  around  his  mouldering 
clay: 

There  let  the  earth  her  choicest  beauties  yield, 
And  there  the  breeze  in  gentlest  murmurs 


There  let  the  widow  and  the  orphan  stray. 

To  wet  with  tears  their  benefactor's  tomb ; 
There  let  the  rescued  prisoner  bend  his  way. 
And  mourn  o'er  him,  who  in  the  dungeon's 
gloom 
Had  sought  him  and  averted  misery's  fearful 
doom. 

His  grave  perfum'd  with   heartfelt   sighs  of 
grief, 
And  moistened  by  the  tear  of  gratitude,  — 
Oh,  how  unlike  the  spot  where  war's  grim  chief 
Sinks  on  the  field,  in  sanguine  waves  im- 
brued! 
Who  mourns  for  him,  whose  footsteps  can  be 
viewed 
With  reverential  awe  imprinted  near 
The  monument  rear'd  o'er  the  man  of  blood  ? 

Or  who  waste  on  it  sorrow's  balmy  tear  ? 
None !  shame  and  misery  rest  alone  upon  his 
bier. 

Offspring  of  heaven !    Benevolence,  thy  pow'r 

Bade  Wilberf  orce  its  mighty  champion  be. 
And  taught  a  Clarkson's  ajrdent  mind  to  soar 

O'er  every  obstacle,  when  servii^  thee :  — 
Theirs  was  the  task  to  set  the  sufferer  free. 

To  break  the  bonds  which  bound  th'  unwill- 
ing slave. 
To  shed  abroaa  the  light  of  liberty. 

And  leave  to  all  the  rights  their  Maker  gave, 
To  bid  the  world  rejoice  o'er  hated  slavery's 
grave. 

Diffuse  thy  charms,  Benevolence  I  let  thy  light 

Fierce  tne  dark  clouds  which  ages  past  have 
thrown 
Before  the  beams  of  truth  —  and  nature's  right. 

Inborn,  let  everv  hardened  tyrant  own  ; 
On  our  fair  shore  be  thy  mild  presence  known ; 

And  every  portion  of  ColumDia's  land 
Be  as  God's  nurden  with  thy  blessings  sown  ; 

Tea.  o'er  Earth's  reg[ions  let  thy  love  expand 
Till  all  united  are  in  friendship's  sacred  band  I 


Then  in  that  hour  of  joy  will  be  fulfilled 

The  prophet's  heart-consoling  prophecy : 
Then  war's  commotion  shall  on  earthbe  m 

And  men  their  swords  to  other  use  app]]i 
Then  Afric's  injured  sons  no  more  ahaU  trj 

The  bitterness  of  slavery's  toil  and  p^*^ 
Nor  pride  nor  love  of  gain  direct  the  eye 

Of  stem  oppression  to  their  homes  asain : 
But  peace,  a  lasting  peace,  thxon^oat 
world  shall  reign. 


OCEAN 

Unfathomed  deep,  unfetter'd 

Of  never-silent  waves. 
Each  by  its  rushing  follower  chas'd. 

Through  unillumin'd  caves. 
And  o'er  the  rocks  whose  turrets  rude 

E'en  since  the  birth  of  time. 
Have  heard  amid  thy  solitude 

The  billow's  ceaseless  chime. 

O'er  what  recesses,  depths  unknown^ 

Dost  thou  thy  waves  impel. 
Where  never  yet  a  sunbeam  shone. 

Or  gleam  of  moonlight  fell  ? 
For  never  yet  did  mortal  eyes 

Thy  gloom-wrapt  deeps  behold, 
And  naught  of  thy  dreaid  mysteries 

The  tongue  of  man  hath  told. 

What,  though  proud  man  presume  to  1 

His  course  upon  thy  tide. 
O'er  thy  dark  billows  uncontroU'd 

His  fr^file  bark  to  guide  — 
Tet  who,  upon  thy  mountain  waves, 

Can  feel  himself  secure 
While  sweeping  o^er  thy  yawning  cave 

Deep,  awiul,  and  obscure  ? 

But  thou  art  mild  and  tranquil  now  — 

lliy  wrathful  spirits  sleep. 
And  gentle  billows,  calm  and  slow. 

Across  thy  bosom  sweep. 
Tet  where  the  dim  horizon's  bound 

Rests  on  thy  sparkling  bed. 
The  tempest-cloud,  in  gloom  profound, 

Prepares  its  wrath  to  shed. 

Thus,  mild  and  calm  in  youth's  bright 

Tlie  tide  of  life  appears. 
When  fancy  paints,  with  magic  spell. 

The  bliss  of  coming  years ; 
But  clouds  will  rise,  and  darkness  brin 

O'er  life's  deceitful  way. 
And  cruel  disappointment  fling 

Its  shade  on  nope's  dim  ray. 


THE  SICILIAN  VESPERS 

SiLBNCB  o'er  sea  and  earth 
With  the  veil  of  evening  fell. 

Till  the  convent-tower  sent  deeply  fort 
The  chime  of  its  vesper  belL 
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it  —  uid  that  solemn  soand 
7  on  the  ear ; 
er  echo  passed  aronnd, 
boldest  shook  to  hear. 

1  monks  thronged  np, 
rchlight  cold  and  dim ; 
lest  let  fall  his  incense-cnp, 
irirgin  hushed  her  hymn, 
tg  clash,  and  a  clanging  tramp, 
mmoning  voice  were  heard, 
I  wall,  and  dungeon  damp, 
arf  ul  echo  stirred. 

t  heard  the  sound, 

beside  his  hearth; 
ig  and  the  dance  were  hushed  around, 

nre-side  tale  of  mirth. 

.in  shook  in  his  bannered  hall, 

und  of  fear  drew  nigh, 

rder  shrank  from  the  oastle  wall, 

earn  of  spears  went  by. 

!  to  the  stranger,  then, 

ast  and  flow  of  wine, 

irray  of  mailed  men, 

I  at  the  holy  shrine  ;^ 

kened  pride  of  an  injured  land 

t  its  iron  thrall, 

umed  chief  to  the  pilgrim  band ; 

le  I  to  the  sons  of  Gam  I 

^  fell  that  hour, 

young  and  passing  fair, 

me  went  np  from  dome  and  tower, 

ger*s  arm  was  there  I 

)r  priest  at  the  altar  stood, 

)ea  his  beads  in  prayer, 

y  shrine  grew  dim  with  blood, 

ger  found  him  there  I 

[  to  the  sons  of  Gktul, 

rf  and  mailed  lord ; 

gathered  darkly,  one  and  all, 

irvest  of  the  sword  : 

>ming  sun,  with  a  quiet  smile, 

t;  o*er  hill  and  glen, 

«mple  and  smouldering  pile, 

j^hastly  forms  of  men. 

ishine  sweetly  smiled, 

'ly  glance  came  forth, 

rmpathy  with  the  wild 

ble  things  of  earth. 

m  of  blood  that  day  might  read, 

aage  freely  ^ven. 

du>k  and  midnignt  deed 

he  calm  of  Heaven. 


SPIRIT  OF  THE  NORTH 

of  the  frozen  North, 
*e  the  wave  is  chained  and  still, 
e  savage  bear  looks  forth 
bly  frcan.  his  cavemed  hill  I 


Down  from  thy  eternal  throne. 
From  thy  land  of  cloud  and  stormr 

Where  the  meeting  icebergs  groan, 
Sweepeth  on  thy  wrathful  form. 

Spirit  of  the  frozen  wing ! 

Dweller  of  a  voiceless  clime, 
Where  no  coming  on  of  sprini^ 

Gilds  the  wearv  course  of  tmie  I 
Monarch  of  a  realm  untrod 

By  the  restless  feet  of  men. 
Where  alone  the  hand  of  God 

'Mid  his  mighty  works  hath  been  I 

Throned  amid  the  ancient  hills. 

Piled  with  undecaying  snow, 
Flashing  vrith  the  nath  of  rills. 

Frozen  in  their  nrst  glad  flow : 
Thou  hast  seen  the  gloomy  nortn, 

Gleaming:  with  unearthly  light. 
Spreading  its  pale  banners  forth. 

Checkered  with  the  stars  of  night. 

Thou  hast  gazed  untrembling.  where 

Giant  forms  of  flame  were  ariven. 
Like  the  spirits  of  the  air, 

Striding  up  the  vault  of  heaven  I 
Thou  hast  seen  that  midnight  glow, 

Hiding  moon  and  star  and  sky, 
And  the  icy  hills  below 

Reddening  to  the  fearful  dye. 

Dark  and  desolate  and  lone, 

Curtained  with  the  tempest-cloudy 
Drawn  aronnd  thy  ancient  throne 

Lake  oblivion's  moveless  shroud^ 
Dim  and  distantly  the  sun 

Glances  on  thy  palace  walls. 
But  a  shadow  cola  and  dun 

Broods  along  its  pillared  halls. 

Lord  of  sunless  depths  and  cold  t 

Chainer  of  the  northern  sea  I 
At  whose  feet  the  storm  is  rolled. 

Who  hath  power  to  humble  Uiee? 
Spirit  of  the  stormy  north  ! 

Bow  thee  to  thy  Maker's  nod  ; 
Bend  to  him  who  sent  thee  forth. 

Servant  of  the  living  Qod. 


THE  EARTHQUAKE 

Calmlt  the  night  came  down 
O'er  Scylla's  shatter'd  walls  ; 

How  desolate  that  silent  town ! 
How  tenantless  the  halls. 

Where  yesterday  her  thousands  trod. 

And  princes  graced  their  proud  abode  I 

Low,  on  the  wet  sea  sand, 

Humbled  in  anguish  now, 
The  desnot,  midst  his  menial  band. 

Bent  aown  his  kingly  brow ; 
And  prince  and  peasant  knelt  in  prayer, 
For  grief  had  made  them  equal  tnere. 
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Again  as  at  the  mom. 
The  earthquake  roU'd  its  car  : 

Lowly  the  castle-towers  were  bcnme, 
That  mock'd  the  storms  of  war : 

The  mountain  reeled,  its  shiverM  orow 

Went  down  among  the  waves  below. 

Up  rose  the  kneelers  then. 
As  the  wave's  rush  was  heard : 

The  horror  of  those  fated  men 
Was  uttered  by  no  word. 

But  closer  still  the  mother  prest 

The  infant  to  her  faithful  breast. 

One  long,  wild  shriek  went  up, 

Full  mighty  in  despair ; 
As  bow'd  to  diink  death's  bitter  cup. 

The  thousands  gathered  there  ; 
And  man's  strong  wail  and  woman's  cry 
Blent  as  the  waters  hurried  by. 

On  swept  the  whelming  sea ; 

The  mountains  felt  its  shock. 
As  the  lone  crv  of  agony 

Thrills  tnro'  their  towers  of  rook ; 
An  echo  round  that  fatal  shore 
The  death  wail  of  the  sufferers  bore. 

The  morning  sun  shed  forth 

Its  light  upon  the  scene, 
Where  tower  and  palace  strew'd  the  earth 

With  wrecks  of  what  had  been. 
But  of  the  thousands  who  were  gone, 
No  trace  was  left,  no  vestige  shown. 

* 

JUDITH  AT  THE  TENT  OF  HOLO- 

FERNES 

NiOHT  was  down  among  the  mountains, 

In  her  dim  apd  quiet  manner. 
Where  Bethulia's  silver  fountains 

Gushed  beneath  the  Assyrian  banner. 
Moonlight,  o'er  her  meek  dominion. 

As  a  mightv  flag  unfurled, 
Like  an  angel's  snowy  pinion 

Resting  on  a  darkened  world  I 

Faintly  rose  the  city's  murmur. 

But  the  crowded  camp  was  calm ; 
Girded  in  their  battle  armor. 

Each  a  falchion  at  his  arm. 
Lordly  chief  and  weary  vassal 

In  the  arms  of  slumber  fell ; 
It  had  been  a  day  of  wassail. 

And  tJie  wine  had  circled  welL 

Underneath  his  proud  pavilion 

Lay  Assyria's  champion. 
Where  the  ruby's  rich  vermilion 

Shone  beside  the  beryl-stone. 
With  imperial  purple  laden. 

Breathing  in  the  perfumed  air,    . 
Dreams  he  of  the  Jewish  maiden. 

With  her  dark  and  jewelled  hair. 

Who  is  she,  the  pale-browed  stranger. 
Bending  o'er  that  son  of  idaughter  r 


God  be  with  thee  in  thy  daneer, 
Israel's  lone  and  peerless  dan^ttt 

She  hath  bared  her  ciue&aly  beauty 
To  the  dark  Assyrian's  grlanoe ; 

Now  a  high  and  sterner  duty 
Bids  her  to  his  coudi  advance. 

Beautiful  and  pale  she  bendeth 

In  her  earnest  prayer  to  Heaven  ; 
Look  again,  that  maiden  standeth 

In  the  strength  her  God  has  given  1 
Strangely  is  her  dark  eye  kin<ued. 

Hot  blood  through  her  cheek  is  pc 
Lo.  her  every  fear  nath  dwindled^ 

And  her  hand  is  on  the  sword  I 

Upward  to  the  flashing  curtain, 

Bee,  that  mighty  blade  \a  driven. 
And  its  fall  I  —  'tis  swift  and  oertaL 

As  the  cloud-fire's  track  in  beaveii 
Down,  as  with  a  power  supernal^ 

Twice  the  lifted  weapon  fell ; 
Twice,  his  slumber  is  eternal  — 

Who  shall  wake  the  infidel  ? 

Sunlight  on  the  mountains  streametl 

Like  an  air-borne  wave  of  gold ; 
And  Bethulia's  armor  gleameth 

Round  Judea's  banner-fold. 
Down  they  go,  the  mailed  warriors. 

As  the  upper  torrents  sally 
Headlong  irom  their  mountain-barrii 

Down  upon  the  sleeping  valley. 

Rouse  thee  from  thy  couch,  Assyriai 

Dream  no  more  of  woman's  smile ; 
Fiercer  than  the  leaguered  TVrian, 

Or  the  dark-browed  sons  of  Nile, 
Foes  are  on  thy  slumber  breaking. 

Chieftain,  to  thy  battle  rise  I 
Vain  the  c^  — he  will  not  waken  — 

Headless  on  his  couch  he  lies. 

Who  hath  dimmed  your  boasted  eloi 

What  hath  woman's  weakness  don 
Whose  dark  brow  is  up  before  ye. 

Blackening  in  the  fierce-haired  siu 
Lo  I  an  eye  that  never  slumbers 

Looketh  in  its  vengeance  down  ; 
And  the  thronged  and  mailed  nombe 

Wither  at  Jehovah's  frown  I 


METACOM 

Metacom,  or  Philip,  the  chief  of  the 
panoags,  was  the  most  powerful  and  saf> 
dachem  who  ever  made  war  upon  the  £i 

Red  as  the  banner  which  enshrouds 

The  warrior-dead,  when  strife  is  d< 
A  broken  mass  of  crimson  clouds 

Hung  over  the  departed  sun. 
The  shadow  of  the  western  hill 
Crept  swiftly  down,  and  darkly  still. 
As  if  a  sullen  wave  of  night 
Were  rushing  on  the  pale  twilight; 
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And  wukiiig  st&ra  cams  softly  throu^ 
The  rifta  of  many  4  Kiuit  limb. 
Above  the  wet  and  lAngliH]  swamp 
White  vapaiB  Kathernd  tluclc  and  damp, 
And  tbrough  their  cloodj'  cartajning 
Flapped  many  a  brown  and  dusky  wine  — 
Piuions  that  fan  the  inoonleM  dun, 
Bat  fold  them  at  tha  riBin^  sun  t 

Beoenth  the  dosing  veil  of  night. 
And  leafy  bough  and  curliu^  tof. 

With  his  tew  wBiriora  ranged  in  sight— 

Soarred  relics  of  hU  latest  fight — 
R^ted  the  fiery  Wampanoag. 

He  leaned  upon  his  loaded  gun, 

va :i\.  !tg  recent  work  o'  '' 

_ ,  _..      .  .A  h^f  and  long-reprBHed. 

Shook  the  damp  folds  around  his  breast. 

An  eye  that  waa  unused  to  scan 

The  sterner  mooda  of  that  dark  man 

Had  deemed  his  taU  and  silent  form 

With  hidden  passion  fierce  and  wami. 

With  that  filed  eye  as  slill  and  dark 

As  clonds  which  veil  their  lightning  spark, 

Tliat  o£  some  forest-champion, 

Whom  audden  death  had  passed  upon  — 

A  giant  frown  into  stone  1 

SonoF  the  Cbioned  Sachem  1  — Thou, 

The  sternest  of  the  forest  kings,  — 

Khali  the  scorned  pale-one  trample  now. 

Yea.  di-ive  his  vUe  and  hated  plough  ' 

Amitng  thy  nation^s  holy  things, 
Crushing  the  warrior-skeieton 
In  seom  beneath  his  armed  heel. 
And  nnt  a  hand  be  l..ft  to  deal 
A  kindred  veneeance  fiercely  back. 
And  cross  in  blood  the  lipoiler's  track  ? 

He  turned  him  to  hia  trustiest  one, 
The  old  and  v,«r-lried  Annawoti  - 
Brother  r  "  -  The  favored  warrior  stood 

lliis'^iKht  the  Viaion^pirit  hath 

Unrolled  the  scroll  of  fate  before  roe  ; 
Anil  ere  the  sunrise  cometh.  Death 

Will  WHVB  hia  dusky  pinion  o'er  me  1 
Nay,  aUrt  nut  — well  I  know  thy  faith  — 
Tliy  weapon  now  may  keep  its  sheath  ; 
But.  when  the  bodeful  momine  breaks. 
And  the  srevn  forest  widely  wakes 
Unto  the  roar  of  Englisli  thunder, 
Thrn  trusted  brother,  be  it  thine 
To  burst  upon  the  toeman's  line. 
And  rend  his  serried  stTength  asimder. 
Perchance  thyself  and  yet  a  few 
Of  faithfTil  ones  may  struggle  throngh, 
And,  rallyinir  on  the  wooded  plain. 
Ktrike  deep  tor  vsneeanee  once  again, 
And  offer  up  in  pale-fscn  blood 
An  offering  to  the  Indian's  God." 


Told  that  another  red  man  fell,  — 
And  blazed  a  sudden  light  again 
Across  that  kingly  brow  and  eye. 
Like  lightning  on  a  clouded  sky,  — 
And  a  low  growl,  like  that  which  thiilla 
The  hunter  of  the  Eaatem  hills. 

Burst  throngh  clenched  teeth  and  rifid  Up— 
And,  when  the  great  chief  spoke  agam 
His  deep  voice  snook  beneam  ita  rein, 
As  wrath  and  grief  held  fellowship. 


With  aadnesB  on  his  shadowy  brow 
My  father's  spint  passed  along  I 

He  painted  to  the  far  sonth-west, 
Where  sunset's  gold  was  growttkg  di 
And  seemed  to  beckon  me  tu  him 

And  to  the  forests  of  the  bleat  I  - 


re  bat  children,  shelterless, 


My  father  loved  the  white  men.  when 

Thev  were 

For  his  great  sj. 

Melted  to  woman's  tenderness^ 
Nor  was  it  given  him  to  know 

That  children  whom  he  cherished  the 

Would  rise  at  lenpth.  Uke  armBd  men 
To  work  his  people  s  overthrow. 
Yet  thus  it  is :  —  the  God  before 

Whose  awful  shrine  the  pale  ones  boi 
Hath  frowned  upon,  and  given  o'er 

The  red  man  to  the  stmnger  now  I 
A  few  more  moona.  and  there  will  be 


Will  bow  before  the  Spoiler's  axe  — 
The  plough  displace  die  hunter's  tracks. 
And  the  tall  prayer-house  steeple  stand 
Where  the  Great  Spirit's  shnne  hath  been 

"Yet.  brother,  from  this  awtul  honr 

The  dying  curse  of  Metaoom 
Shall  linger  with  abiding  power 

Upon  the  apoilers  of  my  home. 

The  tearful  veil  ot  things  l«  come. 

By  Kitchtan's  hand  Lq  lifted  from 
The  shadows  of  the  embryo  years  ; 

Ami  I  can  see  more  clearly  through 
Than  ever  visioned  Powwaw  did. 
For  all  the  fnttire  comes  unbiil 

Yet  welcome  to  mv  tranced  view, 
As  battle-yell  to  warrioi^ais  ! 
From  stream  and  lake  and  hunting-hill 

0>ir  tribes  may  vanish  like  a  dream, 

And  even  my  dork  curse  may  si.'era 
Like  idle  winds  whi-n  Heaven  u  stiU, 

No  bodeful  harbinger  of  ill  ; 
But.  liercer  than  the  downright  thunder. 
When  yawns  the  monnlnin-roek  asunder. 
And  riven  pine  and  knotted  oak 
Are  reeling  to  the  fearful  stroke. 

That  cnrae  shall  work  its  master's  will  I 
The  bed  of  you  bine  m 
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Shall  poor  a  darker  tide  than  rain  — ^ 
The  sea  shall  catch  its  blood-red  stain, 
And  broadly  on  its  banks  shall  gleam 

The  steel  of  those  who  should  be  brothers ; 
Tea,  those  whom  one  fond  parent  nursed 
Shall  meet  in  strife,  like  fiends  accursed, 
And  trample  down  the  once  loved  form. 
While  yet  with  breathing  passion  warm. 

As  fiercely  as  they  would  another^s ! " 

The  morning  star  sat  dimly  on 
The  lighted  eastern  horizon  — 
The  deadly  glare  of  levelled  gun 

Came  streaking*  through  the  twilight  haze 

And  naked  to  its  reddest  blaze, 
A  hundred  wuriors  sprang  in  view  ; 

One  dark  red  arm  was  tossed  on  high, 
One  giant  shout  came  hoarsely  throng 

The  clangor  and  the  charging  cry. 
Just  as  across  tJie  scattering  gloom. 
Bed  as  the  naked  hand  of  Doom, 

The  English  volley  hurtled  by  — 
The  arm  —  the  voice  of  Metacom  I  — 

One  piercing  shriek  —  one  vengeful  yell. 
Sent  like  an  arrow  to  the  sky. 

Told  when  tJie  hunter-monarch  fell  I 


MOUNT  AGIOCHOOK 

The  Indians  supposed  the  White  Mountains 
«rere  the  residence  of  powerful  spirits,  and  in 
lonsequence  rarely  ascended  them. 

Gray  searcher  of  the  upper  air. 

There  *s  sunshine  on  thy  ancient  walls, 
A  crown  upon  thy  forehead  bare, 

A  flash  upon  thy  waterfalls. 
A  rainbow  glory  in  the  cloud 

Upon  thine  awful  summit  bowed. 
The  radiant  ghost  of  a  dead  storm  I 

And  music  from  the  leafy  shroud 
Which  swathes  in  green  thy  giant  form. 

Mellowed  and  softened  from  above 
Steals  downward  to  the  lowland  ear. 

Sweet  as  the  first,  fond  dream  of  love 
That  melts  upon  the  maiden's  ear. 

The  time  has  been,  white  giant,  when 

Thy  shadows  veiled  the  red  man's  home. 
And  over  crag  and  serpent  den, 
And  wild  gorge  where  the  steps  of  men 

In  chase  or  battle  might  not  come. 
The  raountun  eagle  bore  on  high 

The  emblem  of  the  free  of  soul. 
And,  midway  in  the  fearful  sky. 
Sent  back  the  Indian  battle  cry. 

And  answered  to  the  thunder  s  roll. 

The  wigwam  fires  have  all  burned  out. 
The  moccasin  has  left  no  track  ; 

Nor  wolf  nor  panther  roam  about 
The  Saco  and  the  Merrimac. 

And  thou,  that  liftest  up  on  high 

Thy  mighty  barriers  to  the  sky, 
Art  not  tne  haunted  mount  of  old. 

Where  on  each  crag  of  blasted  stone 


Some  dreadful  spirit  found  his  throne. 
And  hid  within  the  thick  dond  foldt 
Heard  onl^  in  the  tJiunder's  crash. 
Seen  only  m  the  lightning's  flash. 
When  crumbled  rock  and  riven  branch 
Went  down  before  the  avalanche  I 

No  more  that  spirit  moveth  there  ; 

The  dwellers  of  the  vale  are  dead  ; 
No  hunter's  arrow  cleaves  the  air ; 

No  dry  leaf  rustles  to  his  tread. 
The  pale-face  climbs  thy  tallest  itxik. 
His  hands  thy  crystal  gates  unlock  - 
From  steep  to  steep  his  maidens  call. 
Light  laughing,  like  the  streams  that  f^n 
In  music  aown  thy  rocky  wall. 
And  only  when  their  careless  tread 
Lays  bare  an  Indian  arrow-head, 
Snent  and  forgetful  of  the  deer, 
lliink  of  the  race  that  perishea  here. 

Oh,  sacred  to  the  Indian  seer, 

Oray  altar  of  the  men  of  old ! 
Not  vainly  to  the  listening  ear 

The  legends  of  thy  past  are  told.  — 
Tales  of  the  downwaxti  sweeping-  nood« 
When  bowed  like  reeds  thy  ancient  wood 
Of  armed  hands,  and  spectral  forms ; 
Of  giants  in  their  leafy  shroud. 
And  voices  calling  loi^  and  loud 
In  the  dread  pauses  dTthy  storms. 
For  still  withm  their  cavemed  home 
Dwell  the  strange  gods  of  heathendom  I 

THE  DRUNKARD  TO  HIS  BOTTLJ 

I  was  thinking  of  the  temperance  lyrics 
great  poet  of  Scotland  might  nave  written 
he  put  his  name  to  a  pledge  of  abetinenc 
thing  unhappily  unknown  in  his  day.  ' 
result  of  my  cogitation  was  this  poor  imita 
of  his  dialect. 

Hoot  !  —  daur  ye  shaw  ye're  face  again, 
Te  auld  black  thief  o'  purse  an'  bnun  ? 
For  foul  di^;race,  for  dool  an'  pain 

An'  shame  I  ban  ye  : 
Wae  's  me,  that  e'er  my  lips  have  ta'en 

Your  kiss  uncanny  I 

Nae  mair,  auld  knave,  without  a  shillin* 
To  keep  a  starvin'  wight  frae  stealin' 
Te  'U  sen'  me  hameward,  blin'  and  reelin^ 

Frae  nightly  swa«er. 
By  wall  an'  post  my  pathway  feelin', 

Wi'  mony  a  stagger. 

Nae  mair  o'  fights  that  bruise  an*  mangle, 
Nae  mair  o'  nets  my  feet  to  tangle, 
Nae  mair  o'  senseless  brawl  an'  wrangle- 

Wi'  frien'  an'  wife  too, 
Nae  mair  o'  deavin'  din  an'  jangle 

My  feckless  life  through. 

Te  thievin',  cheatin'  auld  Cheap  JaolCf 
Peddlin'  your  poison  brose,  I  oiaok 
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Your  banes  a^nst  my  ingle-back 

Wi'  lueikle  pleasure. 
Deil  mend  ye  i*  his  workshop  black, 

E'en  at  his  leisure  1 

I  *11  brak  ye*re  neck,  ye  foul  auld  sinner, 
I  'U  spill  ye*re  bluid,  ye  vile  beginner 
C  a'  the  ills  an'  aches  that  winna 

Quat  saul  an'  body  I 
Oie  me  hale  breeks  an*  weel-spread  dinner 

Deil  tak'  ye're  toddy  I 

Kae  mair  wi'  witches'  broo  gane  gyte, 
Oie  me  aiice  mair  the  auld  delight 
C  sittin'  wi'  my  bairns  in  sight. 

The  gude  wife  near. 
The  weel-spent  dav,  the  peaoef  u'  night, 

The  momin'  cheer  I 

Cock  a'  ye're  heids,  my  bairns  fn'  gleg. 
My  winsome  Robin,  Jean,  an'  Meg, 
For  food  and  claes  ye  shall  na  beg 

A  doited  daddie. 
Dance,  auld  wife,  on  your  girl-day  legt 

Ye  've  foun'  your  laadie ! 


THE  FAIR  QUAKERESS 

Shb  was  a  fair  young  girl,  yet  on  her  brow 
No  pale  pearl  shone,  a  blemish  on  the  pure 
Ana  snoMry  lustre  ot  its  livin|?  light. 
No  radiant  ^em  shone  beautifully  through 
The  shadowing  of  her  tresseSf  as  a  star 
Through  the  dark  sky  of  midnight;  and  no 

wreath 
Of  coral  circled  on  her  ^[ueenly  neck. 
In  mockery  of  the  glowing  cheek  and  lip. 
Whose  hue  the  fairy  guaraian  of  the  flowers 
Might  never  rival  when  her  delicate  touch 
Tinges  the  rose  of  springtime. 

Unadorned, 
Save  by  her  youthful  charms,  and  with  a  garb 
6imple  as  Nature's  self,  why  turn  to  her 
The  proud  and  gifted,  and  the  versed  in  all 
The  pageantry  of  fashion  ? 

She  hath  not 
Moved  down  the  dance  to  music,  when  the  hall 
Is  lighted  up  like  sunshine,  and  the  thrill 
Of  the  light  viol  and  the  mellow  flute, 
And  the  deep  tones  of  manhood,  softened  down 
To  very  music  melt  upon  the  ear.  — 
She  has  not  mingled  with  the  hollow  world 
Nor  tampered  with  its  mockeries,  until  all 
The  delicate  perceptions  of  the  heart. 
The  innate  modesty,  the  watchful  sense 
Of  maiden  dignity,  are  lost  within 
The  maze  of  fashion  and  the  din  of  crowds. 

Yet   Beautv  hath    its   homage.    Kings  have 

bowed 
From  the  ttdl  majesty  of  ancient  thrones 
With  a  prostrated  knee,  yea,  cast  aside 
^Die  awrulness  of  time-created  power 


For  the  re^^ardf  ul  glances  of  a  child. 
Yea,  the  high  ones  and  powerful  of  Earth, 
The  helmea  sons  of  victory,  the  ^ptve 
And  schooled  philosophers,  the  giant  men 
Of  overmastering  intellect,  have  turned 
Each  from  the  separate  idol  of  his  hig^ 
And  vehement  ambition  for  tJie  low 
Idolatry  of  human  loveliness ; 
And  bartered  the  sublimity  of  mind. 
The  grodlike  and  commanding  intellect 
Which  nations  knelt  to,  for  a  woman's  tear, 
A  soft-toned  answer,  or  a  wanton's  smile. 

And  in  the  chastened  beautv  of  that  eye. 
And  in  the  beautiful  play  01  that  red  up. 
And  in  the  quiet  smile,  and  in  the  voice 
Sweet  as  the  tuneful  greeting  of  a  bird 
To  tJie  first  flowers  of  springtime,  there  is  moFO 
Than  the  perfection  of  the  painter's  skill 
Or  statuary's  moulding,    mind  is  there. 
The  pure  and  holy  attributes  of  soul. 
The  seal  of  virtue,  the  exceedinigr  grace 
Of  meekness  blended  with  a  maiden  pride ; 
Nor  deem  ye  that  beneath  the  gentle  smile. 
And  the  calm  temi>er  of  a  chastened  mind 
No  warmth  of  passion  kindles,  and  no  tide 
Of  quick  and  earnest  feeling  courses  on 
From  the^  warm  heart's  pu&ations.    There  are 

springs 
Of  deep  and  pure  affection,  hidden  noWj 
WitJiin  that  quiet  bosom,  which  but  wait 
The  thrilling  of  some  kindly  touch,  to  flow 
Like  waters  from  the  Desert-rock  of  old. 


BOLIVAR 

A  DUtOB  is  wuling  from  the  Gulf  of  stomi- 

vexed  Mexico, 
To  where  through  Pampas'  solitudes  the  mi^ty 

rivers  flow : 
The  dark  Sieiras  near  the  sound,  and  from  each 

mountain  rift. 
Where  Andes  and  Cordilleras  their  awful  sum- 
mits lift. 
Where  Cotopaxi's  fiery  eye  glares  redly  upon 

heaven. 
And  Chimboraxo's  shattered  peak  the  upper 

sky  has  riven ; 
From  mount  to  mount,  from  wave  to  wave,  a 

wild  and  long  lament, 
A  sob  that  shakes  like  her  earthquakes  the 

startled  continent ! 

A  light  dies  out,  a  life  is  sped  —  the  hero's  at 
whose  word 

The  nations  started  as  from  sleep,  and  girded 
on  the  sword  ; 

The  victor  of  a  hundred  fields  where  blood  was 
poured  like  rain. 

And  Freedom's  loosened  avalanche  hurled  down 
the  hosts  of  Spain, 

The  eagle  soul  on  Junin's  slope  who  showed  his 
snouting  men 

A  grander  sight  than  Balboa  saw  from  wave- 
washed  DarieUf 
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Ab  £rom  the  snows  with  battle  red  died  oat  the 

winking  son. 
And  broad  and  vast  beneath  him  hi.7  a  world 

for  freedom  won. 

How  died  that  victor?  In  the  field  with  ban- 
ners o'er  him  thrown, 

With  trumpets  in  his  fuling  ear,  by  charging 
sqnaarons  blown, 

Wiih  scattered  f oemen  flying  fast  and  f eaifolly 
before  him, 

VRth  shouts  of  triumph  swelling  round  and 
brave  men  bending  o'er  him  ? 

Not  on  his  fields  of  victory,  nor  in  his  council 
hall, 

The  worn  and  sorrowing  leader  heard  the  inev- 
itable call. 

Alone  he  perished  in  the  land  he  saved  from 
slavery's  ban, 

Maligned  and  doubted  and  denied,  a  broken- 
hearted man! 

Now  let  the  New  World's  banners  droop  above 

the  fallen  chief j 
And  let  the  mountameer's  dark  eyes  be  wet 

with  tears  of  grief  t 
For  slander's  sting,  for  envy's  hiss,  for  friend- 
ship hatred  grown, 
Can  funeral  pomp,  and  tolling  bell,  and  priestly 

mass  atone  r 
Better  to  leave  unmourned  the  dead  than  wrong 

men  while  they  live : 
What  if  the  strong  man  tailed  or  erred,  could 

not  his  own  forgive  ? 
O  people  freed  by  him,  repent  above  your  hero's 

oier : 
The  sole  resource  of  late  remorse  is  now  his 

tomh  to  rear  1 


ISABELLA  OF  AUSTRIA 

Isabella,  Infanta  of  Parma,  and  consort  of 
Joseph  of  Austria,  predicted  her  own  death, 
ismiediately  after  her  marriage  with  the  Em- 
peror. Amidst  the  gayety  and  splendor  of 
Vienna  and  Presburg,  she  was  reserved  and 
melancholy;  she  believed  that  Heaven  had 
given  her  a  view  of  the  future,  and  that  her 
child|  the  namesake  of  the  g^at  Maria  The- 
resa, would  perish  with  her.  Her  prediction 
was  fulfilled. 

'Midst  the  palace  bowers  of  Hungary,  imperial 

Presburg's  pride. 
With  the  noble  bom  and  beautiful  assembled 

at  her  side. 
She  stood  beneath  the  summer  heavens,  the  soft 

^  wind  sighing  on, 
Stirring  the    ^^en  and  arching  boughs  like 

dancers  m  the  sun. 
The  beautiful  pomegranate  flower,  the  snowy 

orange  bloom. 
The  lotus  and   the  trailing  vine,   the  rose's 

meekperfnme» 


The  willow  crossing  with  its  green  some  statoe^ 

marble  hair. 
All  that  might  charm  the  fresh  young'  sense,  or 

light  the  soul,  was  there  I 

But  she,  a  monarch's  treasured   one,  leaned 

gloomily  apart. 
With  her  dark  eyes  tearfully  oast  down;  and 

a  shadow  on  her  heart. 
Young,  beautiful,  and  dearly  loved,  what  aamw 

hath  she  known  ? 
Are   not  the  hearts  and  swords  of  all  hdd 

sacred  as  her  own  ? 
Is  not  her  lord  the  kingliest  in  battle-field  or 

tower? 
The  wisest  in  the  oouncil-hall,  the  gayest  is 

the  bower? 
Is  not  his  love  as  full  and  deep  as  his  ova 

Danube's  tide  ? 
And  wherefore  in  her   princely  home  weeps 

Isabel,  his  bride  ? 

She  raised  her  jewelled  hand,  and  flung  her 

^  veiling  tresses  back. 
Bathing  its  snowy  tapering  within  their  glosvy 

A  tear  fell  on  the  orange  leaves,  rich  gem  sad 

mimic  blossom. 
And  fringSd  robe  shook   fearfully  npon  hsr 

sighing  bosom. 
"Smile    on,  smile  on,"  she  murmured    low, 

"  for  all  is  jo^  around. 
Shadow  and  sunshme,  stainless  sky,  soft  mis, 

and  blossomed  ground. 
'Tis  meet  the  light  of   heart  ahoold  smile, 

when  nature's  smile  h  fair. 
And  melody  and  fragrance  meet,  twin  sisten 

of  the  air. 

**  But  ask  me  not  to  share  with  yon  the  bean^y 

of  the  scene, 
The  fountain-fall,  mosaic  walk,  and  breadths 

of  tender  green ; 
And  point  not  to  the  mild  blue  sky,  or  glorioas 

summer  sun, 
I  know  how  very  fair  is  all  the  hand  of  God 

has  done. 
Hie  hills,  the  sky.  the  sunlit  cloud,  the  wateiB 

leaping  fortn, 
The  swaying  trees,   the  scented  flowers,  tibe 

dark  green  robes  of  earth,  — 
I  love  them  well,  but  I  have  learned  to  tnia 

aside  from  all, 
And   nevermore    mv  heart    must    own  their 

sweet  but  fatal  thraU. 

"  And  I  could  love  the  noble  one  whose  mighty 

name  I  bear. 
And  closer  to  my  breaking  heart  his  princely 

image  wear. 
And  I  could  love  our  sweet  young  flower,  na* 

foldin&r  day  by  day. 
And  taste  of  that  unearthly  joy  which  mothen 

only  may«  — 
Bat  what  am  I  to  cling  to  these  ?  —A  Ttnoe  is 

in  my  ear. 
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A  shadow  lingers  at  my  side,  the  death-wail 

and  the  oier ! 
The  cold  and  starlras  night  of  Death  where 

day  may  never  beam, 
The  silence  and  forget! ulneas,  the  sleep  that 

hath  no  dream  T 

*'0  God,  to  leave  this  fair  bright  world,  and 
more  than  all  to  know 

The  moment  when  the  Spectral  One  shall 
strike  his  fearful  blow ; 

To  know  the  day,  the  very  hour,  to  feel  the 
tide  roll  on. 

To  shudder  at  the  gloom  before  and  weep  the 
sunshine  gone : 

To  count  the  days,  tne  few  fkort  days,  of  light 
and  love  ana  breath 

Between  me  and  the  noisome  grave,  tJie  voice- 
less home  of  death  I 

Alas  I  —  if  feeling,  knowing  this,  I  murmur  at 
my  doom. 

Let  not  thy  frowning,  O  my  Ck>d  I  lend  dark- 
ness to  the  tonib. 

**0h,  I  have  borne  my  spirit  up,  and  smiled 

amidst  the  chill 
Kemembrance  of  my  certain  doom  which  lin- 
gers with  me  still ; 
I  wonia  not  cloud  my  fair  child's  brow,  nor  let 

a  tear-drop  dim 
The  eye  that  met  my  wedded  lord's,  lest  it 

should  sadden  him ; 
But  there  are  moments  when  the  strength  of 

feeling  must  have  way  : 
That  hidden  tide  of  unnamea  woe  nor  fear  nor 

love  can  stay. 
Smile  on,  smile  on.  light-hearted  ones  I    Your 

sun  of  joy  is  nigh : 
Smile  on,  and  leave  the  doomed  of  Heaven 

alone  to  weep  and  die ! " 

A  funeral  chant  was  wailing  through  Yienna's 

holy  pile, 
A  coffin  with  its  gorgeous  pall  was  borne  along 

the  aisle ; 
The  drooping  nags  of  many  lands  waved  slow 

^  above  the  dead, 
A  mighty  band  of  mourners  came,  a  king  was 

at  its  head,  — 
A  youthful  king,  with  mournful  tread,  and 

dim  and  tearful  eye ; 
He  scarce  had  dreamed  that  one  so  pure  as  his 

fair  bride  could  die. 
And  sad  and  long  above  the  throng  the  funeral 

anthem  ruxug: : 
'*  Mourn  for  the  hope  of  Austria  I    Mourn  for 

the  loved  and  youi^ ! " 

The  wail  went  up  from  other  lands,  the  valleys 
of  the  Hun, 

Fair  Parma  with  its  onmge  bowers,  and  hills  of 
vine  and  sun : 

The  lilies  of  imperial  France  drooped  as  the 
sound  went  by. 

The  long  lament  of  cloistered  Spain  was  min- 
gled with  the  cry. 


ii 


The  dwellers  in  Colomo's  halls,  the  Slowak  at 

his  cave, 
The  bowed  at  the  Esourial,  the  Magyar  stoutly 

brave, 
All  wept  the  early  stricken  flower ;  and  still 

the  anthem  rung : 
Mourn  for  the  pride  of  Austria  I    Mourn  for 

the  loved  and  young  I " 


THE  FRATRICIDE 

He  stood  on  the  brow  of  the  well-known  hiU, 
Its  few  gray  oaks  moanM  over  him  still ; 
The  last  of  that  forest  which  cast  the  gloom 
Of  its  shadow  at  eve  o*er  his  childhoocPs  home ; 
And  the  beautiful  valley  beneath  him  lay 
With  its  quivering  leaves,  and  its  streams  at 

play. 
And  the  sunshine  over  it  all  the  while 
Like  the  golden  shower  of  the  Eastern  isle. 

He  knew  tJie  rock  with  its  fingering  vine. 
And  its  gray  top  touched  by  the  slant  sunshine. 
And  the  delicate  stream  which  crept  beneath 
Soft  as  the  flow  of  an  infant's  breath  ; 
And  the  flowers  which   lean'd  to  the  West 

wind's  sigh. 
Kissing  each  ripple  which  glided  by  ; 
And  he  knew  every  valley  and  wooded  swell. 
For  the  visions  of  childhood  are  treasured  welL 

Why  shook  the  old  man  as  his  eye  glanced  down 
That  narrow  ravine  where  the  rude  cliffs  frown. 
With  their  shaggy  brows  and  their  teeth  of 

stone. 
And  their  grim  shade  back  from  ihe  sunlight 

thrown? 
What  saw  he  there  save  the  dreary  glen. 
Where  the  shy  fox  crept  from  the  eye  oi  men, 
And  the  great  owl  sat  on  the  leafy  Hmb 
That  the  nateful  sun  might  not  look  on  him  ? 

Flx'd,  glassy,  and  strange  was  that  old  man's 

eye. 
As  if  a  spectre  were  stealing  by. 
And  glared  it  still  on  that  narrow  dell 
Where  thicker  and  browner  the  twilight  feU ; 
Tet  at  every  sigh  of  the  fitful  wind. 
Or  stirring  of  leaves  in  the  wood  behind. 
His  wild  glance  wander'd  the  landscape  o'er, 
Then  fix'd  on  that  desolate  dell  once  more. 

Oh,  who  shall  tell  of  the  thoughts  which  ran 
Through  the  dizzied  brain  of  that  gray  old 

man? 
His  childhood's  home,  and  his  father's  toU, 
And  his  sister's  kias,  and  his  mother's  smile. 
And  his  brother's  laughter  and  g^unesome  mirth, 
At  the  village  school  and  the  winter  hearth ; 
The  beautiful  thoughts  of  his  early  time. 
Ere  his  heart  grew  dark  with  its  later  crime. 

And  darker  and  wilder  his  visioBS  came 
Of  the  deadly  feud  and  the  midnight  flame. 
Of  the  Indian's  knife  with  its  slaughter  red. 
Of  the  ghastly  forms  of  the  scalpless  dead. 
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Of  his  own  fierce  deeds  in  that  fearful  honr 
When  the  terrible  Brandt  was  forth  in  power, 
And  he  olasp'd  his  hands  o'er  his  bnming  eye 
To  shadow  the  vision  which  glided  by. 

It  came  with  the  rush  of  the  battle-storm — 
With  a  brother^s  shaken  and  kneeling  form. 
And  his  prayer  for  life  when  a  brother's  arm 
Was  lifted  above  him  for  mortal  harm. 
And  the  fiendish  corse,  and  the  KToan  of  death. 
And  the  welling  of  blood,  ana  the  gurgling 

breath, 
And  the  scalp  torn  off  while  each  nerve  could 

feel 
The  wrenching  hand  and  tJie  jagged  steel  1 

And  the  old  man  groan'd  —  for  he  saw,  again, 
The  mangled  corse  of  his  kinsman  slain. 
As  it  lay  where  his  hand  had  hurPd  it  then, 
At  the  shadow'd  foot  of  that  fearful  glen  1 
And  it  rose  erect,  with  the  death-puig  grim. 
And  pointed  its  bloodied  finger  at  him  1 
And  nis  heart  grew  cold  —  and  tJie  curse  of 

Cain 
Bum'd  like  a  fire  in  the  old  man^s  brain. 

Oh,  had  he  not  seen  that  spectre  rise 
On  the  blue  of  the  cold  Canadian  skies  ? 
From  the  lakes  which  sleep   in   the  andent 

wood. 
It  had  risen  to  whisper  its  tale  of  blood. 
And  foUow'd  his  bark  to  ihe  sombre  dbiore. 
And  glared  by  night  through  the  wigwam  aoor ; 
And  here,  on  his  own  funuiar  hill. 
It  rose  on  his  haunted  vision  still  I 

Whose   corse  was  that  which   the   morrow's 

sun, 
Through  the   opening  boughs,  look'd  calmly 

on? 
There  were  those  who  bent  o'er  that  rigid  face 
Who  well  in  its  darkened  lines  inight  trace 
The  features  of  him  who,  a  traitor,  fled 
From  a  brotJier  whose  blood  himself  had  shed. 
And  there,  on  the  spot  where  he  strangely  died. 
They  made  tJie  grave  of  tJie  Fratricide  I 


ISABEL 

I  DO  not  love  thee,  Isabel,  and  yet  thou  art 

most  fair  I 
I  know  the  tempting  of  thy  lips,  the  witchcraft 

of  thy  hair. 
The  winsome  smile  that  might  beguile  the  shy 

bird  from  his  tree ; 
But  from  their  spell  I  know  so  well,  I  shake  my 

manhood  free. 

I  might  have  loved  thee,  Isabel;  I  know  I 
should  if  auglit 


Of  all  thy  words  and  ways  had  told  of  one  un* 
jlfisl    " 
leh  ti 
veil  of  art. 


selfish  thought ; 
If  through  the  cu>ud  of  fashion,  the  pictured 


One  casual  flash  had  broken  warm,  earnest 
from  the  heart. 


But  words  are  idle,  Isabel,  and  if  I 

blame. 
Or  cheer  or  warn,  it  matters  not ;  thy  life  wiU 

be  the  same ; 
Still  free  to  use,  and  still  abuse,  anmindfnl  «£ 

the  harm, 
The  fatal  gift  of  beauty,  the  power  to  ehoow 

andcnarm. 


from  thy  train 


trom  tny  tram 
A  doubtful  follower  falls  away,  enough  will  stSII 


Then  go  th^r  way,  fair  Isabel,  nor  heed  thai 

fro 

ibtfi 

remain. 
But  what  the  long-rebuking  years  may  bring  to 

tJiem  or  thee 
No  prophet  and  no  prophet's  son  am  I  to 

or  see. 

I  do  not  love  thee,  Isabel ;  I  would  as  soon  pat 

on 
A  crown  of  slender  frost-work  beneath  tht 

heated  sun, 
Or  chase  the  winds  of  summer,  or  trust  th§ 

sleeping  sea. 
Or  lean  upon  a  shadow  as  think  of  lorinflr  thea^ 


STANZAS 

Bind  up  thy  tresses,  thou  beautiful  one. 
Of  brown  in  the  shadow  and  gold  in  the  son ! 
Free  should  their  delicate  lustre  be  thrown 
O'er  a  forehead  more  pure  than  the   Pariaa 

stone ; 
Shaming  the  light  of  those  Orient  pearls 
Which  bind  o'er  its  whiteness  thy  soft 

ing  curls. 

Smile,  for  thy  glance  on  the  mirror  is  thrown. 
And  the  face  of  an  angel  is  meeting  thir 

ownl 
Beautiful  creature,  I  marvel  not 
That  thy  cheek  a  lovelier  tint  hath  caught : 
And  the  kindling  light  of  thine  eye  hath  told 
Of  a  dearer  wealth  than  the  miser^s  gold. 

Away,^  away,  there  is  danger  here  I 

A  terrible  phantom  is  bending  near  : 

Ohastly  and  sunken,  his  rayless  eye 

Scowls  on  thy  loveliness  scornfully. 

With  no  human  look,  with  no  human  hreatha 

He  stands  beside  thee,  the  haunter.  Death  I 

Flv  1  but,  alas  1  he  will  follow  still. 
Like  a  moonlight  shadow,  beyond  thy  will ; 
In  thy  noonday  walk,  in  thy  midnight  deep, 
Close  at  thy  hand  will  that  phantom  keep ; 
Still  in  thine  ear  shall  his  whispers  be ; 
Woe,  that  such  phantom  should  follow  thee  I 

In  the  lighted  hall  where  the  danoeis  go, 

Like  beautiful  spirits,  to  and  fro ; 

When  th^  fair  arms  glance  in  their  stainlH 

white. 
Lake  ivory  bathed  in  still  moonlight ; 
And  not  one  star  in  the  holy  sky 
Hath  a  dearer  light  than  thine  own  faloa  «||«| 


K, 
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sn,  even  then,  he  will  follow  thee, 
ripple  follows  the  bark  at  sea : 
BoitenM  light,  in  the  turning  dance, 
1  fix  on  thine  his  dead,  eold  glance  { 
ill  of  his  breath  on  tJiy  cheek  shall  linger. 
ly  warm  blood  shrink  from  his  icy  finger  I 

)t  there  is  hope.    Embrace  it  now, 
thy  soul  is  open  as  thy  brow ; 
thy  heart  is  fresh,  while  its  feelings  still 
lear  as  the  unsoiFd  mountain-rill ; 
ly  smiles  are  free  as  tJie  airs  of  spring, 
ig  and  blessing  each  breathing  thing. 

the  after  cares  of  thy  life  shall  come, 
the  bod  shall  wither  before  its  bloom ; 
thy  soul  is  sick  of  the  emptiness 
langef nl  fashion  of  human  bliss ;  ^ 
the  weary  torpor  of  blighted  feeling 
ay  heart  as  ice  is  stealing ; 

when  thv  spirit  is  tnm'd  above, 
mild  rebuke  of  the  Chastener*s  love ; 

^e  hope  of  that  joy  in  thy  heart  is  stirr'd, 
eve  hath  not  seen,  nor  ear  hath  heard, 

riU  that  phantom  of  darkness  be 

88,  and  promise,  and  bliss  to  thee. 


MOGG   MEGONE 

poem  was  commenced  in  1830,  but 
t  assume  its  present  shape  until  four 
iter.  It  deals  with  the  border  strife  of 
iy  settlers  of  eastern  New  England  and 
lavage  neighbors ;  but  its  personages 
oidents  are  mainly  fictitious.  Looking 
t  the  present  time,  it  sugg^ests  the  idea 
)ig  Indian  in  his  war-paint  strutting 
n  Sir  Walter  Scott's  plaid. 

PART   I 

tands  on  that  cliff,  like  a  figure  of  stone, 
oving  and  tall  in  the  light  of  the  sky, 
re  the  spray  of  the  cataract  sparkles  on 

and  sternly,  save  Mogg  Megone  ? 
o  the  verge  of  the  rock  is  he, 
«  beneath  him  the  Saoo  its  work  is  do- 
ng, 

ng  down  to  its  grave,  the  sea, 
slow  through  the  rock  its  pathway  hew- 
ng! 

wn,  throujgrh  the  mist  of  the  falling  river, 
rises  up  like  an  incense  ever, 
linterea  points  of  the  craes  are  seen, 
rater  howling  and  vexed  between, 
the  scooping  whirl  of  the  pool  beneath 
an  open  throat,  with  its  granite  teeth  ! 

jgg  Megone  never  trembled  yet 

ver  his  eve  or  his  foot  was  set. 

watchful:  each  form  in  the  moonlight 

Lim, 

c  or  of  tree,  is  seen  of  him  : 


He  listens ;  each  sound  from  afar  is  caught. 

The  faintest  shiver  of  leaf  and  limb : 

But  he  sees  not  the  waters,  which  foam  and 

fret, 
Whose  moonlit  spray  has  his  moccasin  wet,  — 
And  the  roar  of  their  rushing,  he  hears  it  not. 

The  moonlight,  through  the  open  bough 

Of  the  gnarPd  beech,  wh<Mse  naked  root 

Coils  like  a  serpent  at  his  foot. 
Falls,  checkered,  on  the  Indian's  brow 
His  head  is  bare,  save  only  where 
Waves  in  tlie  wind  one  lock  of  hair, 

Reserved  for  him,  whoe'er  he  be. 
More  mighty  than  Megone  in  strife. 

When  oreast  to  breast  and  knee  to  knee. 
Above  the  fallen  warrior's  life 
Gleams,  quick  and  keen,  the  scalping^knife. 

Megone  hath  his  knife  and  hatchet  and  gun. 
Ana  his  gaudv  and  tasselled  blanket  on : 
His  knif  e^  hath  a  handle  with  gold  inlaid. 
And  magic  words  on  its  polished  blade,  — 
'T  was  the  gift  of  Castine  to  Mogg  Megone, 
For  a  scalp  or  twain  from  the  Yengees  torn : 
His  gun  was  the  gift  of  the  Tarrantine, 

And  Modocawando's  wives  had  strung 
The  brass  and  the  beads,  which  tinkle  and  shine 
On  the  polished  breechi  and  broad  bright  line 

Of  beaded  wampum  around  it  hung. 

What  seeks  Megone  ?^   His  foes  are  near,  — 
Grev  Jocel;^'s  eye  is  never  sleeping. 

And  the  ^nurison  lights  are  burning  clear, 
Where  Phillips'  men  their  watch  are  keeping. 

Let  him  hie  him  away  through  the  dank  river 

Never  rustling  the  boughs  nor  displacing  the 

rocks., 
For  the  eves  and  the  ears  which  are  watching 

for  Mogg 
Are  keener  than  those  of  the  wolf  or  the  fox. 

He  starts,  —  there 's  a  rustle  among  the  leaves : 

Another,  —  the  click  of  his  gun  is  heard  ! 
A  footstep,  —  is  it  the  step  of  Cleaves, 

With  Indian  blood  on  his  English  sword  ? 
Steals  Harmon  down  from  the  sands  of  York, 
With  hand  of  iron  and  foot  of  cork  ? 
Has  Scamman,  versed  in  Indian  wile. 
For  vengeance  left  his  vine-hung  isle  ? 
Hark  1  at  that  whistle,  soft  ana  low. 

How  lights  the  eye  of  Mogg  Megone  I 
A  smile  gleams  o'er  his  dusky  brow,  — 

*^  Boon  welcome,  Johnny  Boniton  I  " 

Out  steps,  with  cautioas  foot  and  slow, 
And  qmck,  keen  glances  to  and  fro. 

The  hunted  outlaw,  Boniton  I 
A  low,  lean,  swarthy  man  is  he. 
With  olanket-garb  and  buskined  knee, 

And  naught  of  English  fashion  on ; 
For  he  hates  the  race  from  whence  he  sprung, 
And  he  conches  his  words  in  the  Indian  tongue. 

**  Hush, — let  the  Sachem*s  voice  be  weak ; 
The  water-rat  shall  hear  him  speak,  ^ 
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The  owl  shall  whoop  in  the  white  man's  ear. 
lliat  Mogg  Mogone,  with  his  scalps,  is  here  I " 
He  pauses,  —  dark,  over  cheek  and  brow, 
A  flush,  as  of  shame,  is  stealing  now : 
'*  iSachem  I  "  he  says,  ^*  let  me  have  the  land, 
Which  stretches  away  upon  either  hand, 
As  far  about  as  my  feet  can  stray 
In  the  half  of  a  ^ntle  summer's  day. 

From  Uie  leaping  brook  to  the  Saco  river,  — 
And  the  fair-naired  girl  thoa  hast  sought  of 


me 
Shall  sit  in  the  Sachem's  wigwam,  and  be 
Hie  wife  of  Mogg  Megone  forever." 

There 's  a  sudden  light  in  the  Indian's  glance, 
A  moment's  trace  of  powerful  feeling. 

Of  love  or  triumph,  or  both  perohancci 
Over  his  proud,  calm  features  stealing, 

**  The  words  of  my  fatJier  are  very  gooa ; 

He  shall  have  the  land,  and  water,  and  wood ; 

And  he  who  harms  the  Sagamore  John, 

Shall  feel  the  knife  of  Mogg  Megone : 

But  the  fawn  of  the  Yengees  shall  sleep  on  my 
breast. 

And  tJie  bird  of  the  clearing  shall  sing  in  my 
nest." 

*^  But,  father  I  "  —  and  the  Indian's  hand 

Falls  gently  on  the  white  man's  arm, 
And  wiui  a  smile  as  shrewdly  bland 

As  the  deep  voice  is  slow  and  calm,  — 
**  Where  is  my  father's  singing-bird,  — 

The  sunny  eye,  and  sunset  hair  ? 
I  know  I  have  my  father's  word 

And  that  his  word  is  good  and  fair ; 

But  will  my  father  tell  me  where 
Megone  shall  go  and  look  for  his  bride  ?  '• 
For  he  sees  her  not  by  her  father's  side." 

The  dark,  stem  eye  of  Boniton 
Flashes  over  the  features  of  Mogg  Megone, 
In  one  of  those  glances  which  search  within ; 

But  tJie  stolid  calm  of  the  Indian  alone 
Remains  where  the  trace  of  emotion  has  been. 

**  Does  the  Sachem  doubt  ?    Let  him  go  with 
me. 

And  the  eyes  of  the  Sachem  his  bride  shall  see." 

Cautious  and  slow,  with  pauses  oft, 
And  watchful  eyes  and  whispers  soft. 
The  twain  are  stealing  through  the  wood. 
Leaving  the  downward-rushuig  flood. 
Whose  deep  and  solemn  roar  l^hind 
Grows  fainter  on  the  evening  wind. 

Hark  I  —  is  that  the  angry  howl 
Of  the  wolf,  the  hills  among  ?  — 

Or  the  hooting  of  the  owl. 
On  his  leafy  cradle  swung  ?  — 

Quickly  glancing,  to  and  fro. 

Listening  to  each  sound  they  go 

Round  the  columns  of  the  pine, 
Indistinct,  in  shadow,  seeming 

Like  some  old  and  pillared  shrine ; 

With  the  soft  and  white  raooiishine« 

Round  the  f  oliage-tracery^  shed  . 

Of  each  oolunm  s  branching  head,  ^ 


For  its  lamps  of  worahip  gleaming  I 
And  the  sounds  awakened  there. 

In  the  pine-leaves  fine  and  small. 

Soft  and  sweetly  muEdcal, 
By  the  fingers  of  the  air. 
For  the  anthem's  dying  fall 
Lmgering  round  some  temple's  wall! 
Niche  and  cornice  round  and  roand 
Wailing  like  the  ghost  of  sound  1 
Is  not  Nature's  worship  thus, 

Ceaseless  ever,  going  on  ? 
Hath  it  not  a  voice  for  us 

In  tJie  thunder,  or  the  tone 
Of  the  leaf-harp  faint  and  small. 

Speaking  to  the  unsealtd  ear 

Words  <^  blended  love  and  fear. 
Of  the  mighty  Soul  of  all? 

Naught  had  the  twain  of  thoughts  like  these 
As  they  wound  along  through  uie  crowded  troei, 
Where  never  had  rung  tJie  axeman's  stroke 
On  the  gnarled  trunk  of  the  rouc^-baxksd 

oak :  — 
Climbing  tne  dead  tree's  mossy  log. 
Breaking  the  mesh  of  the  bramble  fine. 
Turning  aside  the  wild  grapevine. 
And  lightly  crossing  the  quaking  bog 
Whose  surface  shakes  at  the  leap  of  the  &Qg^ 
And  out  of  whose  pools  the  ghostlv  fog 
Creeps  into  the  chUl  mooiuhine  I 

Yet,  even  that  Indian's  ear  had  heard 
The  preaching  of  the  Holy  Word: 
Sancnekantaoket's  isle  of  sand 
Was  once  his  father's  hunting  land. 
Where  zealous  Hiaooomes  stcKxl,  — 
The  wild  apostle  of  the  wood. 
Shook  from  his  soul  the  fear  of  harm. 
And  trampled  on  tJie  Powwaw's  ohann ; 
Until  the  wizard's  curses  hung 
Suspended  on  his  palsying  tongue. 
Ana  the  fierce  warrior,  grim  and  tall. 
Trembled  before  the  forest  Paul  I 

A  cottase  hidden  in  the  wood,  — 

Red  through  its  seams  a  light  is  glowing, 
On  rock  and  bough  and  tree-trunk  rude, 

A  narrow  lustre  throwing. 
"  Who 's  there  ?  "  a  clear,  firm  voice  demandis 

''  Hold,  Ruth,  —  't  is  I.  the  Sagamore  I " 
Quick,  at  the  summons,  nasty  hands 

Unclose  tJie  bolted  door ; 
And  on  the  outlaw's  daughter  shine 
The  fiashes  of  the  kindled  pine. 

Tall  and  erect  the  maiden  stands. 
Like  some  young  priestess  of  the  wood. 
The  freebom  chua  of  Solitude, 
And  bearing  still  the  wild  and  rude. 
Yet  noble  trace  of  Nature's  hands. 
Her  dark  brown  cheek  has  caught  its  stain 
More  from  the  sunshine  than  the  rain  ; 
Yet,  where  her  long^  fair  hair  is  parting, 
A  pure  white  brow  into  light  is  starting ; 
And,  where  the  folds  of  her  blanket  sever. 
Are  neck  and  a  bosom  as  white  aH  ever 
Th^foaiXi-wreaths  rise  on  the  leaping  riyec 
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But  in  the  conyulaive  qoiyer  and  grip 
Of  the  musoleB  around  ner  bloodless  lip, 

There  is  somethinfir  painful  and  sad  to  see ; 
And  her  eye  has  a  grlanoe  more  sternly  wUd 
Than  eren  that  of  a  forest  child 

In  its  fearless  and  untamed  freedom  should 
be. 
Yet,  seldom  in  hall  or  court  are  seen 
So  queenly  a  form  and  so  noble  a  mien, 

J^  freely  and  smiling  she  welcomes  them 
there,  — 
Her  outlawed  sire  and  Mogg  Megone : 

^*  Pray,  father,  how  does  thy  hunting  fare  ? 

And,  Sachem,  say,  — doesScamman  wear. 
In  spite  of  thv  promise,  a  scalp  of  his  own  ?  " 
Hurried  and  light  is  the  maiden^s  tone  ; 

But  a  fearful  meaning  lurks  within 
Her  glance,  as   it  questions  the  eye   of    Me- 
gone. — 

An  awful  meaning  of  gpilt  and  sin !  — 
The  Indian  hath  opened  his  blanket,  and  there 
Hangs  a  human  scalp  by  its  long  damp  hair  I 
With  hand  upraised,  with  qniok-drawn  brea^ 
She  meets  that  ghastly  sign  of  death. 
In  one  long^  glassy,  spectral  stare 
The  enlarging  eye  is  lastened  there. 
As  if  that  mesh  of  pale  brown  hair 

Had  power  to  change  at  si^ht  alone, 
Even  as  the  fearful  locks  which  wouivi 
Medusa's  fatal  forehead  round. 

The  gazer  into  stone. 
With  such  a  look  Herodias  read 
The  features  of  the  bleeding  hcMod, 
So  looked  tJie  mad  Moor  on  his  dead. 
Or  the  voung  Cenci  as  she  stood, 
0*er-dabblea  with  a  f  ather^s  blood  1 

Look  I  —  feeling  melts  that  frozen  glance, 
It  moTes  that  niarble  countenance, 
As  if  at  once  within  her  strove 
Pity  with  shame,  and  hate  with  lore. 
The  Past  recalls  its  joy  and  pain. 
Old  memories  rise  before  her  brain,  — 
The  lips  which  lovers  embraces  met, 
The  h^d  her  tears  of  parting  wet, 
The  voice  whose  pleading  tones  beguiled 
The  pleased  ear  of  the  forest-child,  — 
And  tears  she  mapr  no  more  repress 
Reveal  her  lingering  tenderness. 

Oh,  woman  wronged  can  cherish  hate 

More  deep  and  dark  than  manhood  may ; 
But  when  the  mockery  of  Fate 

HatJi  left  Revenge  its  chosen  way. 
And  the  fell  curse,  which  vears  have  nursed, 
Full  on  the  spoiler^s  head  nath  burst,  — ^ 
When  all  her  wron|^,  and  shame,  and  pain. 
Bums  fiercely  on  his  heart  and  brain,  — 
Still  lingers  something  of  the  spell 

Which  bound  her  to  the  traitor's  bosom,  — 
Still,  midst  the  ven^ful  fires  of  hell, 

Some  flowers  of  old  affection  blossom. 

John  Boniton's  eyebrows  together  are  drawn 
With  a  fierce  eiqiression  of  wrath  and  scorn,  -—_ 
He  hoarsely  whispers,  "Ruth,  bewarjLtj;^-^ 
Is  this  the  time  to  be  playing  i^^^K^^f^  ■  ^ 

— * — 


'' ^      CHATHAM  SQUARE  BRANCH, 


Crving  over  a  paltry  lock  of  hair. 

Like  a  love-sickgirl  at  school  ?  — 
Curse  on  it  1  —  an  Indian  can  s^  and  hear  : 
Away,  —  and  prepare  our  evening  cheer  I  *' 

How  keenlv  the  Indian  is  watching  now 
Her  tearful  eye  and  her  varying  brow,  — 
With  a  serpent  e^^e,  which  kindles  and  bums, 
Like  a  fieiv  star  in  tJie  upper  air : 
On  sire  and  oaughter  his  fierce  glance  turns :  — 
*^  Has  my  old  white  father  a  scalp  to  spare  ? 
For  his  young  one  loves  the  pale  orown  hair 
Of  the  scalp  of  an  English  do|r  far  more 
Than  Mogg  M^pone,  or  his  wigwam  floor ; 
Go,  —  Mogg  is  wise  :  he  wilikeep  his  land, -*• 
And  Saeamore  John,  when  he  feels  wit^  his 
hand. 
Shall  miss  his  scalp  where  it  grew  before." 

The  moment's  gust  of  grief  is  gone,  — 

The  lip  is  denched^-—  the  tears  are  still,  — 
God  pity  thee,  Ruth  Boniton  I 
With  what  a  strength  of  will 
Are  nature's  feelings  in  thy  breast. 
As  with  an  iron  hand,  repressed  I 
And  how,  upon  that  nameless  woe, 
Qmck  as  the  pulse  can  come  and  go, 
While  shakes  the  nnsteadf  ast  knee,  and  yet 
The  bosom  heaves, — the  eye  is  wet,  — 
Has  thy  dark  spirit  power  to  stay 
The  heart's  wild  current  on  its  way  ? 

And  whence  that  baleful  strength  of  guile. 
Which  over  that  still  working  brow 
And  tearful  eye  and  cheek  can  throw 

The  mockery  of  a  smile  ? 
Warned  by  her  father's  blackening  frown. 
With  one  strong  effort  crushing  down 
Grief,  hate,  remorse,  she  meets  again 
The  savage  murderer's  sullen  gaze. 
And  scarcely  look  or  tone  betrays 
How  the  heart  strives  beneath  its  chain. 

*^  Is  the  Sachem  an^piv,  —  angry  with  Ruth, 
Because  she  cries  witn  an  ache  in  her  tooth,  — 
Which  would  make  a  Sagamore  jump  and  ory. 
And  look  about  with  a  woman's  eye  ? 
No,  —  Ruth  will  sit  in  the  Sachem's  door 
And  braid  the  mats  for  his  wigwam  floor, 
And  broil  his  fish  and  tender  tawn. 
And  weave  his  wampum,  and  grind  his  com,  — 
For  she  loves  the  brave  and  the  wise,  and  none 
Are  braver  and  wiser  than  Mogg  Megone  I  " 

The  Indian's  brow  is  clear  once  more : 

With  grave,  calm  face,  and  half-shut  ejBy 
He  sits  upon  the  wigwam  floor. 

And  watches  Ruth  go  by. 
Intent  upon  her  household  care ; 

And  ever  and  anon,  the  while. 
Or  on  the  maiden,  or  her  fare, 
Which  smokes  in  grateful  promise  there. 

Bestows  his  quiet  snule. 


Aht  Mogg  Megone !  —  what  dreams  are  thine, 
j^^ttt^oose  which  love's  own  fancies  dress, — 
ilKn^A^K^  Indian  happiness  1  — 

»»» »  ^  > 
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A  wigrwanif  where  the  warm  sunshine 
Loolu  in  among  the  grroves  of  pine,  — 
A  stream,  where,  round  ihyr  light  canoe, 
The  trout  and  salmon  dart  in  view, 
And  the  fair  girl,  before  thee  now. 
Spreading  thy  mat  with  hand  of  snow, 
C^  plying,  in  the  dews  of  mom, 
Her  hoe  amidst  tJiy  patch  of  com, 
Or  offering  up,  at  eve,  to  thee. 
Thy  birchen  dish  of  hominy  I 

From  the  rude  board  of  Boniton, 

Venison  and  succotash  have  gone,  — 

For  long  these  dwellers  of  the  wood 

Have  felt  the  gnawing  want  of  food. 

But  untasted  of  Ruth  is  the  frugal  cheer,  — 

With  head  averted,  vet  ready  ear. 

She  stands  b;^  the  side  of  her  austere  sire, 

Feeding,  at  times,  the  nneoual  fire 

With  the  yellow  knots  of  tne  pitch-pine  tree, 

Whose  flaring  light,  as  they  kindle,  falls 

On  the  cottage-roof,  and  its  black  h^  walls. 

And  over  its  inmates  three. 

From  Sagamore  Boniton's  hunting  flask 

The  fire-water  bums  at  the  lip  of  Megone  : 
"  Will  the  Sachem  hear  what  nis  father  shall 
ask? 

Will  he  make  his  mark,  that  it  maybe  known. 
On  the  speaking-leaf,  that  he  gives  the  land. 
From  the  Sachem's  own,  to  his  father's  hand  ?  *' 
The  fire-water  shines  in  the  Indian's  eyes. 

As  he  rises,  the  white  man's  bidding  to  do : 
"  Wuttamuttata  —  weekan  I    Mogg  is  wise,  — 

For  the  water  he  drinks  is  strong  and  new,  — 
Mogg's  heart  is  great  1  —  will  he  shut  his  hand, 
When  his  father  asks  for  a  little  land  ?  "  — 
With  unsteady  fingers,  the  Indian  has  drawn 

On  the  parchment  the  shape  of  a  hunter's 
bow, 
**  Boon  water,  —  boon  water,  —  Sagamore  John  I 

Wuttamuttata,  —  weekan  !    our  hearts  wiU 
grow  I " 
He  drinks  yet  deeper,  —  he  mutters  low,  — 
He  reels  on  his  bear-skin  to  and  fro,  — 
His  head  falls  down  on  his  naked  breast,  — 
He  struggles,  and  sinks  to  a  drunken  rest. 

"  Humph  —  drunk  as  a  beast  I  "  —  and  Boni- 
ton's  brow 

Is  darker  than  ever  with  evil  thought  — 
**  The  fool  has  signed  his  warrant ;  but  how 

And  when  shaU  the  deed  be  wrought  ? 
Speak,  Ruth  I  why,  what  the  devil  is  there,. 
To  fix  thy  gaze  in  that  empty  air  ?  — 
Speak,  Ruth  I  by  my  soul,  if  I  thought  that  tear 
Which  shames  thyself  and  our  purpose  here. 
Were  shed  for  that  cursed  and  pale-faced  d(^. 
Whose  green  scalp  hangs  from  the  belt  of  Mogg, 

And  whose  beastly  soul  is  in  Satan's  keeping ; 
This  —  this  I  "  — he  dashes  his  hand  upon 
The  rattling  stock  of  his  loaded  gun,  — 

*^  Should  send  thee  with  him  to  do  ihj  weep* 
ingi" 

**  Father  I "  —  the  eye  of  Boniton 
Sinks  at  Uiat  low,  sepulchral  tone. 


Hollow  and  deei>,  as  it  were  spoken 
B  V  the  unmoving  ton^e  of  death,  — 

Or  from  some  statue's  hps  had  broken,^ 
A  sound  without  a  breath  I 

**  Father !  —  my  life  I  value  leas 

Than  yonder  fool  his  gaudy  dreas ; 

And  how  it  ends  it  matters  not. 

By  heart-break  or  by  rifle-shot ; 

But  spare  awhile  the  scoff  and  threat,-— 

Our  business  is  not  finished  yet." 

"  True,  true,  my  girl,  —  I  only  meant 

To  draw  up  i^^am  the  bow  unbent. 

Harm  thee,  niy  Ruth !  I  only  sougrht 

To  frighten  oft  thy  |?loomy  thought ; 

Come,  —  let 's  be  mends  1 "    He  seeks  to  oiMp 

His  daughter's  cold,  damp  hand  in  his. 

Ruth  startles  from  her  father's  graq>. 

As  if  each  nerve  and  muscle  felt, 

Instinctivelv,  the  touch  of  guilt 

Through  all  their  subtle  sympathies. 

Hepoints  her  to  the  sleeping  Mogg : 
*^  What  shall  be  done  with  yonder  dc^  ? 
Scamman  is  dead,  and  revenge  is  thine,  — 
The  deed  is  signed  and  the  land  is  mine ; 
And  this  drunken  fool  is  of  use  no  more. 
Save  as  thy  hopeful  bridegroom,  and  sooth. 
'T  were  Christian  mercy  to  finish  him,  Ruioi, 
Now,  while  he  lies  like  a  beast  on  our  floor,  — 
If  not  for  thine,  at  least  for  his  sake. 
Rather  than  let  the  poor  dog  awake 
To  drain  my  flask,  and  claim  as  lus  bride 
Such  a  forest  devil  to  run  by  his  side,  — 
Such  a  Wetuomanit  as  thou  wouldst  make  I " 

He  laughs  at  his  jest.    Hush  —  what  is  there  f — 
The  sleeping  Indian  is  strivinfir  to  rise, 
With  his  Knife  in  his  hand,  and  glaring  ejres  !-* 

*^  Wagh  !  —  Mo^  will  have  the  pale-faoe*s  hair. 
For  his  knife  is  sharp,  and  his  fingers  can  he^ 

The  hair  to  pull  and  tne  skin  to  peel, — 

Let  him  cry  like  a  woman  and  twist  like  an  eel. 
The  great  Captain  Scamman  must  lose  his 
scalp ! 

And  Ruth,  when  she  sees  it,  shall  dance  ynA 
Mogg." 

His  eyes  are  fixed,  —  but  his  lips  draw  in,  — 

With  a  low,  hoarse  chuckle,  ana  fiendish  grin,— 
And  he  sinks  again,  like  a  senseless  log. 

Ruth  does  not  speak,  —  she  does  not  stir ; 
But  she  gazes  down  on  the  murderer. 
Whose  broken  and  dreamful  slumbers  tell 
Too  much  for  her  ear  of  that  de^d  of  heU. 
She  sees  the  knife,  with  its  slaughter  red. 
And  the  dark  fingpers  clenching  tJie  beankSn 

bed  I 
What  thoughts  of  horror  and  madness  whirl 
Through  the  burning  brain  of  that  fallen  giri  I 

John  Boniton  lifts  his  gun  to  his  eye. 

Its  muzzle  is  close  to  the  Indian's  ear,  — 
But  he  drops  it  again.      "Some  one  maj  be 
nigh. 
And  I  would  not  that  even  the  wolTes  should 
hear." 


■ 
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th«  Indiui'i 


He  diBwi  hb  knife  from  hia  d 
Ilieike  Witt  •-'-  " '-  -'  ■ 

From  hia  throat  be  openi  the  blanket  wide  ) 

And  twice  or  thrice  he  feebly  e«ay> 

A  trembling  hand  with  the  knife  to  raiie. 

"I  osDnot,'*  —  he  mutterSj  —  "did  ho  not  aavi 

lS<r  life  from  a  eold  and  wintry  grave, 

'    '         '  '         ■     nAgiochook, 


And  the  north-wind  howled,  and  the  tiee-tope 

shook. - 
And  I  atrove,  in  the  drifts  of  the  niahing  anow, 
Till  m;  kneaa  grew  weak  and  1  could  not  go. 
And  1  felt  the  oold  to  m j  vitala  creep. 
And  my  heait'i  blood  stiffen,  and  pulaea  aleep  ! 
I  cannot  strike  him  ~  Rath  Boniton  t 
In  the  Devil's  name,  tell  me  —  what  'a  to  be 


Oh.  when  the  soul,  once  pare  and  hi^, 
la  atrlcken  down  from  Virtne's  aky, 
As,  with  the  downcast  star  of  mom, 
Some  aems  of  light  are  with  it  drawn. 
And.  through  its  nicht  of  darknea,  play 

Some  lofty  teeUngs  linger  still, — 

The  aCrength  to  dare,  the  nerve  to  meet 
Whatever  threatens  with  defeat 

Its  all-indomitable  will  !  - 

But  locks  the  mean  of  mind  and  heart, 

Thongh  eager  for  the  gains  of  crime. 

Or,  at  his  chosen  place  and  time, 

The  strength  to  bear  his  evil  part ; 

And.  shielded  by  his  veir  Vice, 

Escapes  from  Crime  by  Cowardice. 

Ruth  starts  erect,  —  with  bloodshot  eyOj 
And  hps  drawn  tijht  across  her  teeth 
Showing  their  locked  embrace  beneath. 
In  the  red  firelight :  "'  Uoee  must  die  I 
Give  me  the  knife!"     The  outlaw  turns, 

ShuddcHn^  in  heart  and  limb  away. 
But,  fitfully  tbere,  the  hearth-fire  bums, 

And   he  sees  on  the  wall  strange  shadows 

A  lifted  arm.  a,  tremuloos  blade. 
Are  dimly  pictured  in  light  and  shade. 

Flanging  down  in  the  darkness.    £[ark,  that 

Again—  and  again  — he  sees  it  fall. 
That  shadowy  arm  down  the  lighted  wall  1 

He  hears  quick  footsteps  —  aahape  flits  by  — 
The  door  on  its  rust«d  hinp^es  creaks :  — 
-'  Ruth  —  daughter  Ruth  !  "  the  outlaw  shrieka. 
But  no  sound  comes    back,  —  he  is   standing 


By  the  mangled  m 


e  of  MogK  Megone  I 


T  la  morning  over  Norridgewock,  — 
On  tree  and  wigwam,  wave  and  rock. 
Bathed  in  the  antnmiial  sunshiae,  atiired 
At  iatervals  b;  breeze  and  Inrd, 


And  wearing  all  the  hues  which  glow 
In  heaven's  own  pure  and  perfect  bow. 

That  glorious  picture  of  the  wr, 
Which  summer's  light-robed  angel  forma 
On  the  dark  ground  of  fading    ' 

"'ith  pencil  di[       ■  ■        ^ 

1,  stMtohing  t_., . 

O'er  all  that  wide  and  noshom  land, 

Till,  weary  of  its  gorceousness. 

The  aching  and  the  daziled  eye 

Rests,  gladdened,  on  the  calm  blue  sky,  ^ 

Slumbers  the  mighty  wildemesa  I 
The  oak,  upon  the  windy  hill. 

Its  dark  green  burthen  u 

The  hemlock  broods  above , 

Its  cone-like  foliave  dajker  still, 

Axainst  the  birch's  graceful  stem. 
Ana  the  rough  walnat-boagh  receives 
The  sun  upon  its  crowded  leaves. 

Each  oolored  like  a  topaz  gem  ; 

And  the  tall  maple  wean  with  them 
Hie  Doronal,  which  autumn  gives. 


The  hermit  prieat,  who  lingers  now 
On  the  Bold  Mountain's  shrubleaa  brow. 
The  gray  and  thandei^smitten  pile 
Which  marks  afar  the  Desert  Me, 

While  gazing  on  the  scene  below. 
May  hsif  forget  the  dreams  of  home. 
That  nightl}'  with  his  slumbers  come,  — 
The  tnmquil  sities  of  aunny  France, 


The  p. 


g  and  dj 


The  vines  around  the  hiMdes  wreathhv, 
TTie  soft  airs  midst  their  clusters  breathing, 
The  wings  which  dipped,  the  stars  whiohuoM 
Within  thy  bosora,  blue  Garonne  ! 

Abbey'sahadowed  wall. 


Withm  thy  b* 
And  round  th 
At^morain^  b| 

The  oKint  of  m 


n  the  stUI  ai 


n-fflJl, 


Onpict 

For  he»  henea 
Bathed  deep  in 


ny  a  holy  hymn,  — 
"  -'  -ftflpen*  ringing,  — - 


ming's  flood  of  gold. 


When,  as  his  Church's  legends  say, 
(torn  upward  in  ecstatic  bhaa. 

The  rapt  enthusiast  soars  away 
Unto  a  brighter  worid  than  this : 
A  mortal's  glimpse  beyond  the  pale,— 
A  moment's  lifting  of  the  veil  I 

Far  eastward  o'er  the  lovely  bay, 
PonobdCot's  clustered  wig^rams  lay ; 
And  gently  from  that  Indian  town 
The  verdsjit  hillside  slopes  adowa. 
To  where  the  sparkling  waters  play 

Upon  tlie  yellow  sands  below; 

And  shooting  round  the  winding  shares 

Of  narrow  capes,  and  islea  which  lie 

Slnrobering  to  ocean'a  lullaby.  — 

With  birchen  boat  and  glancing  oaia. 
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While  £rom  their  planting  ground  is  borne 
The  treasure  of  the  golden  com, 
By  laughing  girls,  whoee  dark  eves  elow 
Wild  through  the  locks  which  o  er  uiem  flow. 
The  wrinkled  squaw,  whose  toil  is  done, 
Sits  on  her  bear-skin  in  tJie  sun, 
Watching  the  buskers,  with  a  smile 
For  each  full  ear  which  swells  the  pile ; 
And  the  old  chief,  who  nevermore 
May  bend  the  bow  or  pidl  the  oar. 
Smokes  gravely  in  his  wigwam  door. 
Or  slowly  shapes,  with  axe  of  stone. 
The  arrow-head  from  flint  and  bone. 

Beneath  the  westward  turning  eye 
A  thousand  wooded  islands  lie. 
Gems  of  the  waters  I  with  each  hue 
Of  brightness  set  in  ocean's  blue. 
Each  bears  aloft  its  tuft  of  trees 

Touched  by  the  pencil  of  the  frost, 
And,  with  the  motion  of  each  breeze, 

A  moment  seen,  a  moment  lost, 

Changine  and  blent,  confused  and  tomed, 

The  brigiiter  with  the  darker  crossed. 
Their  thousand  tints  of  beauty  glow 
Down  in  the  restless  waves  below, 

And  tremble  in  the  sunny  skies. 
As  if,  from  waving  bough  to  bough. 

Flitted  the  birds  of  paradise. 
There  sleep  Placentia^  grouPt  and  there 
P^re  Breteaux  marks  the  hour  of  prayer ; 
And  there,  beneath  Uie  searwom  clifF, 

On  which  the  Father's  hut  is  seen. 
The  Indian  stays  his  rocking  skiff. 

And  peers  the  hemlock-boughs  between, 
Half  trembling,  as  hVBeeks  to  look 
Upon  the  Jesmt's  Cross  and  Book. 
There,  gloomily  ^;aanst  tJie  sky^ 
The  Dark  Isles  rear  their  summits  high ; 
And  Desert  Rock,  abrupt  and  bare, 
Lifts  its  gray  turrets  in  the  air. 
Seen  from  afar,  like  some  stronghold 
Built  by  the  ocean  kings  of  old  j 
And,  faint  as  smoke-wreath  white  and  thin, 
Swells  in  the  north  vast  Katahdin : 
And,  wandering  from  its  marshy  feet. 
The  broad  Penobscot  comes  to  meet 

And  mingle  with  his  own  bright  bay. 
Slow  sweep  his  dark  and  gathering  floods. 
Arched  oyer  by  the  ancient  woods, 
Which  Time,  in  those  dim  solitudes, 

Wielding  the  dull  axe  of  Decay, 

Alone  hath  ever  shorn  away. 

Not  thus,  within  the  woods  which  hide 
The  beautv  of  thy  azure  tide. 

And  with  their  falling  timbers  block 
Thy  broken  currents,  ICennebec  I 
Gazes  the  white  man  on  the  wreck 

Of  the  down-trodden  Norridgewock  ; 
In  one  lone  village  hemmed  at  leng^th. 
In  battle  shom  of  h^f  their  strei^h. 
Turned,  like  the  panther  in  his  lair. 

With  lus  fast-flowing  life-blood  wet. 
For  one  last  struggle  of  despair, 

Wounded  and  faint,  but  tameless  yet  I 
Unrelated,  upon  the  planting  lands. 


The  scant,  negleoted  harvest  stands : 

No  shout  is  there,  no  danoe,  no  aot3g : 
The  aspect  of  the  very  child 
Scowls  with  a  meaning  sad  and  wild 

Of  bitterness  and  wrong. 
The  almost  infant  Norridgewock 
Essays  to  lift  the  tomahawk ; 
And  plucks  his  father's  knife  away. 
To  mimic,  in  his  frightful  play. 

The  scalping  of  an  Engliui  foe : 
Wreathes  on  his  lip  a  horrid  smile. 
Burns,  like  a  snake's,  his  small  eje,  while 

Some  bough  or  sapling  meets  his  blow. 
The  fisher,  as  he  drops  his  line. 
Starts,  when  he  sees  the  hazels  quiver 
Along  the  marein  of  the  river. 
Looks  up  and  down  the  rippling  tide. 
And  grasps  the  firelock  at  his  side. 
For  Bomazeen  from  Taoconock 
Has  sent  his  runners  to  Norridgewock, 
With   tidings  that  Moulton  and  Harmon  ol 
York 

Far  up  the  river  have  come : 
They  have  left  their  boats,  they  hxve  entered 

the  wood. 
And  filled  the  depths  of  the  solitude 

With  the  sound  of  the  ranger's  dmnu 

On  the  brow  of  a  hiU,  which  slopes  to  meet 
The  flowing  river,  and  bathe  its  feet ; 
The  bare-washed  rock,  and  the  drooping  graa. 
And  the  creeping  vine,  as  the  waters  paas, 
A  rude  and  unshapely  chapel  stands. 
Built  up  in  that  wild  by  unskilled  hands, 
Tet  the  traveller  knows  it  a  pilace  of  prayer. 
For  the  holy  sign  of  the  cross  is  there  : 
And  should  he  chance  at  that  place  to  be. 

Of  a  Sabbath  mom,  or  some  hallowed  day. 
When  prayers  are  made  and  masses  are  said. 
Some  tor  uie  living  and  some  for  the  dead. 
Well  might  that  traveller  start  to  see 

The  tall  dark  forms,  that  take  their  way 
From  the  birch  canoe,  on  the  river  shore. 
And  the  forest  paths,  to  that  chapel  door ; 
And  marvel  to  mark  the  naked  knees 

And  the  dusky  foreheads  bending  there. 
While,  in  coarse  white  vesture,  over  these 

In  blessing  or  in  prayer, 
Stretchix^  abroad  nis  thin  pale  hands, 
like  a  shrouded  ghost,  the  Jesuit  stands. 

Two  forms  are  now  in  that  chapel  dim. 
The  Jesuit,  silent  and  sad  and  pale. 
Anxiously  needing  some  fearful  tale. 

Which  a  stranger  is  telling  him. 

That  stranf^r's  garb  is  soiled  and  torn. 

And  wet  with  dew  and  loosely  worn ; 

Her  fair  neglected  hair  falls  down 

O'er  cheeks  with  wind  and  sunshine  brown ; 

Yet  still,  in  that  disordered  face. 

The  Jesuit's  cautions  eye  can  trace 

Those  elements  of  former  grace 

Which,  half  efPaced,  seem  scarcely  less. 

Even  now,  than  perfect  loveliness. 

With  drooping  head,  and  voice  so  low 
That  scarce  it  meets  the  Jesuit's  ean« 
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While  throngh  her  clasped  fingers  flow, 
Yrtna  the  heart's  fauDtnin,  hot  and  ilow. 

Her  penitential  tears,  — 
She  t«n»  the  story  of  the  woe 

And  evil  af  her  years. 

"  O  father,  bear  with  me  ;  my  heart 
la  lick  and  death-like,  and  my  brain 
Seema  girdled  with  a  fiery  chain, 

Whoee  sooiTjhing  linkg  will  nerer  part, 
And  never  cool  again. 

Bear  with  me  while  I  apeak,  but  torn 
Away  that  gentle  eye,  the  while  ; 

The  firea  of  gnilt  mote  fiercely  born 


"  My  dear  lost  mother  1  aad  and  pale, 

And°with  a  Eddoii'lfe  >■  fraU  ^' 
As  froated  leaves,  that,  thin  and  gray, 
Hang  feebly  on  their  parent  spray. 
And  tremble  m  tlie  gale : 
Tet  watching  o'm  my  childiahniWH 
With  patieDt  fondness,  not  the  less 
For  all  the  agony  whidi  kept 
Her  bine  e;e  wi^efnl,  while  I  alept ; 
And  ohecking  every  tear  and  groan 
That  hapiy  might  have  waked  mf  own, 
And  beiing  still,  without  offence, 
Uy  idle  words,  and  petolawie ; 

KeproTin^  with  a  tear,  and,  while 
The  tooth  of  pain  was  keenly  preying 
Upon  her  very  heart,  rejMiyiiig 
My  brief  repentance  with  a  smile. 

"Oh,  in  her  meek,  forgiving  eye 
There  was  a  brightness  not  of  mirth, 

A  light  whose  clear  intennty 
Was  borrowed  not  of  earth. 


And  yet.  each  fatal  token  gave 
To  the  mild  beauty  of  her  faoe 
A  newer  aud  a  dearer  grace, 

Unwarning  of  the  grave. 
'T  was  like  the  hne  which  Autumn  givea 
To  yonder  obanged  and  dying  leaves. 

Breathed  over  by  his  frosty  breath  ; 
Scarce  can  the  gazer  feel  that  tbia 
1b  but  the  aixiiler's  tteaoheroiu  kiaa. 

The  moakiDg-amile  of  Death  I 

"  Sweet  vete  the  tales  she  used  to  tell 

When  sommer'a  eve  was  dear  to  us. 
And,  fading  from  Che  darkening  delL 
The  glory  ot  the  sunset  fell 

On  wooded  Agamenticui,  — 
When,  sitting  by  onr  cottage  walL 
The  murmur  of  the  Saoo's  fall, 

And  the  south-wind's  eipiring  sighs. 
Came,  aoftly  blendiiu;,  on  my  ear 
With  the  low  tones  iToved  to  hear: 

Tales  of  the  pure,  the  good,  the  wise, 
The  holy  men  and  maida  of  old. 
Id  the  all-sacred  pages  told ; 


Amid  her  father's  tlunty  flock, 
BeaatifDl  to  bar  kinsman  Ba<~'~~ 
Ab  the  bright  aneels  of  his  di .  _ 

On  Padan-aian^s  holy  rock ; 
Of  Kentle  Rath,  and  her  who  keiit 

Her  awful  vijpl  on  the  mountains. 
By  Israel's  virnn  daughters  wept ; 
Of  Miriam,  with  her  maidens,  singing 

TTie  song  for  grateful  laraei  meet. 
While  every  criinaun  wave  was  bringing 

The  spoils  of  Egvpt  at  her  feet ; 
Of  her,  bamaria's  humble  daughter. 

Who  paused  to  bear,  beside  her  well. 

Lessons  of  love  aud  tmth,  which  fell 
Softly  as  ShUuh's  flowing  water ; 

And  saw.  beneath  his  pilgrim  gniss. 
The  Promised  One,  so  long;  foretold 
By  holy  seer  and  bard  of  old, 

Bevealed  before  her  wondering  eyes  I 

*'  Slowly  she  faded.  Day  by  day 
Her  step  grew  weaker  in  our  hall. 
And  fainter,  at  eaeh  even-fall. 

Her  sad  voice  died  away. 
Teton  her  thin, pale  lip,  tike  while. 
Sat  Hesignadon  s  holy  smile  : 
And  even  my  fatJier  checked  his  tread. 
And  hushed  his  voice,  beaide  her  bed : 
Beneath  tiie  calm  and  sad  rehoke 
Of  her  meek  eye's  imploring  look. 
The  soowl  of  hate  bis  brow  lonook. 

And  in  his  stem  and  gloomy  eye. 
At  times,  a  few  unwonted  tews 
Wet  the  dark  lasheSjjriiich  for  yeaia 

Hatred  and  pride  HA  kept  so  diy. 

"  Calm  aa  a  child  to  slumber  soothed. 

As  if  an  angel's  hand  had  smoothed 
The  still,  white  featores  into  nst, 
^ent  and  cold,  without  a  breath 

To  stir  the  drapery  on  her  breast, 
Pain-  with  its  keen  aud  poisoned  fang. 
The  horror  of  the  mortal  pang, 
The  anffering  look  her  brow  had  worn. 
The  fear,  the  strife,  the  anguish  gone,  — 
She  slept  at  last  in  death  I 

"  Oh,  tell  me,  father,  can  the  dead 

Walk  on  the  earth,  and  look  on  na. 
And  lay  upon  the  livuuj's  head 


"  8he  came  to  me  last  night. 

The  dried  leaves  did  not  feel  her  tread  ^ 
She  stood  by  me  in  the  wsn  moonlight. 

In  the  white  robes  of  t^e  dead  I 
Pale,  and  very  monrnf  ally 
She  bent  her  light  form  over  me. 
I  heard  no  sound,  I  felt  no  brealji 
Breathe  o'er  me  from  that  face  of  death: 
Its  bins  ayes  isbted  on  my  own. 
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Rayleas  and  cold  as  eyes  of  stone  ; 

Tet,  in  their  fixed,  nnchannng  gaze, 

Something|  which  spoke  of  early  days,  — 

A  sadness  in  their  quiet  glare, 

As  if  love's  smile  were  frozen  there,  — 

Came  o'er  me  with  an  icy  thrill ; 

0  God  !    I  feel  its  presence  still ! " 

The  Jesuit  makes  the  holy  sign,  — 

'*  How  passed  the  vision,  daughter  mine  ?  " 

**  All  dimly  in  the  wan  moonshine, 
Ab  a  wreath  of  mist  will  twist  and  twine, 
And  scatter,  and  melt  into  the  light ; 
So  scattering,  melting  on  my  sight. 

The  pale,  cold  vision  passed  ; 
But  those  sad  eyes  were  fixed  on  mine 

Mournfully  to  the  last." 

**  €k>d  help  thee,  daughter,  tell  me  why 
That  spirit  passed  before  thine  eye  I  " 

•*  Father,  I  know  not,  save  it  be 
That  deeds  of  mine  have  summoned  her 
From  the  unbreathing  sepulchre, 

To  leave  her  last  rebuke  with  me. 

Ah,  woe  for  me  I  my  mother  died 

Just  at  the  moment  when  I  stood 

Close  on  the  verge  of  womanhood, 

A  child  in  eversrthing  beside ; 

And  when  my  wild  heart  needed  most 

Her  gentle  counsels,  they  were  lost. 

**  Mpr  father  lived  a  stormjr  life,  ^ 
Of  nequent  change  aad  daily  strife  \ 
And  —  God  f orgive^Bn  I  left  his  child 
To  feel,  like  him,  a  freedom  wild ; 
To  love  the  red  man's  dwelling-place, 

The  bireh  boat  on  his  shaded  floods. 
The  wild  excitement  of  the  chase 

Sweeping  the  ancient  woods. 
The  camp-fire,  blazing  on  the  shore 

Of  the  still  lakes,  the  clear  stream  where 

The  idle  fisher  sets  his  weir. 
Or  angles  in  the  shade,  far  more 

Than  that  restraining  awe  I  felt 
Beneath  my  gentle  moUier's  core. 

When  nightly  at  her  knee  1  knelt, 
With  childxLOod's  simple  prayer. 

**  There  came  a  chanfire.    The  wild,  glad  mood 

Of  unchecked  freeoom  passed. 
Amid  the  ancient  solitude^ 
Of  unshorn  grass  and  waving  wood 

And  waters  glancing  bright  and  fast, 
A  softened  voice  was  in  my  ear. 
Sweet  as  those  lulling  sounds  and  fine 
The  hunter  lifts  his  head  to  hear, 
Now  far  and  faint,  now  full  and  near  — 

The  murmur  of  the  wind-swept  pine. 
A  manly  form  was  ever  nigh, 
A  bold,  free  hunter,  with  an  eye 

Whose  dark,  keen  glance  had  power  to  wake 
Both  fear  and  love,  to  awe  and  charm  ; 

'T  was  as  the  wizard  rattlesnake. 
Whose  evil  glances  lure  to  harm  — 
Whose  cold  and  small  and  glittering  eye, 


And  brilliant  coil,  and  changing:  dye. 
Draw,  step  by  step,  the  gazer  near. 
With  drooping  wing  and  oiy  of  fear. 
Yet  powerless  all  to  turn  away, 
A  conscious,  but  a  willing  prey  I 

^*  Fear,  doubt,  thought,  life  itself,  ereloDST 
Merged  in  one  feeling  deep  and  strong^. 
Faded  the  world  which  I  nad  known, 

A  poor  vain  shadow,  cold  and  waste  ; 
In  the  warm  present  bliss  alone 

Seemed  I  ot  actual  life  to  taste. 
Fond  longings  dimly  understood, 
The  glow  of  passion's  quickening  blood. 
And  cherished  fantasies  which  press 
The  voung  lip  with  a  dream's  caress  ; 
The  hearths  forecast  and  prophecy 
Took  form  and  life  before  my  eye. 
Seen  in  the  glance  which  met  ray  own. 
Heard  in  the  soft  and  pleading  tone. 
Felt  in  the  arms  around  me  cast. 
And  warm  heart-pulses  beating  fast. 
Ah  I  scareely  yet  to  God  above 
With  deeper  trust,  with  stronger  loTe, 
Has  prayerful  saint  his  meek  heart  lent. 
Or  cloistered  nun  at  twilight  bent. 
Than  I,  before  a  human  uirine. 
As  mortal  and  as  frail  as  mine. 
With  heart,  and  soul,  and  mind,  and  foxm. 
Knelt  madly  to  a  fellow-worm. 

**  Full  soon^  upon  that  dream  of  sin. 
An  awful  light  came  bursting  in. 
The  shrine  was  cold  at  which  I  knelt. 

The  idol  of  that  shrine  was  gone  ; 
A  humbled  thing  of  shame  ana  guilt, 

Outcast,  and  spumed  and  lone. 
Wrapt  in  the  shadows  of  mv  crime. 

With  withering  heart  and  burning-  brain. 

And  tears  that  fell  like  fiery  rain, 
I  passed  a  fearful  time. 

**  There  came  a  voice  —  it  checked  the  tear. 

In  heart  and  soul  it  wrought  a  change  ; 
My  fatber's  voice  was  in  ray  ears  ; 

It  whispered  of  revenge  I 
A  new  and  fieroer  feelii^  swept 

All  lingering  tenderness  away ; 
And  tig[er  passions,  which  had  slept 

In  childhood's  better  day, 
Unknown,  unfelt,  arose  at  length 
In  fUl  tJieir  own  demoniac  strength. 

**  A  youthful  warrior  of  the  wild, 
Bv  words  deceived,  b^  smiles  begrniled. 
Of  crime  the  cheated  instrument, 
Utou  our  fatal  errands  went. 

Through  camp  and  town  and  wildemess 
He  tracked  his  victim  ;  and  at  last. 
Just  when  the  tide  of  hate  had  passed. 
And  milder  thoughts  came  warm  and  fast, 
£bnilting,  at  my  leet  he  cast 

The  bloody  token  of  success. 

**  O  God  I  with  what  an  awful  power 

I  saw  the  buried  past  uprise. 
And  gather,  in  a  single  honr. 
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Its  ^host-liko  memories  I 
And  then  I  felt,  ala,s  !   too  late, 

That  underneath  the  mask  of  hate, 
That  shame  and  grui^t  and  wrong  had  thrown 
O'er  feelings  which  they  might  not  own, 

The  heart's  wild  love  had  known  no  change ; 
And  still  that  deep  and  hidden  love, 
With  its  first  fonaness,  wept  ahove 

The  victim  of  its  own  revenge  1 
There  lay  the  fearful  scalp,  and  there 
The  blood  was  on  its  i>ale  brown  hair  I 
I  thought  not  of  the  victim's  scorn, 

I  thought  not  of  his  baleful  guile. 
My  deadQy  wrong,  my  outcast  name, 
The  characters  of  sin  and  shame 
On  heart  and  forehead  drawn ; 

I  only  saw  that  victim's  smile. 
The  still  green  places  where  we  met,  — 
The  moonlit  branches,  dewy  wet ; 
I  only  felt,  I  onlv  heard. 
The  greeting  Ana  the  parting  word,  ~ 
The  smile,  tne  embrace,  the  tone,  whicli  made 

An  Eden  of  the  forest  shade. 

"  And  oh,  with  what  a  loathii^  eve, 

With  what  a  deadly  hate,  and  deep, 
I  saw  that  Indian  murderer  lie 

Before  me,  in  his  drunken  sleep  ! 
What  Uiough  for  me  the  deed  was  done, 
And  words  of  mine  had  sped  him  on ! 
Yet  when  he  murmured,  as  he  slept, 

The  horrors  of  that  deed  of  blood. 
The  tide  of  utter  madness  swept 

O'er  brain  and  bosom,  like  a  flood. 
And,  father,  with  this  hand  of  mine  *'  — 

**  Ha  I  what  didst  thou  ?  "  the  Jesuit  cries. 
Shuddering,  as  sniitten  with  sudden  pain, 

And  shamng,  with  one  thin  hand,  his  eyes, 
With  the  other  he  makes  the  holy  sign. 
*^  —  I  smote  him  as  I  would  a  worm ; 
With  heart  as  steeled,  with  nerves  as  firm : 

He  never  woke  again  !  " 

**  Woman  of  sin  and  blood  and  shame. 
Speak,  I  would  know  that  victim's  name.*' 

**  Father,"  she  grasped,  **  a  chieftain,  known 
As  Saco's  Sachem,  —  Mogg  Megone  I  " 

Pale  priest !    What  proud  and  lof^  dreams, 
What  keen  desires,  what  cherishea  schemes. 
What  hop^,  that  time  may  not  recall. 
Are  darkened  by  that  chieftain's  fall ! 
Was  he  not  pledged,  by  cross  and  vow* 

To  lift  the  hatchet  of  his  sire. 
And,  round  his  own,  the  Church's  foe. 

To  light  the  avenging  fire  ? 
Who  now  the  Tarrantine  shall  wake. 
For  thine  and  for  the  Church's  sake  ? 

Who  summon  to  the  scene 
Of  conquest  and  unsparing  strife. 
And  vengeance  dearer  than  his  life. 

The  fiervHsouled  Castine  ? 
Three  backward  steps  the  Jesuit  takes, 
His  long,  thin  frame  as  ague  shakes ; 

And  loathing  hate  is  in  nis  eve. 
As  from  his  lips  these  words  of  fear 


Full  lioarsnlv  on  the  maiden's  ear,  — 

''  The  soul  that  siniieth  shall  surely  die  1 " 

She  stands,  as  stands  the  stricken  deer. 
Checked  midway  in  the  fearful  chase, 

When  bursts,  upon  his  eye  and  ear, 

The  gaunt,  gray  robber,  barring  near. 
Between  mm  and  his  hiding-place  ; 

While  still  behind,  with  yell  and  blow. 

Sweeps,  like  a  storm,  the  coming  foe* 

*^  Save  me,  0  holy  man  I "  her  cry 
fills  all  the  void,  as  if  a  tongue 
Unseen,  from  rib  and  rafter  hung, 

Thrilling  with  mortal  agony ; 

Her  hands  are  clasping  the  Jesuit's  knee. 
And  her  eye  looks  fearfully  into  his  own ;  — 

**  Off,  woman  of  sin  I  nay,  touch  not  me 
With  the  fingers  of  blood ;  begone  I " 

With  a  gesture  of  horror,  he  spurns  the  form 

That  writhes  at  his  feet  like  a  trodden  worm. 

Ever  thus  the  spirit  must. 

Ouilty  in  the  sight  of  Heaven, 

With  a  keener  woe  be  riven. 
For  its  weak  and  sinful  trust 
In  the  strength  of  human  dust ; 

And  its  anguish  thrill  afresh. 
For  each  vain  reliance  given 

To  the  failing  arm  oiBeah, 


PART   III 

Ah,  weary  Priest !  with  pale  hands  pressed 

On  thy  throbbing  brow  of  pain, 
Baffled  in  thy  life-long  O^kt, 

Overworn  with  toiling^K, 
How  ill  thy  troubled  musings  fit 

The  holy  quiet  of  a  breast 

With  the  Dove  of  Peace  at  rest. 
Sweetly  brooding  over  it. 
Thoughts  are  thme  which  have  no  part 
With  the  meek  and  pure  of  heart, 
Unduturbed  by  outward  things. 
Resting  in  the  heavenly  shade, 
By  the  overspreading  wings 

Of  the  Blessed  Spirit  made. 
Thoughts  of  strife  and  hate  and  wrong 
Sweep  thy  heated  brain  along. 
Fading  hoptes  for  whose  success 

It  were  sin  to  breathe  a  prayer ;  — 
Schemes  which  Heaven  may  never  hlcfls,-^ 

Fears  which  darken  to  despair. 
Hoary  priest !  thy  dream  is  clone 
Of  a  hundred  red  tribes  won 

To  the  pale  of  Holy  Church ; 
And  the  heretic  o'erthrown. 
And  his  name  no  longer  known. 
And  thy  weary  brethren  turning,^ 
Joyful  irom  their  years  of  mourning 
'Twixt  the  altar  and  the  porch. 
Hark  I  what  sudden  sound  is  heard 

In  the  wood  and  in  the  sky. 
Shriller  than  the  scream  of  bird. 

Than  the  trumpet's  chmg  more  high  I 
Every  wolf-cave  of  the  hilu. 

Forest  arch  and  mountain  gorge. 
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Rook  and  dell,  and  river  verge, 
With  an  answering  echo  thrills. 
Well  does  the  Jesuit  know  that  cry. 
Which  summons  the  Norridgewock  to  die. 
And  tells  that  the  foe  of  his  flock  is  nigh. 
He  listens,  and  hears  the  rangers  come, 
With  lond  hurrah,  and  jar  of  drum. 
And  hurrying  feet  (for  the  chase  is  hot). 
And  the  short,  sharp  sound  of  rifle  shot, 
And  taunt  and  menace,  —  answered  weU 
Bv  the  Indians*  mocking  cry  and  yell,  — 
The  bark  of  dogs,  —  the  squaw's  mad  scream. 
The  dadh  of  paddles  along  the  stream. 
The  whistle  of  shot  as  it  outs  the  leaves 
Of  the  maples  around  the  church's  eaves. 
And  the  gride  of  hatchets  fiercely  thrown 
On  wigwam-log  and  tree  and  stone. 
Black  with  the  grime  of  p«int  and  dust. 

Spotted  and  streaked  with  human  gore, 
A  nim  and  naked  head  is  thrust 

Within  the  chapel-door. 
*'  Ha  — ^'  Bomazeen  I     In  (3od*s  name  say. 
What  mean  these  sounds  of  bloody  fray  r  " 
Silent,  the  Indian  points  his  hand 

To  where  across  the  echoing  glen 
Sweep  Harmon's  dreaded  ranger-band. 

And  Moulton  with  his  men. 
**  Where  are  thy  warriors,  Bomazeen  ? 
Where  are  De  KonvUle  and  Castine, 
And  where  the  braves  of  Sawga's  queen  ?  " 
"  Let  my  father  find  the  winter  snow 
Which  tne  sun  drank  up  long  moons  ago ! 
Under  the  falls  of  Tacconock, 
The  wolves  are  eating  the  Norridgewock ; 
Castine  yriih.  his  wivw  lies  closely  hid 
Like  a  fox  in  the  ^''frnf^  of  Pemaqnid  I 
On  Saw^'s  banks  the  man  of  war 
Sits  in  his  wigwam  like  a  squaw ; 
Scroando  has  fled,  and  Mogg  Megone, 

Struck  by  the  knife  of  Saeamore  John. 
Lies  stiff  and  stark  and  oola  as  a  stone. 

Fearfully  over  the  Jesuit's  face. 

Of  a  thousand  thoughts,  trace  after  trace. 

Like  swift  cloud-shadows,  each  other  chase. 

One  instant,  his  fingers  grasp  his  knife. 

For  a  last  vain  struggle  for  cherished  life,  — 

The  next,  he  hurls  the  blade  away. 

And  kneels  at  his  altar's  foot  to  pray  ; 

Over  his  beads  his  fingers  stray. 

And  he  kisses  the  cross,  and  caUs  aloud 

On  the  Virgin  and  her  Son ; 

For  terrible  thoughts  his  memory  crowd 

Of  evil  seen  and  done. 
Of  scalm  brought  home  by  his  savage  flock 
From  Casco  and  Sawga  and  Sagadanock 

In  the  Church's  service  won. 

Ko  shrift  the  gloomy  savafi^  brooks. 

As  scowling  on  the  priest  he  looks : 

"  Cowesass  —  cowesass  —  tawhich  wessa  seen  ? 

Let  my  father  look  upon  Bomazeen,  — 

My  father's  heart  is  tne  heart  of  a  sqnaw. 

But  mine  is  so  hard  that  it  does  not  thaw ; 

Let  my  father  ask  his  God  to  make 

A  dance  and  a  feast  for  a  great  sagamore, 
When  he  paddles  across  the  western  lake. 


With  his  dogs  and  his  squaws  to  the  spirit 
shore. 
Cowesass  —  cowesass  —  tawhich  ireaBa  leen  ? 
Let  my  father  die  like  Bomazeen  I  ** 

Through  the  chapel's  narrow  doors. 

And  throug:h  each  window  in  the  wsDs, 
Round  the  priest  and  warrior  poois 

The  deadly  shower  of  English  balls. 
Low  on  his  cross  the  Jesuit  falls ; 
While  at  his  side  the  Norridgewock, 
With  failing  breath,  essays  to  mock 
And  menace  yet  the  hated  foe. 
Shakes  his  scalp-trophi€»  to  and  fro 

Exultingly  before  their  eyes. 
Till,  cleft  and  torn  by  shot  and  blow. 

Defiant  still,  he  dies. 

'*  So  fare  all  eaters  of  the  frog  I 
Death  to  the  Babylonish  dog T 

Down  with  the  oeast  of  Rome  I  *' 
With  shouts  like  these,  around  the  dead» 
Unconscious  on  his  bloody  bed. 

The  rai^pers  crowding  come. 
Brave  men  I  the  dead  priest  cannot  hear 
The  unfeeling  taunt,  —  the  brutal  jeer ; 
Spurn  —  for  ne  sees  ye  not  —  in  wrath, 
Ijie  sjrmbol  of  your  Saviour's  death ; 

Tear  from  his  death-grasp,  in  your  seal. 
And  trample,  as  a  thin^  accursed. 
The  cross  ne  cherished  m  the  dust : 

The  dead  man  cannot  feel  I 

Brutal  alike  in  deed  and  word. 

With  callous  heart  and  hand  of  strife*. 
How  like  a  fiend  may  man  be  made. 
Plying  the  foul  and  monstrous  trade 

Whose  harvest-field  is  human  life. 
Whose  sickle  is  the  reeking  sword  ! 
Quenching,  with  reckless  hand  in  bloody 
Sparks  kindled  by  the  breath  of  God  ; 
Umng  the  deathless  soul,  unshriven. 

Of  open  guilt  or  secret  sin. 
Before  the  bar  of  that  pure  Heaven 

The  holy  only  enter  m  I 
Oh,  by  the  widow's  sore  distress. 
The  orphan's  wfuling  wretchedness. 
By  Virtue  strugglii^  in  the  accursed 
Embraces  of  polluting  Lust^ 
By  the  fell  discord  ox  the  Pit, 
And  the  pained  souls  that  people  it» 
And  by  the  blessed  peace  which  fills 

The  Paradise  of  God  forever, 
Rmting  on  all  its  holy  hills, 

And  flowing  with  its  crystal  river,  — 
Let  Christian  hands  no  longer  bear 

In  triumph  on  his  crimson  car 

The  foul  and  idol  god  of  war ; 
No  more  the  purple  wreaths  prepare 
To  bind  amidf  his  snaky  hair ; 
Nor  Christian  bards  his  glories  teU, 
Nor  Christian  tongues  his  praises  swell. 

Through  the  gun-smoke  wreathing  whiter 
Glimpses  on  the  soldier's  sight 
A  thing  of  human  shape  I  ween^ 
For  a  moment  only  seen. 
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With  its  locme  hail  bsckwud  streamins, 
And  its  eyeballB  madly  ^leBminK, 
Sluiekine,  like  a  »iil  in  paiit, 

f^m  Uia  world  of  light  and  hreath. 
Harrying  to  ita  place  again, 

tipMtie-like  iC  Taniaheth  1 

Wrebihed  girl  I  one  eye  alaae 

Not»  the  way  which  thoa  haat  gone. 
That  great  Eye,  which  alumhera  neyer, 
Watching  o'er  a  lost  world  over, 
Tracks  thee  over  vale  and  moantain, 
By  the  guahing  forest-fountain. 
Plucking  from  the  -rine  its  fruit, 
SearcMug  for  the  ground-nut's  root. 
Peering  in  the  she-wolfs  den, 
Wadinn  through  the  nmrahy  ten, 


Coiling  in  his  shmy  bed, 
Smooth  and  cold  against  thy  tnad ; 
Purpomleas,  thy  mazy  way 
Threading  (broDgh  the  Ungerin?  aay. 
And  at  night  securely  sleeping 
Where  the  dogwood's  dews  an  weeinn| 
Still,  dioagh  earth  and  man  discard  thi 
Doth  thy  Heavenly  Father  guard  thee : 
He  who  spared  the  guilty  Cain, 

Even  when  a  brother's  blood. 

Crying  in  the  ear  of  Ood, 
Gave  the  earth  its  primal  stain  ; 
He  whose  mercy  ever  liveth, 
\Vho  repenting  guilt  forgiveth. 


rough  winter's  moBS  and  di7  dead  l 
__e  blad«d  grass  revives  and  fives. 
Pushes  the  mouldering  waste  away. 
For  elimpses  to  the  April  day. 
T„  tr„.ll„  =l,„™,r  and  aunshiue  I 

f  the  dull  gray  w , 

oncd  and  sheltered  nooks 
The  blue  eve  of  the  violet  looks  ; 

The  sonthweat  wind  is  warml;  blowiDKi 
And  odors  from  the  springing  grass. 
The  pine-tree  and  the  sassafras, 
Are  with  it  on  its  errands  ginng. 

A  band  is  marching  through  the  wood 
Where  rolU  the  Kennebec  his  flood ; 
The  warriors  of  the  wilderness. 
Painted,  and  in  their  battle  dress  ; 
And  with  them  one  whose  bearded  cbeek. 
And  white  and  wrinkled  brow,  b«>peak 

A  wanderer  from  the  shores  of  France. 
A  few  long  locks  of  scattering  snow 

And  from  the  rivets  of  the  vest 
Which  girds  in  eteel  his  ample  breast. 
The  Wanted  annbeama  gUinoe, 


In  (be  hanh  outlines  of  his  facs 
Pasdon  and  sin  hate  left  their  timae  ; 
Tet,  aave  worn  brow  and  thin  gray  htir. 
No  Mgns  of  weary  a^e  are  there. 

His  step  is  firm,  lua  e;e  is  keen. 
Nor  years  in  broil  and  Iwttle  spent, 
Not  toil,  nor  wounds,  nor  pain  hare  bent 

"The  lordly  frame  of  old  Caatine. 


quest  and  the  mood 

Of  chivalry  have  gone. 
L  moDTuf  ul  task  is  his,  —  to  lay 

Within  the  earth  the  bones  fi  thoa* 


Of  all  nuspariiig  foes. 

Sadly  and  still,  dark  thoughts 

Of  coming  veufresnce  mused  Caatine, 
Of  thefaUen  chieftain  Bomazeen, 
Who  bade  for  him  the  Norridgewocks 
Dig  up  their  buried  toroahawks 

For  firm  defence  or  swift  attack  ; 
And  him  whose  friendship  formed  the  tis 

Whioh  held  the  stem  self-exile  baok 
From  lapnng  into  savagery  ; 

iTTi —-h  and  tone  ud  kind^  glanoB 

yonngar,  hapirier  day. 
...J orrBfond  ei 


Whcaenrl 
Recafled    . 
And  prompted 


And  prompted  memory^a  fond  essaTi 

To  bridge  the  miriity  waste  whioh  laj 

Between  hia  wildbome  and  that  gray,. 


isoWntoil 


nnose  cnapei  oeii,  wi 
Uahered  his  birth-hou 

And  counted  with  its 

The  maeees  for  his  father^sonL 

Hark  t  from  the  foremost  of  the  banf 

Snddenly  bursts  the  Indian  yell ; 
For  now  OD  the  very  spot  they  stand 

Where  the  Norridgewocka  fighting  felL 
No  irigwam  smoke  is  oorling  there ; 
The  very  earth  is  aoorched  and  bare  : 
And  they  pause  and  listen  to  catch  a  soimd 

Of  breathing  life,  —  but  there  oomga  not  onOf 
Save  the  foi's  bark  and  the  rabbit's  bound  ; 
But  here  and  there,  on  the  blackened  grounil. 

White  bones  are  glistening  in  the  son. 
And  where  the  house  of  prater  arose, 
And  the  holy  hymn,  at  daylight's  close. 
And  the  aged  prieaC  stood  up  to  blees 
The  children  of  the  wilderness. 
There  is  naught  save  ashes  sodden  and  dank ; 

And  the  birchen  boats  of  the  Norridg 

Tethered  to  tree  ani' 
Rotting  along  the  rive 

Blessed  Mary  I  who  is  she 
Leaning  against  that  maple-tree  ? 
The  sun  upon  her  fooe  bums  hot. 
But  the  fixed  eyelid  moveth  not ; 
The  squirrel's  chirp  is  shrill  and  clear 


[orrideewoek,. 
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And  sweetly  through  the  hazel-bushes 
The  robin's  mellow  music  gn^^  \ 
God  save  her  I  will  she  sleep  alway  r 

Castane  hath  bent  him  over  the  sleeper : 

**Wake,  daughter,  —  wake  I"  but  she  stiis 
no  limb: 

The  eye  that  looks  on  him  is  fixed  and  dim  ; 
And  the  sleep  she  is  sleepii^  shall  be  no  deeper, 

Until  the  ansrel's  oath  is  said. 
And  the  final  blast  of  the  trump  goes  forth 
To  the  graves  of  the  sea  and  the  graves  of 
earai. 

Ruth  Boniton  is  dead  I 


THE  PAST  AND   COMING  YEAR 

'Ways  of  an  awful  torrent,  thronging  down, 
With  all  the  wealth  of  centuries,  and  the  cold 
Embraces  of  eternity,  o'erstrown 
With  the  great  wrecks  of  empire,  and  the  old 
Magnificence  of  nations,  who  are  gone ; 
Thy  last,  faint  murmur — thy  departing  sigh. 
Along  the  shore  of  being,  like  a  tone 
Thrilling  on  broken  harp-string,  or  the  swell 
KA  the  chained  winds'  last  whisper,  hath  gone 

hy, 
And  thou    hast  floated    from   the  world   of 

breath 
To  the  still  guidance  of  o'ermastering  Death, 
Tliy  pilot  to  eternity.    Farewell  1 

Go,  swell  the  throngfnl  past.    Go,  blend  with 
all 
The  garnered  things  of  Death ;  and  bear  with 

thee 
The  treasures  of  thy  pilgrimage,  the  tall 
And  beautiful  dreams  of  Hope,  the  ministry 
Of  Love  and  high  Ambition.    Man  remains 
To  dream  again  as  idly ;  and  the  stains 
Of  passion  will  be  visible  once  more. 
The  winged  spirit  will  not  be  confined^ 
By  the  eaqpenence  of  thy  journey.    Mind 
Will  struggle  in  its  prison-house,  and  still. 
With  Earth's  strong  fetters  binding  it  to  ill. 
Unfurl  the  pinions  ntted  but  to  soar 
In  that  pure  atmosphere,  where  spirits  range  — 
The  home  of  high  existences  —  where  change 
And  blighting  may  not  enter.    Love  i^rain 
Will  bloom,  a  ficlde  flower,  upon  the  g^rave 
Of  old  afiPections  ;  and  Ambition  wave 
His  eagle-plume  most  proudly,  for  the  rein 
Of  Conscience  will  be  loosened  from  the  soul 
To  give  his  purpose  freedom.     The  control 
Of  reason  will  be  changeful,  and  the  ties 
Which  gather  hearts  t^^ther,  and  make  up 
The  romance  of  existence,  will  be  rent : 
Tea«  poison  will  be  poured  in  Friendship's  cup ; 
And  for  Earth's  low  familiar  element, 
Even  Love  itself  forsake  its  kindred  skies. 

But  not  alone  dark  visions !  happier  things 
Will  float  above  existence,  like  the  wings 
Of  the  starred  bird  of  paradise  ;  and  Love 
Will  not  be  all  a  dream,  or  rather  prove 
A  dream — a  sweet  f orgetfulness  —  that  hath 


No  wakeful  changes,  ending  but  in  Death. 
Yea,  pure  hearts  shall  be  pledged  beneath  tht 

eyes 
Of  the  beholding  heaven,  and  in  the  light 
Of  the  love-hallowed  moon.    The  aoiet  Nigbt 
Shall  hear  that  language  undemeftUi  the  ■»!«» 
Which  whispereth  above  them,  as  the  prayer 
And  the  deep  vow  are  spoken.     Paaaing  fair 
And  gifted  creatures,  with  the  light  of  troth 
And  iindebarred  affection,  as  a  crown. 
Resting  upon  the  beautiful  brow  of  youth. 
Shall  smile  on  statelv  manhood,  kneeling  dowa 
Before  them,  as  to  Idols.    Friendahip*a  hand 
Shall  clasp  its  brothers  ;  and  A£Pection'a  tear 
Be  sanctined  with  svmpathy.    The  bier 
Of  stricken  love  shall  lose  the  feara,  which 

Death 
Giveth  his  awful  work,  and  earnest  Faith 
Shall  look  beyond  the  shadow  of  the  day. 
The  pulseless  sepidchre,  the  cold  deeay  ; 
And  to  the  quiet  of  the  spirit-land 
Follow  the  mourned  and  lovely.     Gifted 
Lighting  the  Heaven  of  Intellect,  like 
Shall  wrestle  well  with  circumstance. 
The  agony  of  scorn,  the  preying  care. 
Wedded  to  burning  bosoms ;  and  go  down 
In  sorrow  to  the  noteless  sepuldbxe. 
With  one  lone  hope  embracing  like  a  crown 
The  cold  and  death-like  forehead  of  Despair, 
That  after  times  shall^  treasure  up  their  iams 
Even  as  a  proud  inheritance  and  nigh : 
And  beautiful  beings  love  to  breathe  their  ] 
With  the  recorded  things  that  never  die. 

And  thou,  gra^  voyager  to  the  breezeli 
Of  infinite  Oblivion — speed  thou  on; 
Another  gift  of  time  succeedeth  thee 
Frrah  from  the  hand  of  God ;  for  thou 
The  errand  of  thy  destiny ;  and  none 
May  dream  of  thy  returning.    Qto,  and  bear 
Mortality's  frail  records  to  thv  cold. 
Eternal  prison-house ;  the  midnight  prayer 
Of  suffering  bosoms,  and  the  fevered  care 
Of  worldly  hearts  ;  the  miser's  dream  of  gold; 
Ambition's  grasp  at  greatness;  the  qneaehed 

Hght 
Of  broken  spirits ;  the  forgiven  wrong 
And  the  abiding  curse  —  ay,  bear  along 
These  wrecks  of  thy  own  xnaking.   Lo.th7lmett 
(Others  upon  the  windv  breath  of  nignt. 
Its  last  and  faintest  echo.    Fare  thee  well  I 


THE   MISSIONARY 

**  It  is  an  awful,  an  arduous  thing  to  root  out 
every  affection  for  earthly  things,  so  as  to  liva 
only  for  another  world.  I  am  now  far,  very 
far,  from  you  all ;  and  as  often  as  I  look  aronad 
and  see  the  Indian  scenery,  I  sigh  to  think  of 
the  distance  which  separates  ns."  —  Xetten  ^ 
Henry  Martyn^from  India. 

"  Sat,  whose  is  this  fair  piotnre,  whioh  thelif^ 

From  the  unshutter'd  window  rests  npon 
Even  as  a  lingering  halo  ?    Beantifiil  I 
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Tlie  keen,  fins  eye  of  manhood,  and  a  lip 
Lovely  aa  that  of  Uylas,  and  impreued 
With  the  bright  ^net  of  some  brilliant  than^ht ; 
That  broad  expanse  uf  forehead,  oUar  and  high, 
Uarked  luiibly  with  the  chnrBcteiB  of  mind. 
And  the  free  locks  around  it,  raTen  black, 
Liuuriant  Bud  uusilver'd  I  —  who  vaa  he  ?  " 

A  friend,  a  more  than  brother.     In  tba  spring: 

And  glory  of  bia  bi^inK  he  went  forth 
From  the  emhracea  of  devoted  friend*. 

From  the  worm  heaj't  that  loved  bim  with  a  love 

Holier  tban  enrthly  passion,  and  to  whom 

The  beaut;  of  liis  sinrit  shotiH  aboTe 

Tiie  eharma  of  perishing  nature.     lie  went  forth 

Strengthened  to  sulfer,  gifted  to  subdae 

The  migiiC  of  Imnian  passion,  to  paas  on 

Quietly  to  the  sacrifice  of  aU 

Tba  lofty  hopes  of  boyhood,  and  to  turn 

Tbs  iiigh  unbitioa  written  on  that  brow. 

Prom  its  first  dream  of  power  and  human  fame, 

Unto  a  task  of  seeming  lowliness. 

Yet  Ood-Iike  in  its  purpose.     He  went  forth 

To  bind  the  broken  spirit,  to  piubk  back 

The  beatlien  from  the  wheel  of  JagKemaut ; 

To  place  the  spiritual  image  of  a  Uod 

Holy  and  juet  and  tme.  before  the  eye 

Of  the  da^-minded  Brahmin,  and  iinaeal 

The  holy  pagea  of  the  Book  of  Life. 

Fraught  with  aublimer  mysteries  than  all 

The  sacred  tomes  of  Vedas.  to  unbind 

The  widow  from  her  sacrifiDa,  and  save 

The  perishing  infant  from  the  worshipped  riverl 

■■  And,  lady,  where  is  he  ?  "     Ha  slambera  weU 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  an  Indian  palm. 
There  is  no  stone  above  his  Krave.     The  wind. 
Hot  from  the  desert,  aa  it  stus  the  leaves 
Heavy  and  long  above  him,  nghs  alone 
Orec  his  place  of  Blamber. 

"  God  forbid 
That  he  shoald  die  alonel  "    Nay,  not  alone. 
Hia  Qod  waa  with  him  Id  that  last  dread  hour ; 
His  ipeat  arm  underneath  hiro,  and  Hia  smile 
Melting  into  a  spirit  full  of  peaoe. 
And  one   kind   friend,  a  human  friend,   was 

One  whom  his  teachings  and  hia  eament  prayers 
Had  snatch 'd  aa  from  the  burning.     He  aJone 
Felt  the  last  pre3<<ure  of  bia  filing  hand, 
Caught  the  last  glimpse  of  his  closing  eye, 
IB  green  turf  over  him  with  tears, 

"  And  was  it  well, 
Dear  lady,  that  Ihis  noble  mind  shoald  east 
Its  rich  tofts  on  the  waters?    That  a  heart 
Full  of  all  gentleness  and  truth  and  love 
Should  wither  on  thi^  suicidal  shrine 
Of  a  mistaken  duty?     If  1  read 
Aright  the  fine  int«Uigence  which  Gils 
That  amplitude  of  bi 


Like  an  indwelling  sp 
He  might  ha 
The  proodest 


■n  that  ej 


Unfaltering  ever,  steadfast  and  aeonre. 
Gone  up  the  paths  of  greatness,  —  bearing  i>m 
A  sister  spirit  with  him,  ai  swue  star, 
Prejjminent  in  Heaven,  leads  steadily  up 
A  kindred  watcher,  with  its  fainterbeams 
Baptized  in  its  great  glory.     Was  it  well 
That  all  this  promise  of  tha  heart  and  mind 
Should  perish  from  the  earth,  and  leare  no 

Unfolding  like  the  Cerens  of  the  clime 
Which  hath  ita  sepalchr«,  but  in  the  ni^t 
Of  pagan  desolation  —  waa  it  well?  ^* 

Thy  will  be  done.  O  Father  I  —  it  ■«>  weU. 
What  are  the  honors  of  a  perishing  world 
Grasp'd  by  a  palsied  fincer  ?  the  applaos 


The  dull  e: 


?  the  wealth  tl 


Is  up 

The  cold  substantial  monnitient  ?     Can  then 
Dear  up  the  sinking  spirit  in  that  hour 
When  heart  and  flesb  are  failing,  and  the  grmye 
Is  opening  under  us  ?    Oh,  dearer  then 
The  memory  of  a  kind  deed  done  to  Mm 
Who  was  our  enemy,  one  grateful  tear 
In  tha  meek  eve  of  virtuous  suffering. 
One  smile  call  d  up  by  niiseen  charity 
On  the  wan  lips  of  hanger,  or  one  prayer 
Breathed  from  the  bosom  of  the  penitent  — 
The  stain'd  with  crime  and  outcast,  unto  whom 
Oar  mild  rebuke  and  tenderness  of  lays 
A  merciful  God  hath  bleas'd. 

"Bat,huly,Mj, 
Did  he  not  sometimes  almost  sink  beneath 
The  burden  of  his  toil,  and  turn  aside 
To  weep  above  his  sacrifice,  and  cast 
A  sorrowing  glance  upon  his  childhood's  home. 
Still  greenln  memory  ?     Clung  not  to  hia  heart 
Something  of  earthly  hope  tmcmcified. 
Of  earthly  tho^phtuncbastened?    Did  he  biii« 
' ''  '  '        ■    the  sacrifice 


Its  loves,  hopes,  sorrows  —  and  became  aa  oi 

Knowing  no  kindred  but  a  perishing  world. 

re  but  of  the  sin-endangered  soul. 


No  hope  but  of  the  winning^ack  to  life 
Of  the  dead  natjons,  and  no  nassing  thooght 
Save  of  the  errand  wherewith  he  was  sent 
As  to  a  martyrdom  t  ^^ 

Nay,  though  the  heart 
Be  oanseorated  to  the  holiest  work 
Vouchsafed  to  mortal  effort,  there  will  be 
Ties  of  the  earth  aroand  it,  and,  through  bD 
Its  perilous  devoUoD,  it  most  keep 
Its  own  humanity.    And  it  is  well. 
Else  why  wept  He.  who  with  our  natiu«  veilBd 
The  spirit  of  a  God,  o'er  lost  Jerusalem, 
And  tne  eold  grave  of  Laiaros  ?     And  whj 
In  the  dim  garden  rose  his  earnest  grayer, 
"^    "  '  '    ''      "'  'suffering 


'e  possible? 


My  ft 


So8 
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Ceaseless  and  lavish,  at  a  kindlv  smile, 
A  word  of  welcome,  or  a  tone  of  love. 
Freely  his  letters  to  his  £riends  disclosed 
His  TeaminsB  for  the  quiet  hamits  of  home. 
For  loTe  and  its  companionship,  and  all 
The  blessings  left  benind  him ;  yet  above 
Its  sorrows  and  its  oloads  his  spirit  rose. 
Tearful  and  yet  triumphant,  taking  hold 
Of  the  eternal  promises  of  Grod, 
And  steadfast  in  its  faith. 

Here  are  some  lines 
Penned  in  his  lonely  mission-house  and  sent 
To  a  dear  friend  at  home  who  even  now 
3r8  above  them  with  a  mournful  joy, 
ihem  well-nigh  sacred  as  a  leaf 
Plucked  from  the  record  of  a  breaking  heart. 

EVENING   IN    BURMAH 

A  ni^ht  of  wonder  I  piled  afar 
With  ebon  feet  ana  crests  of  snow. 

Like  Himalaya's  peaks,  which  bar 

The  sunset  and  the  sunset's  star 
From  half  the  shadowed  vale  below, 

Volumed  and  vast  the  dense  clouds  lie, 

And  over  them,  and  down  the  sky. 
Paled  in  the  moon,  the  lightnings  go. 

And  what  a  strength  of  light  and  shade 
Is  chequering  all  the  eiurth  below  ! 

And,  through  the  jungle's  verdant  braid. 

Of  tangled  vine  and  wild  reed  made. 
What  blossoms  in  the  moonlight  glow  I 

The  Indian  rose's  loveliness. 

The  oeiba  with  its  crimson  oress. 
The  twining  myrUe  dropped  with  snow. 

And  flitting  in  the  fragrant  air. 

Or  nestling  in  the  shadowy  trees, 
A  thousand  bright-hued  biros  are  there  — 
Strange  plum2ijp:e,  ouiverincr  wild  and  rare, 

Wiui  every  faintly  breathing  breeze ; 
And,  wet  with  dew  from  roses  shed. 
Hie  bulbul  droops  her  weary  head. 
Forgetful  of  her  melodies. 

Uprising  from  the  orange-leaves. 

The  tall  pagoda's  turrets  glow  ; 
O'er  graceful  shaft  and  fretted  eaves. 
Its  verdant  web  the  myrtle  weaves. 

And  hangs  in  flowenng  wreaths  below ; 
And  where  the  clustered  palms  eclipse 
The  moonbeams,  from  its  marble  lips 

The  fountain's  ailver  waters  flow. 

Strange  beauty  fills  the  earth  and  air. 
The  fn^rrant  grove  and  flowering  tree. 

And  yet  ray  thoughts  are  wandering  where 

My  native  rocks  lie  bleak  and  bare, 
A  weary  way  beyond  the  sea. 

The  yearning  spirit  is  not  here  ; 

It  lingers  on  a  spot  more  dear 
Than  India's  brightest  bowers  to  me. 

Methinks  I  tread  the  well-known  street  — 
The  tree  my  childhood  loved  is  there, 


Its  bare-worn  roots  are  at  my  feet. 
And  through  its  open  boughs  I  meet 

White  glimpses  of  the  plaoe  of  prayer; 
And  unf  orgotten  eyes  again 
Are  glancing  through  the  cottage  pane. 

Than  Asia's  lustrous  eyes  more  tair. 

Oh,  holy  hannts  I  oh,  childhood's  home ! 

Where,  now,  mv  wandering  heart,  is  th 
Here,  where  the  dusky  heathen  come 
To  bow  before  the  deaf  and  dumb. 

Dead  idols  of  their  own  design ; 
Where  in  their  worshipped  river's  tide 
The  infant  sinks,  and  on  its  side 

The  widow's  funeral  altars  shine  I 

Here,  where,  mid  light  and  song  and  flon 

The  priceless  soul  in  ruin  lies ; 
Lost,  dead  to  all  those  better  powers 
Which  link  this  fallen  world  of  ours 

To  God's  clear-shining  Paradise  ; 
Ajid  wrong  and  shame  and  hideous  crime 
Are  Uke  the  foliage  of  their  clime. 
The  unshorn  g^rowth  of  centuries ! 

Turn,  then,  my  heart ;  ihj  home  is  here 

No  other  now  remains  for  thee  : 
The  smile  of  love,  and  friendship's  tear. 
The  tones  that  melted  on  thine  ear. 

The  mutual  thrill  of  sympathy. 
The  welcome  of  the  household  band. 
The  pressure  of  the  lip  and  hand. 
Thou  mayst  not  hear,  nor  feel,  nor  see 

God  of  my  spirit  I  Thou,  alone. 

Who  watcnest  o'er  my  pillowed  head. 
Whose  ear  is  open  to  the  moan 
And  sorrowing  of  thy  child,  hast  known 
The  grief  which  at  my  heart  has  fed ; 
The  struggle  of  my  soul  to  rise 
Above  its  earth-bom  sympathies  ; 
The  tears  of  many  a  sleepless  bed  I 

Oh  I  be  Thine  arm,  as  it  hath  been. 

In  every  test  of  heart  and  faith,  — 
The  tempter's  doubt,  the  wiles  of  men. 
The  heathen's  scoff,  the  bosom  sin,  — 

A  helper  and  a  stay  beneath  ; 
A  strength  in  weakness,  through  the  strii 
And  anguish  of  my  wasting:  life  — 
My  solace  and  my  hope,  m  death  I 


MASSACHUSETTS 

Written  on  hearing  that  the  Resoliitioi 
the  Legislature  of  Massachusetts  on  the  sul 
of  Slavery,  presented  by  Hon.  C.  Gushing  tc 
House  of  Representatives  of  the  United  St 
[in  1837]  had  been  laid  on  the  table  unread 
unreferred,  under  the  infamous  rule  of  ^ 
ton's  Resolution." 

And  have  they  spumed  thv  word. 
Thou  of  the  old  Thirteen  I 
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Whose  soil,  where  Freedom's  blood  first  poured, 

Hath  yet  a  darker  green  ? 
To  outworn  patience  safferinfi:  long 
Is  insult  added  to  the  wrong  ? 

And  have  they  dosed  thy  mouth, 

And  fixed  the  padlock  fast  ? 
Dumb  as  the  black  slave  of  the  South  I 

Is  this  thy  fate  at  last  ? 
Oh  shame  I  thy  honored  seal  and  sign 
Trod  under  hoofs  so  asinine  I 

Call  from  the  Capitol 

Thy  chosen  ones  again. 
Unmeet  for  them  the  base  control 

Of  Slavery's  curbing  rein  ! 
Unmeet  for  men  like  them  to  feel 
The  spurring  of  a  rider's  heel. 

When  votes  are  things  of  trade 

And  force  is  argument. 
Call  back  to  Quincy's  shade 

Thy  old  man  eloquent. 
Why  leave  him  longer  striving  thus 
With  the  wild  beasts  of  Ephesus  I 

Back  from  the  Capitol  — 

It  is  no  place  lor  thee  I 
BeneaUi  the  arch  of  Heaven's  blue  wall, 

Thy  voice  may  still  be  free  ! 
What  Dower  shall  chain  thy  utterance  there, 
In  Goa's  free  sun  and  freer  air? 

A  voice  is  calling  thee. 

From  all  the  martyr  graves 
Of  those  stem  men,  in  death  made  free. 

Who  could  not  live  as  slaves. 
The  alnmberings  of  thy  honored  dead 
Are  for  thy  sake  disquieted. 

So  let  thv  Faneuil  Hall 

By  n^emen's  feet  be  trod. 
And  give  the  echoes  of  its  wall 

Once  more  to  Freedom's  God  ! 
And  in  the  midst  unseen  shall  stand 
The  mighty  fathers  of  thy  land. 

Thy  gathered  sons  shall  feel 

The  soul  of  Adams  near. 
And  Otis  with  his  fiery  zeal, 

And  Warren's  onward  cheer  j 
And  heart  to  heart  shaU  thrill  as  when 
They  moved  and  spake  as  living  men. 

Not  on  Potomac's  side, 

With  treason  in  thy  rear, 
Can  Freedom's  holy  cause  be  tried  : 

Not  there,  my  State,  but  here. 
Here  must  thy  needed  work  be  done. 
The  battle  at  thy  hearth-stone  won. 

Proclaim  a  new  crusade 

Against  the  foes  within  ; 
From  bar  and  pulpit,  press  and  trade. 

Cast  out  the  shame  and  sin. 
Then  speak  thy  now-unheeded  word. 
Its  lightest  whisper  shall  be  heard. 


II.  POEMS   PRINTED   IN  THE  "LIFE 
OF   WHITTIER" 

THE  HOME-COMING  OF  THE  BRIDE 

[The  home  of  Sarah  Greenleaf  was  upon  the 
Newbury  shore  of  the  Merrimac,  nearly  oppo- 
site the  home  of  the  Whittiers.  The  house 
was  standing"  until  a  recent  date.  Among  Mr. 
Whittier's  papers  was  found  the  following  frag- 
ment of  a  ballad  about  the  home-conung,  as 
a  bride,  of  his  grandmother,  Sarah  Greemeaf, 
now  first  published.] 

Sabah  Greenleaf,  of  eighteen  vears. 

Stepped  lightly  her  bridegroom's  boat  within. 
Waving  mi(f  river,  through  smiles  and  tears, 

A  farewell  back  to  her  kith  and  kin. 
With  her  sweet  blue  eyes  and  her  new  gold  gown. 

She  sat  by  her  stalwart  lover's  side  — 
Oh,  never  was  brought  to  Haverhill  town 

By  land  or  water  so  fair  a  bride. 
Glaa  as  the  glad  autunmal  weather. 

The  Indian  summer  so  soft  and  warm. 
They  walked  through  the  golden  woods  to- 
gether. 

His  arm  the  girdle  about  her  form. 

They  passed  the  dam  and  the  gray  gristmilL 

Wnose  walls  with  the  jar  of  grinmng  shooki 
And  crossed,  for  the  moment  awed  and  still. 

The  haunted  bridge  of  the  Coimtrv  Brook. 
The  grreat  oaks  seemed  on  Job's  Hill  crown 

To  wave  in  welcome  their  branches  strong. 
And  an  upland  streamlet  came  rippling  down 

Over  root  and  rock,  like  a  bridal  song. 
And  lo !  in  the  midst  of  a  clearing  stood 

The  rough-built  farmhouse,  low  and  lone, 
While  all  about  it  the  unhewn  wood 

Seemed  drawing  closer  to  claim  its  own. 

But  the  red  apples  dropped  from  orchard  trees, 
The  red  cock  crowed  on  the  low  fence  rail. 

From  the  garden  hives  came  the  sound  of  bees, 
On  the  bam  floor  pealed  the  smiting  flaiL 


THE  SONG  OF  THE  VERMONTERS,  1779 

[Written  during  school-days,  and  published 
anonymously  in  1833.  The  secret  of  author- 
ship was  not  discovered  for  sixty  years.] 

Ho — all  to  the  borders!     Vermonters,  come 

down, 
With  vour  breeches  of  deerskin  and  jackets  ^of 

brown; 
With  your  red  woollen  caps,  and  your  moccasins, 

come, 
To  the  gathering   summons  of   trumpet   and 

drum. 

Come  down  with  your  rifles  I     Let  gray  wolf 

and  fox 
Howl  on  in  the  shade  of  their  primitive  rocks; 
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Let  the  bear  feed  securely  from  pig-pen  and 

stall; 
Here's  two-legged  game  for  your  powder  and 

balL 

On  our  sonth  came  the  Dntchmen,  enveloped  in 

grease : 
And  arming  tor  battle  while  canting  of  peace ; 
On  our  east,  crafty  Meshech  has  gathered  his 

band 
To  hang  up  our  leaders  and  eat  up  our  land. 

Ho  —  all  to  the  rescue  I    For  Satan  shall  work 
No  gain  for  his  legions  of  Hampshire  and  York ! 
They    claim    our    possessions  —  the    pitiful 

knaves  — 
The  tribute  we  pay  shall  be  prisons  and  graves  I 

Let  Clinton  and  Ten  Broek,  with  bribes  in  their 

hands, 
Still  seek  to  divide  and  parcel  our  lands ; 
We  've  coats  for  our  traitors,  whoever  they  are ; 
The  warp  is  of  feathers  —  the  filling  of  tar : 

Does  ihe  "old  Bay  State ^'  threaten?     Does 

Confess  complain  ? 
Swarms    Hampshire  in  arms  on  our  borders 

again? 
Bark  tbe  war-d(^;s  of  Britain  aloud  on  the 

lake  — 
Let  'em  come ;  what  they  can  they  are  welcome 

to  take. 

What  seek  they  among  us  ?    The  pride  of  our 

wealth 
Is  comfort,  contentment,  and  labor,  and  health. 
And  lan^  which,  as  Freemen,  we  only  have 

trod, 
Independent  of  all,  save  the  mercies  of  God. 

Tet  we  owe  no  allegiance,  we  bow  to  no  throne, 
Our  ruler  is  law,  and  the  law  is  our  own ; 
Our  leaders  themselves  are  our  own  fellow-men. 
Who  can  handle  the  sword,  or  the  scythe,  or  the 
pen. 

Our  wives  are  all  true,  and  our  daughters  are 

fair. 
With  their  blue  eyes  of  smiles  and  their  light 

flowing  hair. 
All  brisk  at  their  wheels  till  the  dark  even-fall. 
Then  blithe  at  the  sleigh-ride,  the  husking,  and 

ball! 

We  've  sheep  on  the  hillsides,  we  Ve  cows  on 
the  plain. 

And  gay-tasselled  corn-fields  and  rank-growing 
grain ; 

There  are  deer  on  the  moimtains,  and  wood- 
pigeons  fly 

From  the  crack  of  our  muskets,  like  clouds  on 
the  sky. 

And  there  *8  fish  in  our  streamlets  and  rivers 

which  take 
Their  course  from  the  hills  to  our  broad-bosomed 

lake; 


Through  rock-arched  Winooski  the  fudmoin  leapt 

tree, 
And  the  portly  shad  follows  all  fresh  firom  tlie 

sea. 

Like  a  sunbeam  the  pickerel  glides  through  the 

pool. 
And  the  spotted  trout  sleeps  where  the  water 

is  cool. 
Or  darts  from  his  shelter  of  rock  and  of  root 
At  the  beaver's  quick  plunge,  or  the  angler's 

pursuit. 

And  ours  are  the  mountains,  which  awfnllT  rise, 
Till  they  rest  their  green  heads  on  the  blue  id 

the  skies ; 
And  ours  are  the  forests  unwasted,  nnshom, 
Save  where  the  wild  path  of  the  tempest  is  torn. 

And  though  savage  and  wild  be  this  cdimate  of 

ours. 
And  brief  be  our  season  of  fruits  and  of  fiowen, 
Far  dearer  the  blast  round  our  moontuns  whid 

raves, 
Than  the  sweet  summer  zephyr  which  breathfli 

over  slaves ! 

Hurrali  for  Vermont  I    For  the  land  which  we 

till 
Must  have  sons  to  defend  her  from  vallcT  and 

hill; 
Leave  the  harvest  to  rot  on  the  fields  where  it 

erows. 
And  tne  reaping  of  wheat  for  the  reaping  oi 

foes. 

From  far  Michiscom's  wild  valley,  to  where 
Poosoonsuck  steals  down  from  his  wood-cirded 

lair. 
From  Shocticook  River  to  Lutterlock  town  — 
Ho  —  all  to  the  rescue  I     Vermonters,  cams 

down! 

Come  York  or  come  Hampshire,  come  traitoa 

or  knaves. 
If  ye  rule  o'er  our  land,  ye  shall  role  o'er  oar 

graves; 
Our  vow  is  recorded  —  our  banner  nnf  orled. 
In  the  name  of  Vermont  we  defy  aU  the  woild  I 


TO  A  POETICAL  TRIO  IN  THE  CITY  OF 

GOTHAM 

FThis  jeu  d' esprit  was  written  by  WhittieriB 
1832.  The  notes  are  his  own.  The  authonh^ 
was  not  discovered  till  after  his  death.] 

Three  wise  men  of  Oothsm 
Went  to  sea  in  a  bowL 

Bards  of  the  island  city  I  —  where  of  old 
The  Dutchman  smoked  beneath  his  fiaTOtiti 
tree. 

And  the  wild  eves  of  Indian  hunters  rolled 
On  Hudson  pluncring  in  the  Tappaan  Zee, 

Scene  of  Stny  vesant's  might  and  ohiyalfXy 
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And  Knickerbocker's  fame,  —  I  have  made 
bold 
To  come  before  ye,  at  the  present  time, 
And  reason  with  ye  in  the  way  of  rhyme. 

Time  was  when  poets  kept  the  qniet  tenor 
Of  their  gi-een  pathway  through  th'  Arcadian 
vale, — 

Chiming  their  mnsic  in  the  low  sweet  manner 
Of  song-birds  warbling  to  the  *'iSoft  iSouth '' 
gale; 

Wooing  the  Muse  where  gentle  zephyrs  fan  her. 
Where  all  is  peace  and  earth  may  not  assail ; 

Telling  of  lutes  and  flowers,  of  love  and  fear. 

Of  shepherds,  sheep  and  lambs,  and  *^  such  smiall 


a 


»» 


eer. 


But  ye  I  lost  recreants  —  straying  from  the  green 

And  pleasant  vista  of  your  early  time. 
With  broken  lutes  and  crownless  skulls — are 
seen 
Spattering   your   neighbors  with  abhorrent 
slime 
Of  the  low  world's  pollution  I  ^    Te  have  been 
So  long  apostates  from  Uie  Heaven  of  rhyme, 
That  of  the  Muses,  every  mother's  daughter 
Blushes  to  own  such  graceless  bards  e'er  sought 
her. 

**  Hurrah  for  Jackson  /  "  is  the  music  now 
Which  your  cracked  lutes  have  learned  alone 
to  utter, 
As,  crouching  in  Corruption's  shadow  low. 
X  e  daily  sweep  them  for  your  bread  ana  but- 
ter,a 
Cheered  by  the  applauses  of  the  friends  who 
show 
Their  heads  above  the  offal  of  the  gutter. 
And,  like  the  trees  which  Orpheus  moved  at 

will, 
Reel,  as  in  token  of  your  matchless  skill  I 

Thou  son  of  Scotia  I  *  —  nursed  beside  the  grave 
Of  the  proud  peasant-minstrel,  and  to  wnom 

The  wild  muse  of  thy  mountain-dwelling  gave 
A  portion  of  ifas  spirit,  —  if  the  tomb 

Conla  burst  its  silence,  o'er  the  Atlantic's  wave, 
To  thee  his  voice  of  stem  rebuke  would  come. 

Who  dared  to  waken  with  a  master's  hand 

The  lyre  of  freedom  in  a  fettered  land. 

And  thou  I  —  once  treading  firmly  the  proud 

deck 
O'er  which  thy  country's  honored  flag  was 

sleeping, 
Calmly  in  peace,  or  to  the  hostile  beck 

>  Editors  of  the  MereaniUe  Advertiser  and  the  Even- 
ing Post  in  New  York,  —  the  present  organe  of  Jack- 
•onJsnL 

>  Perhaps,  after  all,  they  get  something  better ;  inas- 
much na  the  Heroiteshave  for  some  tiroe  had  exclusive 
possession  of  the  Hall  of  Bt.  Tammany,  and  we  have 
the  authority  of  Halleck  that 

*•  There  *«  a  harrel  of  porter  in  TunnMnT  hall 
And  the  BucktailB  are  swigging  it  all  tnr  night  long.** 

*  James  Lawson,  Esq.,  of  the  Mercantile,     A  fine, 


Of  coming  foes  in  starry  splendor  sweeping,  — 
Thv  graphic  tales  of  battle  or  of  wreck. 

Or  lone  night-watch  in  middle  ocean  keeping. 
Have  mode  thy  ^^  Leisure  Hours  "  more  prizea 

by  far 
Than  tliose  now  spent  in  Party's  wordy  war.* 

And  last,  not  least,  thou  I  —  now  nurtured  in 
the  land 
Where  thy  bold-hearted  fathers  loi^  ago 
Rocked  Freedom's  cradle,  till  its  infant  nand 
Strangled  the  serpent  fierceness  of  its  foe,  — 
Thou,  whose  clear   brow   in  earl^  time  was 
fanned 
By  the  soft  airs  which  from  Castaliafiow  I  ^  — 
Where  art  thou  now  ?    feeding  with  hickory 

ladle 
The  curs  of  Faction  with  thy  daily  twaddle ! 

Men  have  looked  up  to  thee,  as  one  to  be 
A  portion  of  our  glory  ;  and  the  light 

And  fairy  hands  of  woman  beckoned  thee 
On  to  thv  laurel  guerdon ;  and  those  bright 

And  gifted  spirits,  whom  the  broad  blue  sea 
Hath  shut  from  thy  communion,  bid  diee, 
"  Write" 

Like  John  of  ratmos.    Is  all  this  forgotten. 

For  Yankee  brawls  and  Carolina  cotton  ? 

Are  autumn's  rainbow  hues  no  longer  seen  ? 
Flows  the  ** Green  River"  through  its  vale 
no  more  ? 
Steals  not  thy   ** Rivulet"    by  its   banks  of 
green? 
Wheels  upward  from   its  dark  and   sedgy 
shore 
Thy  ** Water   Fowl"   no  longer?  — that   the 
mean 
And  vulgar  strife,  the  ranting  and  the  roar 
Extempore,  like  Bottom's  shomd  be  thine,  — 
Thou  feeblest  truck-horse  in  the  Hero's  line  I 

Lost  trio !  —  turn  ye  to  the  minstrel  pride 
Of  classic  Britain.    Even  effeminate  Moore 

Has  cast  the  wine-cup  and  the  lute  aside 
For  Erin  and  O'Connell ;  and  before 

His  country's  altar,  Bulwer  breasts  the  tide 
Of  old  oppression.    Sadly  brooding  o'er 

The  fate  of  heroes  struggling  to  be  free. 

Even  Campbell  speaks  for  Poland.     W/tere  are 
yet 

Hirelings  of  traitors  I  —  know  ye  not  that  men 
Are  rousing  up  around  ye  to  retrieve 

Our  country's  honor,  which  too  long  has  been 
Debased  by  those  for  whom  ye  daily  weave 

warm-hearted  Scotchman,  who,  having  imfortonately 
blundered  into  Jacksoniam,  is  wondering  "  how  i'  the 
Deil'sname  "  he  got  them.  He  is  the  author  of  a  vol- 
ume entitled  Tales  and  Skeickes^  and  of  the  tragedy  of 
Oiordnno. 

*  William  Leegett,  Esq.,  of  the  Post^  a  gentleman  of 
good  talents,  favorably  Imown  as  the  editor  of  the  New 
York  Critic^  etc. 

s  William  C.  Bryant,  Esq.,  well  known  to  the  public 
at  large  as  a  poet  of  acknowledged  excellence ;  and  as 
a  very  doll  eoitor  to  the  people  of  New  York. 
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Your  web  of  fustum ;    that  from  tongue  and 
pen 
Of  those  who  o^er  our  tanuBhed  honor  grieye, 
Of  the  pnre-hearted  and  the  gifted,  oome 
Hourly  the  tokens  of  your  master's  doom  ? 

Tun  from   their   ruin  I     Dash   your   chains 
aside! 
Stand  up  like  men  for  Liberty  and  Law^ 
And  free  cminion.    Check  Corruption's  pnde, 
Soothe  the  loud  storm  of  fratricidal  war,  — 
And  the  bright  honors  of  your  eventide 
Shall  share  the  glory  which  your  morning 
saw; 
The  patriot's  heart  shall  gladden  at  your  name, 
Ye  shall  be  blessed  with,  and  not  **  damned  to 
fame '' ! 

ALBUM  VERSES 

[Written  in  the  album  of  May  Pillsbury  of 
West  Newbury,  in  the  fall  of  1838,  when 
Whittier  was  at  home  on  a  visit  from  Phila- 
delphia, where  he  was  engaged  in  editorial 
work.] 

Pabdon  a  stranger  hand  that  gives 

Its  impress  to  these  gilded  leaves. 

As  one  who  g^raves  in  idle  mood 

An  idler's  name  on  rock  or  wood. 

So  in  a  careless  hour  I  claim 

A  page  to  leave  my  humble  name. 

Accept  it :  uid  when  o'er  my  head 

A  Pennsylvanian  sky  is  spreadL 

And  but  in  dreams  my  eye  looks  back 

On  broad  and  lovely  Merrimac, 

And  on  my  ear  no  longer  breaks 

The  murmuring  music  which  it  makes, 

When  but  in  dreams  I  look  again 

On  Salisbury  beach — Orasshopper  plain  — 

Or  Powow  stream — or  Amesbuiy  mills. 

Or  old  Crane  neck,  or  Pipestave  hills. 

Think  of  me  then  as  one  who  keeps. 

Where  Delaware's  broad  current  sweeps, 

And  down  its  rugged  limestone-bed 

The  Schuylkill's  arrowy  flight  is  sped, 

Deep  in  his  heart  the  scenes  which  grace 

And  glorify  his  **  native  place ; " 

Loves  every  spot  to  childnood  dear, 

And  leaves  his  heart  *'  untraveled  "  here ; 

Longs,  midst  the  Dutchman's  kraut  and  greens, 

For  pumpkin-pie  and  pork  and  beans, 

And  sighs  to  think  when,  sweetly  near. 

The  sott  piano  greets  his  ear. 

That  the  fair  hands  which,  small  and  white. 

Glance  on  its  ivory  polished  light, 

Have  ne'er  an  Indian  pudding  made, 

Kor  fashioned  rye  and  Indian  bread. 

And  oh  I  whene'er  his  footsteps  turn. 

Whatever  stars  above  him  bum, 

Though  dwelling  where  a  Yankee's  name 

Is  coupled  with  reproach  or  shame. 

Still  true  to  his  New  £ngland  birth. 

Still  faithful  to  his  home  and  hearth, 

Even  'midst  the  scornful  stranger  band 

His  boast  shall  be  of  Yankee  Lakd. 


WHAT  STATE  STREET  SAID  TO  SOUTH 
CAROLINA,  AND  WHAT  SOUTH  CARO- 
LINA SAID  TO  STATE  STREET 

[Pnbliahed  Sii  The  National  Bra,  Hay  22, 185t] 

MuTTEBiKO  *'  fine  upland  staple,*'  *^  pxime  Set 

Island  finer," 
With  cotton  bales  pictured  on  eitlier  retina, 
"  Your  pardon  I "  said  State  Street  to  South 

Carolina; 
**  We  feel  and  acknowledge  your  laws  axe  di- 
viner 
Than  spy  promulgated  by   the   thnndexB  of 

Sinai  f 
Sorely  pricked  in  the  sensitiTe  oooflcieiioe  of 

business 
We  own  and  repent  of  our  sins  of  remiaBness: 
Our  honor  we  've  yielded,  our  words  we  have 

swallowed; 
And  quenchine  the  lights  which  our  farefathen 

followeoL 
And  turning  from  graves  by  their  memories 

hallowed, 
With  teeth  on  ball-cartridge,  and  finger  on  tr^ 

ger. 
Reversed  Boston  Notions,  and  sent  baek  a  tag- 

ger  I" 


**  Get  away  I "  cried  the  Chivalry,  busy 

ming, 
And  fifing  and  drilling,  and  such  Quattle^bom- 

niing; 
"With  your  April-fool  slave  hunt  I    Just  wait 

till  December 
Shall  see  your  new  Senator  stalk  throiigli  the 

Chamber, 
And  Puritan  heresy  prove  neither  dumb  nor 
Blind  in  that  pestilent  Anakim,  Somner  I " 

A  FREMONT  CAMPAIGN  SONG 

SonvD  now  the  trumpet  wamingly  I 
The  storm  is  rolling  nearer, 
The  hour  is  striking  clearer. 
In  the  du^  dome  of  sky. 
If  dark  and  wild  the  morning  be, 
A  darker  mom  before  us 
Shall  fling  its  shadows  o'er  na 
If  we  let  the  hour  go  by. 
Sound  we  then  the  trumpet  chomat 
Sound  the  onset  wild  and  high! 
Country  and  Liberty  I 
Freedom  and  Victory ! 
These  words  shall  be  our  cry,  — 
Fremont  and  Victory  I 

Sound,  sound  the  trumpet  f earleeslj  I 
Each  arm  its  vigor  lending. 
Bravely  with  wrong  contending. 
And  shouting  Freedom's  oryf 
The  Kansas  homes  stand  rhnnrfnmlj^ 
The  sky^  with  flame  is  ruddy. 
The  prairie  turf  is  bloody. 
Where  the  brave  and  gentle  die. 
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Sound  the  trumpet  stem  and  steady  I 
Souzul  the  trumpet  strong  and  high  I 
Country  and  Liberty ! 
Freedom  and  Victory  I 
These  words  shall  be  our  cry,  — 
fV^mont  and  Victory  I 

Sound  now  the  trumpet  cheerilv  I 
Kor  dream  of  HeaTen*s  fonaJdng 
The  issue  of  its  makingf 
That  Right  with  Wrong  must  try. 
The  cloud  that  hung  so  drearily 
The  Northern  winds  are  breiudng ; 
The  Northern  Lights  are  shaking 
Their  fire-flags  in  the  sky. 
Sound  the  signal  of  awaking ; 
Sound  the  onset  wild  and  lugh  I 
Country  and  Liberty  I 
Freedom  and  Victory  I 
These  words  shall  be  our  cry,  — 
Frtoont  and  Victory  I 

THE  QUAKERS   ARE  OUT 

[A  campaign  song  written  to  be  sung  at  a 
Republican  Mass  Meeting  held  in  Newbury- 
port,  Mass.,  October  11,  I860.] 

Not  vainly  we  waited  and  counted  the  hours, 

The  buds  of  our  hope  have  all  burst  into  flowers. 

No  room  for  misgiving — no  loop-hole  of 
doubt,  — 

We  *ve  heard  from  the  Keystone  I  The  Qua- 
kers are  out. 

The  plot  has  exploded  —  we  've  found  out  the 

trick ; 
The  bribe  goes  a-begging;  the  fusion  won't 

stick. 
When  the  Wide-awake  lanterns  are  shining 

about. 
The  rogues  stay  at  home,  and  the  true  men  are 

out  I 

The  good  State  has  broken  the  cords  for  her 

Spunj 
-sprmgs  and  water  won't  fuse  into  one ; 
The  Dutchman  has  seasoned  with  Freedom  his 

krout. 
And  slow,  late,  but  certain,  the  Quakers  are 
out  I 

Give  the  flags  to  the  winds  I  set  the  hills  all 

aflame  I 
Make  way  for  the  man  with  the  Patriarch's 

name! 
Away  with  misgiving  —  away  with  all  doubt. 
For  Lincoln  goes  in,  when  the  Quakers  are  out  I 

• 

A  LEGEND  OF  THE  LAKE 

[This  poem,  orig^inally  printed  in  the  **  At- 
lantic Monthly,"  was  withheld  from  publica- 
tion in  his  volumes  by  Mr.  Whittier,  in  defer- 
ence to  living  relatives  of  the  hero  of  the  poem. 
Death  finally  removed  the  restriction.] 


Should  yon  go  to  Centre  Harbor, 
As  haply  vou  some  time  mayt 

Sailing  up  tne  Winnepesaukee 
From  tne  hills  of  Alton  Bay,  — 

Into  the  heart  of  the  highlands, 

Into  the  north  wind  free. 
Through  the  rising  and  vanishing  '■^'^"<^*^ 

Over  the  mountain  sea,  — 

To  the  little  hamlet  lying 

White  in  its  mountain  fold. 
Asleep  by  the  lake  and  dreaming 

A  dream  that  is  never  told,  — 

And  in  the  Red  Hill's  shadow 
Your  pilgrim  home  you  make, 

Where  the  chambers  open  to  sunrise. 
The  mountains,  and  the  lake,  — 

If  the  pleasant  picture  wearies. 

As  tne  fairest  sometimes  will. 
And  the  weight  of  the  hiUs  lies  on  yon 

And  the  water  is  all  too  still,  — 

If  in  vain  the  peaks  of  Gunstock 

Redden  with  sunrise  fire. 
And  the  sky  and  the  purple  mountains 

And  the  sunset  islands  tire,  — 

If  vou  turn  from  in-door  thrumming 
And  the  clatter  of  bowls  without. 

And  the  folly  that  goes  on  its  travels, 
Bearing  the  city  about,  — 

And  the  cares  yon  left  behind  yon 
Come  himting  along  your  traiok. 

As  Blue-Can  in  German  fable 
Rode  on  the  traveller's  pack,  — 

Let  me  tell  you  a  tender  story 

Of  one  who  is  now  no  more, 
A  tale  to  haunt  like  a  spirit 

Hie  Winnepesaukee  shore,  — 

Of  one  who  was  brave  and  ^ntle. 

And  strong  for  manly  stnf e^ 
Riding  with  cheering  and  music 

Into  the  tourney  of  life. 

Faltering  and  failing  midway 
In  the  Tempter's  subtle  snare. 

The  chains  of  an  evil  habit 
He  bowed  himself  to  bear. 

Over  his  fresh  young  manhood 

The  bestial  veil  was  flung,  — 
The  curse  of  the  wine  of  Circe, 

The  spell  her  weavers  sung. 

Yearl]r  did  hill  and  lakeside 

Their  summer  idyls  frame ; 
Alone  in  his  darkened  dwelling 

He  hid  his  face  for  shame. 

The  music  of  life's  ^reat  inarcheb 
Sounded  for  him  m  vain ; 
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The  voices  of  human  duty 
Smote  on  his  ear  like  pain. 

In  vain  over  island  and  water 
The  curtains  of  sunset  swung  ^ 

In  vain  on  the  beautiful  mountams 
The  pictures  of  God  were  hung. 

The  wretched  years  crept  onward, 

Each  sadder  than  the  last ; 
All  the  bloom  of  life  fell  from  him, 

All  the  freshness  and  greenness  past. 

But  deep  in  his  heart  forever 

And  unprofaned  he  kept 
The  love  of  his  saintly  mother. 

Who  in  the  graveyard  slept. 

His  house  had  no  pleasant  pictures ; 

Its  comfortless  walls  were  bare : 
But  the  riches  of  earth  and  ocean 

Could  not  purchase  his  mother^s  chair. 

The  old  chur,  quaintly  carven. 
With  oaken  arras  outspread. 

Whereby  in  the  long  gone  twilights, 
His  childish  prayers  were  said. 

For  thence  in  his  long  n^ht  watches. 

By  moon  or  starlignt  dim, 
A  face  full  of  love  and  pity 

And  tenderness  looked  on  him. 

And  oft,  as  the  grieving  presence 

Sat  in  his  mother's  chair, 
The  groan  of  his  self -upbraiding 

Qrew  into  wordless  prayer. 

At  last,  in  the  moonless  midnight, 
The  summoning  angel  came. 

Severe  in  his  pitv,  touching 
The  house  with  fingers  of  flame. 

The  red  light  flashed  from  its  windows 
And  flared  from  its  sinking  roof ; 

And  baffled  and  awed  before  it 
The  villagers  stood  idoof . 

Thev  shrank  from  the  falling  rafters. 
They  turned  from  the  furnace  glare ; 

But  its  tenant  cried,  '^  God  help  me  I 
I  must  save  my  mother's  chair." 

Under  the  blazing  portal, 

Over  the  floor  ot  fircj 
He  seemed,  in  the  terrible  splendor, 

A  martyr  on  his  pyre. 

In  his  face  the  mad  flames  smote  him, 
And  stung  him  on  either  side  ; 

But  he  clung  to  the  sacred  relic,  — 
By  his  mother's  chair  he  died  I 

O  mother,  with  human  yearnings  I 

O  saint,  by  the  altar  stairs  I 
Shall  not  the  dear  God  give  thee 

The  child  of  thy  many  prayers  ? 


O  Christ  I  by  whom  the  loTing^, 
Though  erring,  are  fomTen, 

Hast  thou  for  hizn  no  refuge. 
No  quiet  place  in  heayen? 

Give  palms  to  thy  strong  maityzs. 
And  crown  thy  saints  with  gold. 

But  let  the  mother  welcome 
Her  lost  one  to  thy  fold  I 


LETTER  TO  LUCY  LARCOM 

25Ui  3d  mo.,  188& 

Belieye  me,  Lucy  Laroom,  it  gives  me  nal 

sorrow 
That  I  cannot  take  my  carpet-bag  ami  go  tD 

town  to-morrow ; 
But  I  'm  **  snow-bound,"  and  cold  on  edU, 

like  layers  of  an  onion. 
Have  piled  my  back  and  weighed  me  dows  m 

with  the  pack  of  Bunyan. 
The  north-east  wind  is  damper  and  the  noctk- 

west  wind  is  colder. 
Or  else  the  matter  simply  is  that  I  am  gnwiiy 

older. 
And  then  I  dare  not  trust  a  moon  seen  OTer  oneli 

left  shoulder. 
As  I  saw  this  with  slender  horns  cang^t  in  a 

west  hill-pine. 
As  on  a  Stamboul  minaret  curves  the  azehim- 

postor's  si^,  — 
So  I  must  stay  in  Amesbury,  and  let  you  g» 

your  way. 
And  guess  what  colors  greet  yonr  eyes,  whit 

shapes  your  steps  delay ; 
What  pictured  forms  of  heathen  lore,  of  goi 

and  goddess  please  you. 
What  idol  graven  images  you  bend  your  widui 

knees  to. 
But  why  should  I  of  evil  dream,  well 

at  your  head  ^foes 
That  flower  of  Christian  womanhood,  onz  4<^ 

good  Anna  Meadows. 
She  '11  be  discreet,  I  'm  sure,  although 

a  freak  romantic, 
She  flung  the  Doge's  bridal  ring,  and 

•^e  Atlantic  "  I 
And  spite  of  all  appearances,  like  the 

a  shoe, 
She 's  got  so  many  *^  Toong  Folks  "  now,  dM 

don't  know  what  to  do. 
But  I  must  say  I  think  it  strange  that  thee  and 

Mrs.  Spaulding, 
Whose  lives  with  Calvin's  five-railed  creed  havs 

been  so  tightly  walled  in, 
Should  quit  your  Puritan  homes,  and  take  tiM 

pains  to  go 
So  far,  with  malice  aforethought,  to  **  walk  ii 

a  vain  show  "  I 
Did  Emmons  hunt  for  pictures  ?  Was  JonatluB 

Eklwards  peepinf^ 
Into  the  chambers  of  imagery,  with  maids  for 

Tammuzweepmg? 
Ah  well  I  the  times  are  sadly  changed,  and  1 

myself  am  feeling 


POEMS   PRINTED   IN  THE  "LIFE  OF  WHITTIER" 


Tha  wicked  world  my  Quukcr  t<uat  froni  off  my 

alioiUders  peolijis. 
Ood  f^rant  that  ill  the  strange  oevaeaoi  cbonee 

Wa  itill  may  ketp  the  good  old  plant,  of  siiuple 
failh  m  Him  I 


LINES   ON    LEAVING   APPLEDORE 
[Sent  in  a  letter  to  Celia  Thoiter.] 

Under  the  nbodow  of  a  clond.  the  Heht 

Didd  out  upon  the  vatdra,  like  a  iraiiB 
Cluaed  from  a  latte   by  Krief.     FoUowine  tha 

fliBht 
Of  a  lone  bird  that,  scadding  n-ith  the  breeie, 
Dipped '  .       ■       ■    .      1  1        1  .    . 


Ontl 


lihiid, 


That  cbiD 


n  the  Fort 


IT  nnd  brieht, 
e  Isife 


Aud  glad  of  heart  I  wliispKred.  "  Bo  to  her, 

Tell  her,  if  Heayen  a  terVKUt  prayer  will  grant, 
Thia  light  that  falls  her  island  home  abore 
Making  its  slnpee  of  rock  and  ^reennesa  gay, 
A  partial  glory  luidat  surroundioB  itmy. 
BliaU  prove  ua  Bamemt  of  our  Father^  love, 
Mure  and  more  ahimiiK  to  the  perfect  day. 


MRS.  CHOATE'5    HOUSE-WARMING 

["  His  washorwonian,  Mrs.  Choate,  by  indus- 
try and  thrift  bad  been  enabled  to  build  for 
hei  faniily  a  oomfonable  house.     When  it  was 

iiig,attendodbyaU  the  origlibont,  who  brought 
Bubntantiul  tokens  of  their  good-will,  including 
all  the  furniture  aosded  in  li(<r  new  parlor. 
Mr.  Whittier's  band  was  to  be  seen  in  the 
whole  movBtnont ;  he  wus  presdat  at  the  festiv- 
ity, and  made  a  little  speech,  cannutulating 
Mra.  Choate  upon  her  well-ilesened  success  in 
life,  and  said  he  would  read  a  piece  of  machine 
poetry  which  hud  been  intrugtod  to  him  for  the 
uecaaioD.  These  are  the  lines,  whiuh  were,  of 
uoorae,  of  his  own  composition."  — S.  T.  PlCK- 
ABD,  Life  and  Ltttfri  of  John  Granle^  Whit- 


Or  rie:hts  and  of  wronga 
Let  tRe  feminine  tongues 

Talk  on -none  forbid 
Our  hi«tesK  beat  knew 
What  her  hands  fonnrl  ti 

Asked  no  qnestiai 


but  tuj 

Here  the  lesson  of  work, 
Whiah  BO  many  folks  shirk. 

Is  so  plain  all  mav  learn  it ; 
Each  brick  in  this  dwelling. 
Each  tjmber  is  telling. 

If  yon  want  a  home,  eabn 


The  question  of  labor 

Is  solved  by  our  ueijihbor, 

The  old  riddle  guessed  01 
The  wisdom  Hora  needed. 
The  truth  lung  imheeded. 

Her  flat-iron '»  pressed  oi 


Thanks,  then,  to  Kate  Choate  1 
Let  the  idle  take  note 

What  their  fiiiEeis  were  made  for 
She.  cheerful  and  jolly. 
Worked  on  late  and  early. 

Ami  bought  —  what  she  paid  for  t 

Never  vainlj'  repining, 
Nor  begging,  nor  whining  : 

The  morning-star  twinkloa 
On  no  heart  that  'b  l^hler 
As  she  makes  the  world  whiter 

And  smuotlis  out  its  wrinkles. 

So,  long  life  to  Kate  I 
May  her  heim  have  to  wut 

Till  they  're  gray  in  attendance ; 
Aud  her  naCrimn  press  on, 
Still  teaching  ila  lesson 

Of  btaie  independence  I 

AN    AUTOGRAPH 


Tub  years  that  since  wc  mut  have  flown 
Leave  aa  they  found  me,  still  alone : 
Nu  wife,  nor  child,  nor  grandchild  dear, 


e  thy  little  Constance  s( . . 
The  pr^rie  ripple  in  the  breeze  ; 
For  one  like  her  to  lisp  thv  name 
Is  belter  than  the  voice  of  tame. 

TO   LUCY    LAKCOM 


A  bHef  unpedanHo 
Review  of  Miss  Phelps'  book. 
Which  teacbes  and  helps  folk 
To  deal  with  the  olTenders 
In  love  which  surrenders 
All  pride  unfot^ving. 
The  lost  one  leceiviug 
With  truthful  believing 
That  she  like  all  olhen, 
Our  sisters  and  brothers, 
le  only  a  sinner 
Whom  aod'R  love  within  her 
Can  chance  to  the  whiteness 
f)f  heaven's  own  brichtneBs. 
For  who  shall  see  tarnish 
If  Ho  Hvcep  and  garnish  ? 
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When  He  is  the  cleanser 
Shall  we  dare  to  censure  ? 
Say  to  Fields,  if  he  ask  of  it, 
I  can*t  take  the  task  of  it. 

P.  S.  —  For  mvself .  if  I  'm  aUe, 
And  half  comfortaDle, 
I  shall  run  for  the  seashore 
To  some  place  as  before. 
Where  bfunt  we  at  least  find 
The  teeth  of  the  East  wind. 
And  spring  does  not  tarry 
As  it  aoes  at  Axnesbury ; 
But  where  it  will  be  to 
I  cannot  yet  see  to. 


A   FAREWELL 

[Written  for  Mr.  and  BIrs.  Glaflin  as  they 
were  about  to  sail  to  Europe.] 

What  shall  I  say^  dear  friends,  to  whom  I  owe 
The  choicest  blessmgs,  dropping  from  the  hands 
Of  trustful  love  and  friendship,  as  you  go 
Forth  on  your  joumev  to  those  older  lands. 
By  saint  and  sage  and  bard  and  hero  txoA  ? 
Scarcely  ti^e  simple  farewell  of  the  Friends 
SujEEiceth  ;  after  you  my  full  heart  sends 
Such  benediction  as  the  pilgrim  hears 
Where  the  Greek  faith  its  golden  dome  uprears, 
From  Crimea^s  roses  to  Archangel  snows. 
The  fittest  prayer  of  parting:  '' Qo  with  God  I '' 


ON    A    FLY-LEAF    OF  LONGFELLOW'S 

POEMS 

[Written  at  the  Asquam  House  in  the  sum- 
mer of  1882.] 

Hushed  now  the  sweet  consoling  tongrue 
Of  him  whose  lyre  the  Muses  strung ; 
His  last  low  swan-song  has  been  sung  I 

His  last  I    And  ours,  dear  friend,  is  near ; 
As  clouds  that  rake  the  mountains  here, 
We  too  shall  pass  and  disappear. 

Yet  howsoever  changed  or  tost, 
Not  even  a  wreath  of  mist  is  lost. 
No  atom  can  itself  exhaust. 

So  shall  the  soul's  superior  force 
Live  on  and  run  its  endless  course 
Li  God^s  unlimited  universe. 

And  we,  whose  brief  reflections  seem 

To  fade  like  clouds  from  lake  and  stream, 

Shall  brighten  in  a  holier  beam. 


SAMUEL  E.  SEWALL 

[An  inscription  for  a  marble  bust,  modelled 
by  Anne  Whitney,  and  placed  in  the  Cary  Li- 
brary, Lexington,  Mass-,  May,  1884.] 


Like  that  ancestral  judge  who  bore  liis  ^ 

Fiuthful  to  Freedom  and  to  Tmth,  he  g»ve, 

When  all  the  air  was  hot  witJi  wrath  and  fiaiM^ 
His  youth  and  manhood  to  the  fettered  ilavei 

And  never  Woman  in  her  auffexing  saw 
A  helper  tender,  wise,  and  brave  as  he ; 

Lifting  her  burden  of  unrighteona  Uiw, 
He  shamed  the  boast  of  ancient  chivalry. 


Noiseless  as  light  that  melts  the 

He  wrought  as  dutjr  led  and  honor  bid. 

No  trumpet  heralds  victories  like  his,  — 
The  unselfish  worker  in  his  work  is  hid. 


LINES   WRITTEN   IN   AN   ALBUM 

[The  album  belonged  to  the  grandicm  d 
Whittier's  life-long  friend,  Theodoie  B.  Weld, 
and  the  lines  were  written  in  April,  1884] 


What  shall  I  wish  him  ?    Strength 
May  be  abused,  and  so  may  wealth. 
Even  fame  itself  may  come  to  be 
But  wearying  notoriety. 


aadhMOdi 


What  better  can  I  ask  than  this  ?  — 
A  life  of  brave  unselfishness. 
Wisdom  for  council,  eloquenoe 
For  Freedom's  need,  for  Truth^a  defenoa^ 
The  championshiD  of  all  that 's  good« 
The  manliest  f  aitn  in  womanhood. 
The  steadfast  friendship  changing  not 
With  change  of  time  or  place  or  lot. 
Hatred  of  sin,  but  not  the  lees 
A  heart  of  pitying  tenderness 
And  charity,  that,  suffering  long. 
Shames  the  wrong-doer  from  hia  wron^  : 
One  wish  expresses  all  —  that  he 
May  even  as  his  grandsire  be  I 


A   DAY'S  JOURNEY 

[Written  in  1886,  for  the  tenth 
of  the  wedding  of  his  niece.] 

After  your  pleasant  morning  travel 

Tou  pause  as  at  a  wayside  mn. 
And  take  with  grateful  hearts  your 

Though  served  in  dishes  all  of  tik. 

Then  go,  whUe  vears  as  hours  are  ooanted« 

Untu  the  dial  s  hand  at  noon 
Invites  you  to  a  dinner  table 

Garnished  with  sijl.vsb  fork  and  spoon. 

And  when  the  vesper  bell  to  supper 

Is  calling,  and  the  day  is  old, 
May  love  transmute  the  tin  of  morning 

And  noonday^s  rilver  into  gold. 

A   FRAGMENT 

[Found  among  Mr.  Whittier's  papaa,  in 
handwriting,  but  undated.] 


m  am  «e>kiMm  is  onr  itronc  appeal. 


■ly  ri^  reTeali  Thee  :  thnuiad  abora 
ooh  aila,  DD  false,  vindiatiTe  Jova  — 
rt  DOT  Father,  and  Thf  name  u  Lore  1 ' 

III.  NOTES 

6.  Sde  Fl/thonea  qf  AucUtU  Lynn. 
Pfthonera  of  ancient  hynn  vaa  the  Te- 
lle Moll  Pitcher^  who  lived  ondeT  the 
of  High  Bonk  in  that  town,  and  wai 
far  and  vide  for  her  Bnppoaed  powen  of 
on.  She  died  abont  mo.  Ur.Upham, 
!aitni  WilcAc^(^ft,  hu  given  an  aoooont 


of  this  epieode  _.  ^ 

Feudal  Chiefa  of  Acadia,  pnbliihed  in 
aalie  Jfonltft.  Jar 


iv^^laud  history 
*j  jii^adioj  pnbliahed  in 
raniiary,  FoBruarT,  1893, 

denta  forma  the  baaiB  of 

oance  bv  Mr».  Marr  Hartwell  Cather- 
ntitlad  the  Lady  qfFarl  St.  JoAb.I 
21.  Tht  JVf  10  Wife  and  the  Old. 
iral  Moulton'a  mannoa  ma7  still  be  seen 
rotn  the  train,  a  hip-roofed  bouse,  sUnd- 
he  right-haod  aide  of  the  track,  joat  be- 
ching  the  Hampton  station  as  one  comes 
«ton.  Twenty-fire  years  after  writing 
m,  Mr.  Whittier  received  a  letter  fnim 
(ho  had  been  spending  a  anmmer  in  the 
1  house,  in  which  ahe  aud  :  "  I  ramem- 
mother^a  repeating  to  me  her  reoolleo- 
the  eiorcieing  of  the  ghosts  of  General 
I  and  his  vile  bv  a  parson  Milton  or 
[the  Rev.  John  Boddily,   vho  died  in 


id  is  buried  in  a  Newbuiyport  bnryiiv- 
I.  My  grandfatlier  Whipple  being  ab- 
le  eervanta  (several  of  them  had  oeen 


_  rs.'tbst  nothing 

lay  their  terror ;  and  one  Mrs.  Williams. 
lekeeper,  peisiated  ao  strongly  tliat  she 
tlyaav  them  hath,  bein  a  maff-colored 
I  enormona  wig,  boldii^a  gold-beaded 
at  nothing  coold  indure  them  to  remain 
oDse.  Many  iwrsona  in  the  vicinity  came 
Totcising.  or  laying  tlieghoata'  as  they 
it.  My  mother  said  the  scene  was  very 
Its  to  her  as  a  child,  and  ahe  ooold  never 


forget  the  white  and  black  servants  and  nei^- 
ban,  standing  in  solemn  ave,  and  the  abjunng 
of  the  minister.  The  aervanta,  I  believe,  never 
afterwBida  complained  of  being  disturbed  or  of 
aeeiny  the  gbosta,  after  thia  ceremony." 

In  his  work  on  The  Sup^naturatigni  qf 
New  Englarui.  pnblished  in  1»47,  Mr.  Whittier 
relates  the  legend  of  the  ancient  houae.  "  Qen- 
eral  MauZtoira  bouse  was  once  burned  in  re- 
venge, it  is  said,  by  the  fiend,  whom  the  former 
had  outviUed.  He  had  agreed,  it  seema,  to 
furnish  the  general  with  a  boot  fiUl  of  gidd  and 
ulvet.ponredannnallT  down  the  chimney.  The 
shrewd  Yankee  oat  off  on  one  oooaman  am  foot 
of  the  boot,  and  the  Devil  kept  [unriDg  down 
the  coin  from  the  chimney  top,  in  a  vain  at 
tempt  to  fill  it.  until  the  room  vas  literally 
packed  with  the  precious  metal.  When  th^ 
general  died,  he  was  laid  oat.  and  put  in  a  coffin 
as  osoal ;  but  on  the  day  of  the  funeral  it  was 
whispered  about  that  his  body  was  missing, 
and  the  neighbon  came  to  the  charitable  ooD- 
olnsion  that  the  enemy  had  got  bis  own  at 
last."] 

Page  26.     Here  the  mighty  Bathaba. 

Baahaba  vaa  the  name  which  the  Indians  of 
New  England  gave  to  two  or  three  of  their  prin- 
cipal ohiafa,  to  whom  all  their  inferior  sagamoiea 
acknowledged  all^ianoe.  Paaaaconaway  seems 
to  have  been  one  of  theae  chiefa.  His  reaidenOB 
was  at  Pennacook.  (Man.  Sin.  Ceil.,  vol.  iii. 
pp.  21.  22.)  "  He  was  regarded."  says  Hub- 
bard, as  a  great  sorcerer,  and  bis  fame  iras 
widely  apread.  It  wassaid  of  bimtbat  he  oould 
cause  a  green  leaf  to  grow  in  winter,  trees  to 
danoe,  water  to  bum,  etc.  He  vas.  ondonbt- 
edly,  one  of  those  shrewd  and  powerful  men 
whose  achievements  are  always  regarded  by  a 
barbamns  people  as  the  resnlt  of  supernatiusl 
aid.     The  IndiaDS  gave  to  such  the  names  of 


"  The  Panisees  are  men  of  great  ooniage  and 
wiadcm.  and  to  theae  the  DerUl  appeareth  more 
fanuliany  than  to  othen."  —  Winslow's  Rda- 

¥'m  28,     raw  o'er  the  lieartof  Wretamoo. 

"Ills  Indiana,"  aaya  Roger  Williams,  "have 
a  god  whom  they  call  Wetuomanit,  who  pre- 
sides over  the  household." 

Page  29.    Draum  fi-om  that  great  itone  vote. 

There  are  rocks  in  the  river  at  the  Falls  ol 
vities  of  which,  tcaditioi. 
eriy  stored  and  conoealed 
bneir  com. 

Page  31.    AuJCeaamil. 

The  Spring  Qod.  —  See  Roger  Williams's  Keg 
to  the  Indian  Languogt. 

Page  33.     Mat  immck  kanna-mimtt. 

We  shall  see  tbee  or  her  no  more.— See 
Koger  WiUiama's  Key. 

Page  33.     Sawanna. 

"The  OreatSouth  West  God." —See  Hi^er 
WiUiams's  OhteTvationi,  etc. 

Page  34.     A,  «,e  charged  on  TiU)l'$  line. 

The  barbarities  of  Connt  De  Tilly  after  the 
siege  of  Macdebnrg  made  such  an  impressioa 
upon  onr  forefathers  that  the  phrase  "like  old 
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Tilly  **  is  still  heard  sometimes  in  New  £Ingland 
of  any  piece  of  special  ferocity. 

Page  42.    AJire-mourU  in  a  frozen  zone. 

Dr.  Hooker,  who  accompanied  Sir  James 
Ross  in  his  expedition  of  1841,  thus  describes 
the  appearance  of  that  unknowii  land  of  frost 
and  fare  which  was  seen  in  latitude  77°  south, 
—  a  stupendous  chain  of  mountains,  the  whole 
mass  of  which,  from  its  highest  point  to  the 
ocean,  was  covered  wiUi  everlasting  snow  and 


ice 

it 


The  water  and  the  sky  were  both  as  blue, 
or  rather  more  intensely  blue,  tlian  I  have  ever 
seen  them  in  tlie  tropics,  and  all  the  coast  was 
one  mass  of  dazzlingly  beautiful  peaks  of  snow, 
which,  when  the  sun  approached  the  horizon,  re- 
flected the  most  brilliant  tints  of  golden  yellow 
and  scarlet ;  and  then,  to  s«e  the  dark  cloud  of 
smoke,  tinged  with  iianie,  rising  from  the  vol- 
cano in  a  perfect  unbroken  column,  one  side 
jet-black,  the  otlier  giving  back  the  colors  of 
the  sun,  sometimes  turning  off  at  a  right  angle 
by  some  current  of  wind,  and  stretching  many 
miles  to  leeward  I  This  was  a  sight  so  surpass- 
in|^  everything  that  can  be  imagined,  and  so 
heightened  by  the  consciousness  that  we  had 
penetrated,  under  the  guidance  of  our  com- 
mander, into  regions  far  beyond  what  was  ever 
deemed  practicable,  that  it  caused  a  feeUng  of 
awe  to  steal  over  us  at  the  consideration  of  our 
own  comparative  insignificance  and  helplesB- 
ness,  and  at  the  same  time  an  indescribable 
feeling  of  the  greatness  of  the  Creator  in  the 
works  of  his  hand.'* 

Page  59,    Here  is  the  place. 

["The  place  Wliitticr  had  in  mind  was  his 
birthplace.  There  were  bee-hives  on  the  gar- 
den terrace  near  the  well-sweep,  occupied  yor- 
haps  by  the  descendants  of  Thomas  Whittier's 
bees.  Tlie  approach  to  the  house  from  over 
the  northern  shoulder  of  Job's  Hill  by  a  path 
that  was  in  constant  use  in  his  boyhood  and 
Btill  in  existence,  is  accurately  described  in  the 
poem.  The  *  gap  in  the  old  wall  *  is  still  to  be 
seen,  and  '  the  stepping  stones  in  the  shallow 
brook '  are  still  in  use.  His  sister's  garden  was 
down  by  the  brook-side  in  front  of  the  house, 
and  her  daffodils  are  perpetuated  and  may  now 
be  found  in  their  season  each  year  in  that  place. 
The  red-barred  gate,  the  poplars,  the  cattle 
yard  with  *  the  wnite  horns  tossing  above  the 
wall,'  were  all  part  of  Whittier's  boy  life  on  the 
old  farm.  Even  the  touch  of  *'  the  sundown's 
blaze  on  her  window  pane '  is  realistic.  The 
only  place  from  which  the  blaze  of  the  setting 
sun  could  bo  seen  reflected  in  the  windows  of 
the  old  mansion  is  from  the  path  so  perfectly 
described.  .  .  .  AH  the  storjr  about  Mary  and 
her  lover  is  wholly  imaginative.'*  S.  T.  PiCK- 
ARD  in  his  Life  and  Ltiters  of  John  Greenleaf 
Whittier. 

Page  67.     Of  the  fast  which  the  good  man  life- 
long keirt. 

It  was  the  custom  in  Sewall's  time  for 
churches  and  individuals  to  hold  fasts  whenever 
any  public  or  private  need  suggested  the  fitness  ; 
and  as  state  and  church  were  very  closely  con- 


nected, the  General  Court  sometimes  ordeied 
a  fast.  Out  of  this  custom  apraof  the  aaind 
fast  in  spring,  now  observed  fl888j,  but  it  is«f 
comparatively  recent  date.  Sach  a  fast  wag  of 
deredon  the  14th  of  January.  1697,  whenSewal 
made  his  special  confession  oi  g^t  in  condemi' 
ing  innocent  persons  under  the  supposition  thit 
they  were  witches.  He  is  said  to  have  obsem^ 
the  day  privately  on  each  n-nwuql  return  thm- 
after. 

Pag©  68.    Ilis  burden  qf  prophecy  yet  remaiwk 

[In  point  of  fact  the  old  man  wise  sad 
good,"  "propped  on  his  staff  of  ace,"  v» 
forty-five  years  old  when  he  utterea  lus  pro- 
phecy.] 

Page  69.     TTie  Red  River  Voyageur. 

[The  church  of  St.  Boniface  was  burned  ii 
1800,  the  year  after  The  Red  River  Voyaqet 
was  printed.  The  bells  were  broken  in  tibar 
fall,  and  the  fragments  were  sent  to  TffHMil". 
recast  by  their  original  founder,  and  lestorri 
to  their  place  in  the  new  cathedral  of  St.  Bon- 
face.] 

Page  77.     Cohbier  Keezar^s  Vision. 

[For  a  fuller  account  of  Cobbler  Keezitf,  •» 
Whittier's  paper  on  The  Border  War  qfJ708  ii 
his  Prose  Works,  volume  II.  pp.  375,  376.  Cob- 
bler Keezar  w^as  wont  to  pit^  his  tent  on  F» 
Hill  and  mend  the  foot-gear  of  the  AmesboT 
people.  ,The  old  towns  of  Amesbury  and  2Safii- 
bury.  within  a  few  years  oonsolidated,  wot 
divided  by  the  Powow  River.  ThB  f^ll*  de- 
scribed in  the  poem  are  concealed,  from  viev 
now  by  the  factories  and  the  arches  which  wgm 
the  river.] 

Page  78.     Or  the  stone  of  Dr.  Dee. 

Dr.  John  Dee  was  a  man  of  emdition,  w]» 
had  an  extensive  museum,  library,  and  appsa- 
tus ;  he  claimed  to  be  an  astrologer,  ana  hiJ 
acquired  the  reputation  of  having  dealings  witk 
evil  spirits,  and  a  mob  was  raised  which  d«- 
stroved  the  greater  part  of  his  possessions,  lit 
professed  to  raise  the  dead  and  had  a  ma0i 
crystal.    He  died  a  pauper  in  1608. 

I*age  81.^    The  Countess.  

[There  is  a  slight  inaccuracy  in  Whittisr% 
head  note  to  7^«  Countess.  Acoordins^  to  Ifi^ 
Rebecca  I.  Davis,  Gleanings  from  thev  alley  ^ 
the  MerrimaCy  where  she  gives  her  anthoritieii 
the  marria^  took  place  March  21,  1805.  His 
Countess  died  January  5,  1807.  Count  Vipsii 
returned  to  Guadaloupe  whence  he  had  eoni 
to  this  countr^r  at  the  time  of  the  insurrsotMrn: 
there  he  married  again,  and  there  he  died  ana 
was  buried,  but  liis  remains  were  afterward 
removed  to  the  family  toinb^  in  fiordeaoz, 
France.  Mr.  Matthew  Whittier,  the  poet*i 
onlv  brother,  married  Abby,  daughter  of  Jo- 
seph Rochemont  de  Poyen.] 

rage  HKi.     The  Pennsylvania  Pilgrim, 

[The  following  long  note  originnllv  was  used 
as  an  introduction  to  the  poem.]  tlie  b^fah 
ning  of  German  emigration  to  America  tnaar  bt 
traced  to  the  personal  influence  of  WUUaai 
Penn,  who  in  l(i77  visited  the  Continent,  and 
made  the  acquaintance  of  an  intelligent  and 
highly  cultivated  circle  of  I^etists,  or  Bfystioi* 


wbo,  reriviue  in  the  Heventeenth  ceoCury  the 
niritDal  fnitli  aud  worsbip  af  Tanler  and  the 
'  Friuuda  of  (iod  "  in  tha  lunrteenth,  gathered 
About  the  paator  Spener^  and  the  young  and 
beautiful  Eltuuuta  Johanna  Voa  Murlaa.  In 
this  cirule  originated  the  Frankfort  Land  Coni- 
paiiy.  whluh  bouKht  of  William  Paun,  the  Got- 

I^'^-i'(v  "f'piiSadX&ia"    ""   "  "'^      ' 

Til ijpauya  Bgent  in  the  New  World  woa 

sri  1. 1.- i:  iawjcr,  Prancia  Ihuiiel  pBBtoriiu. 

sou  ■■<  I  I  l-i-  I'iiatoriuB,  of  VViudBheim,  who,  at 
tlie  ,  ■•:  n<'iantfen,entered  tKe  Uiiivenityuf 
Alt'il.  II:'  ^tndk-d  law  at  Straaburo.  Basle, 
and  .1.  III.  iiid  at  Rati>bon,  the  seat  of  the  Im- 

Ein.il  iri>\i'rmiiKnt,  ubtiuuud  a  pracliosi  know- 
it;:^  ol^  iiilonialiuniil  polity-  buceessf  nl  in  all 
Ilia  i-irLFEiiiiatirin^  and  diaputatiotja,  he  receiTed 
the  <l<'i,-i-ri-  of  Doolorof  Law  at  Nurembere  in 
1«T>:.  in  hi?i>  lie  waa  a  law-IecCorer  at  Frank- 
furl,  u  111' It!  III!  becaniii  dueply  intereeted  in  the 
tea.iiini,-.'  'if  l>r.  .Snener.  In  lUSO-Sl  he  trav- 
elle-ii  ill  i'Vjnoe.  Engbind.  Ireland,  and  Italy 
■witli  tijs  f.u'nd  Herr  Von  Bodeck.  "I  waa.'^' 
be  A.i\  s,  "  triad  to  enioy  aeain  the  ooropany  of 
my  rl.ri^^tiaa  friends,  rather  than  be  wi^TVon 
Rai.lnt'k,  fe.-isting  and  doncitie'"  In  IS^,  in 
oon;|i,iiiy  with  a  small  nnniber  of  Oennan 
Frirnil-t.  he  emigrated  to  America,  ■ettlinir 
opoij  the  Frankfort  Compimy'a  tract  betwf 
the  Si:linylli 


s  Delawan 


t"«n,  Krisheim,  Crefield.  and  Soramei- 
han^t'ii.  Soon  after  liis  arrival  he  united  him- 
self tvlDi  Che  .SiKifty  of  Friends,  and  became 
one  <if  It^  miiat  able  and  devoted  ro^mbers,  ai 
veil  as  the  reuojtniied  head  and  lawgiier  of  the 

1  settlement.  He  married,  two  years  after  hia 
arrival,  Anncke  'Anna),  daagbCer  of  Dt.  Kloo- 

-       ternian,  of  Muhlheini. 

In  the   year  HW*  he  drew  np  a  memorial 
acainat  alaveboldinc,   which  waa    adopted  by 

I  the  G«miantown  FViunds  and  sent  np  to  the 
Monthly  Meeting;  and  thence  to  the  Yearly 
Meeting  at  Philadelphia.    It  is  noteworthy  aa 

'  the  lir<r  protest  made  by  a  religioua  body 
ae''-'"^t  Nej.-ro  Slavery.  The  original  doonment 
wa»  ithcovered  in  IKU  by  the  Pfiitadelpfaia  an- 
ttqiiari^in,  Nathan  Kite,  and  pnbliebed  in  Tht 
JVAm/iVol.  XVIII.  No.  !G).    Itiiaboldand 

•  direct  appeal  li>  the  bent  instincU  of  tbe  heart. 
t  "  H;ini  ni't,"  he  oske,  "  theie  nogroes  as  much 
t       liglit  to  licht  for  their  freedom  as  you  have  to 

>  keen  them  slaves?" 

'  Und-r  tlie  «-isB  direction   of  PaatoiinB,    the 

>  dornk.iiitcjwn  settlement  grew  and  prospered. 

•  The   iiiliiliitanta  pl.vituil  orchard*    and    vine- 

•  7ari!.4.  ;iTirl  aurrounded  themaelvea  with  huuth- 
niiH  oF  Iheir  old  home.  Alargenumberof  them 
wei-e  liiivu-weavora,  aa  well  on  atuall  fsmiere. 

r      Thi>  (jiiiikera  were  the  principal  sect,  but  men 

•  of  ntl    rilJEioua  were  toleratHd,  and  lived   to- 

•  getbi-r  ill  hanoony.  In  lfii>2  Richard  Frnrae 
■  publinhed.  in  what  he  called  verae.  a  Dacrip- 
'      lum  of  Pennsylvania,  in  which  ha  allude*  to  the 

■ettlement :  — 


"Tbn  Genom  townot  wMcli  Iipqke  l»(oi». 

When  livea  Uigli  Uermui  jwoplg  and  Low  DnlOh, 
Wbnw  tnds  lu  Huilntr  Uiwn  clotli  U  iDiich,  — 


Fodtoriua  seems  to  have  been  on  intimate 
terms  with  William  Penu,  'fhomaa  Lloyd, 
Chief  Justice  LotiaD^bomaa  t^tory,  and  other 
leading  men  iu  the  Province  bulon^inj^  to  hia 
own  religluus  sueiety.  as  also  with  Kelpius,  the 
learned  Mystio  of  tlie  Wisaaliickon,  with  the 
pastor  of  the  Swedes^  church,  and  the  leadem 
of  the  Meononites.  tin  wrote  a  description  of 
Pennsylvania,  which  was  published  at  Frank* 
turt  and  LBipsio  in 


IB  publisbei 
andlTill.    I 


tke   t. 

WHS  pnbliiibcil  in  l(i!>0.  He  left  behind  him 
many  unpublished  manuscripts  covering  a  very- 
wide  range  of  subjects,  most  of  which  are  now 
lost.  UuD  hiiue  munuBcript  folio,  eutitled  Hiut 
Beiftodc.  Mflliolrupkeum  Alucar,  or  RuKa 
Api'am,  still  remains,  containine  one  tbooaand 

!<apeB  with  about  one  Lnndred  lines  10  a  page, 
t  IS  a  medley  of  knowledge  and  fancy,  history, 
philosophy,  and  poetry,  written  in  seven  lait- 
^ifogve.  A  large  portion  of  his  poetry  is  de- 
voted to  the  pleasures  of  gardening,  the  descrip- 
tion of  flowera.  and  the  care  of  bees.  1^0 
following  spevimeTi  of  his  punnini;  Latin  is  ad- 
dressed to  im  orchard-pilferer :  - 
"  Qulniuii  In  hiiq  furtim  ntptu  viddsrls  niutn 
Tuigon  (iJlBcL  poiDS  TBTelo  mmu, 


Drr  Dm 

periodical  Thr  Fenn  ilonthlu.  at  Phjlndalphia, 
I  OTd  indebted  for  many  of  the  foregoini;  faeU 
in  regard  (o  the  German  pilgrims  of  the  New 
World,  thus  closes  his  notice  of  Pastorius  :  - 

"  No  tombstone,  not  even  a  record  of  burial, 
indicates  where  his  remains  have  found  their 
last  realane-place,  and  the  pardonable  desire  to 
associate  the  homage  due  to  this  distinguished 
man  with  aoms  visible  mementfi  cannot  begrati- 
iied.  There  is  no  rennon  to  suppose  that  he  waa 
interred  in  any  other  place  than  the  Friends' 
old  baiying-gronnd  in  Germantown,  thon^  tha 
fact  is  not  attested  bv  any  definite  sonroe  of  in- 
formation. After  all,  Ibis  obliteration  of  tha 
lust  trace  of  his  earthly  existence  is  but  typical 
i>f  what  lias  overtaken  the  timia  which  he  rep- 
reeonts;  that  Germantown  which  be  founded, 
which  saw  him  live  and  moTS,  is  at  present  but 
a  qanint  idyl  of  th>-  past,  almost  a  myth,  barely 
remembered  and  little  Hiired  for  by  the  keener 
race  tbat  has  aucceeded." 

The  PilKi'ims  of  Plymouth  have  not  l.ieked 
hiatorian  and  poet.  Juatioe  has  been  done  to 
their  faith,  conmgo,  and  self-sacrifico  and  to 
the  migbty  influence  of  their  endeavors  tu  e»- 
UbliahrighteansuenoDtheaatth.  The  Quaker 


K  uDtore  wiU  find  txrat  nr  ^ 


fortimftte.  The  power  of  cheir  tesdmouy  for 
truth  nod  KolintfiH,  p«acfi  and  freedom,  enfurced 
only  by  what  Milion  eaUa  "the  unresisliblo 
mieht  of  mtekninij."  bun  been  felt  throogh  two 

ties,  the  aboliiiun  uS  slavery,  the  reform  of  the 


of  the 


poor  1 


io^." 


yerj  al«p  of  huiuiui  progregg. 
But  of  the  men  thetiuwlvtw,  with  the  BiDKTe  ei- 
-ception  of  William  Pena.  scnrcely  anything  ia 
known.  Contraatud,  from  the  outset,  with  the 
m,^  aggreuiie  Puritana  uf  New  Enghwd. 
to  be  regarded  na  *^a  teeble 
^rsouality  an  doubtful  ua  thuii 

„_..  BB.    They  were   not  soldiers, 

like  Miles  f^taodiah  ;  they  had  no  figure  so  pit^ 
toreBqne  as  V>uw,  no  leader  so  rashly  brsTa  and 
iian^htT  as  Endicott.  Ko  Cotton  Mather  wrote 
their  Magnolia;  they  had  uo  awful  drama  of 
anpematuraliam  in  which  ^atan  and  his  Angela 
ver«  aetors;  aud  the  only  witch  mentiuoed  in 
their  simple  annals  was  a  poor  old  fSwudiah 


and  the  Inc  

taunted  them  vith  the  fact  that  the  savages 
did  not  regard  thf^ni  as  ChHstionfi,  but  jaat 
aach  men  aa  thenuelves.  Yet  it  must  be  appai^ 
eat  to  OTery  careful  observer  of  the  progress 
of  American  civiliiation  that  its  two  principal 
oorronts  hod  their  sources  in  tie  entuely  op- 
pwilto  direcl.ionii  of  the  Puritan  and  Quaker 
colooies.  To  use  the  wonLi  of  a  late  writer : ' 
"The  histDrieal  ton-es,  with  which  no  othem 
tnoy  be  compared  in  their  influence  OD  tho  peo- 

S'e.  have  hrpn  those  of  the  Puritan  and  the 
uaker.  The  strength  of  the  one  wm  in  the 
confession  of  tin  inriNible  Pit'sence,  a  right«anB. 
«temal  Will,  which  would  establish  righteous- 
ness on  earth  ;  and  thunce  arow  the  conviction 
of  a  direct  pcraonal  responsibility,  which  conld 
Ih  t!mpt«d  by  nn  eteruol  splendor  and  could  be 
shaken  by  nu  internal  iu,-!(nlian,  and  could  not 
1je  evaded  or  tmnsferred.  Tbe  strength  of  the 
otiier  was  the  witness  in  the  human  spirit  to  an 
eternal  WunI,  an  Innpr  Voii'e  which  spoke  to 
each  alone,  while  yet  it  spoke  to  every  man  ;  a 
Light  which  eacli  was  to  follow.  Hud  whivh  yet 
-was  the  light  r.f  the  worid  ;  nnd  all  other  voices 
-were  silent  before  tliia.  amV  the  «olit,iry  path 
"whither  it  led  was  more  sacred  than  the  worn 
-ways  of  tiilhcdnil-aisles." 

It  will  he  Biiflicieutlv  anpanut  to  the  reader 
that,   in  the  pc— ■  -■■■-'■    '-" —     '    " 


_  , .,  I   hav,  ... 

impted  mrthinc  beyond  a  study  of  tiie  life  ond 
iinies  of  the  rennsylvania  colonist,  —  a  simple 
"lecture  of  n  noteworthy  man  and  his  localitv. 
The  colors  of  niv  ski'tth  are  nil  very  sober, 
toned  down  to  the  quiet  and  dreamy  atmo:4- 
phere  through  whioli  its  subject  ia  visible. 
AVbetber,  in  the  glace  and  tumult  of  the  pres- 


that.  whatever  may  be  its  meunre  of  pnUie 
appreciatioii.  it  has  been  to  me  its  own  re»«ri. 

Page  1U4.  Ai  once  he  tteard  (n  tweH  Vim 
Mrrlaa^s  bowrri. 

tUeonora  Johaima  Von  Merlaa.  or,  u  SewaD 
theQuaker  HiaUiriao^pves  it.  Von  Merlu*,* 


noble  : 
heldai 


ug  Uidv  of  frankftirt,  ai 
g  the  Mystic      '    ' 


iyatlis  of  that  ___ 
Huon  a  posiiiou  as  Anna  Maria  ScL^-u.™  u« 
among  the  Labadists  of  Uollaail.  ^Uiu 
Penn  ap^ars  ta  have  shared  the  admiiaticia «( 
her  own  immediate  circle  for  this  acoomplkU 
and  gifted  lady. 

Pap  l(Ni.      Or  painful  Ktlpiui  Jram  kit  lo- 


>,  a  ETBdoata  of  tb 


1  MuUord'i  TUt  7/ali 


,pp.  3ei,2(». 


.-ilJiu. 

Magister  Jobam.  „^.^.™,  _ 

University  of  Uelmstadt.  oanie  to  PeDnsylrsBt 
in  IBSH,  with  a  company  of  Oemuui  Myitio. 
ihey  made  their  home  in  the  woods  on  tb 
W^iasahickon,  a  little  weat  of  the  Quaker  oetlk- 
mcnt  of  Germantown.  Kelpius  was  a.  believB' 
in  the  near  approach  of  the  MJUenaiiuii,  andra 
a  devout  studeot  of  tbe  Book  of  Kevelatica. 
and  the  Mta-gen-Rothe  of  Jacob  Beliiiun.  Hi 
called  his  settlement  "The  Woman  in  tb 
WildBmeBs"  (ZJai  Wcib  in  dtr  WtUMit).  Hs 
was  only  twenty-four  years  of  age  whaa  it 
came  to  America,  but  bis  gravitT,  leatniic. 
and  devotion  phuied  him  at  the  head  of  tb 
settlement.  He  disliked  the  Qnakers,  hvami 
he  thought  they  were  too  eiclnaive  in  the  !■■■ 
ter  of  ministera.  He  was.  Hke  most  of  tb 
Mystics,  opponed  to  the  severe  doctrinal  vkn 
of  Calvin  and  even  Luther,  declarioK  "  *h.t  bi 
could  as  little  agree  with  Hie  Damnanut  et  tb 
Angsbuig  Confession  as  with  tLa  AnaUumm  i 
the  Council  of  Trent." 

He  died  in  ITTH,  si 

1  bv  his  priL .  _f,  ,...,., 

that  he  _ 

"Stone  of  Wisdom"  into  tbe  river,  who*  ' 
that  mystic  souvenir  of  the  times  of  Van  Htl-  ' 
mant,  Paracelsus,  aud  Agrippa  haa  i-in  enr  1 
since,  nndisturbed,  I 

Rige  IK'.    Or  Slut/lfT.  laintln  famUia,  utiSK    I 


.   entbuE .    , _ 

eviilently  sinc-'ni  in  his  special^  calling  and  da- 
tion  to  aeparate  Ihi-  true  aad  Uving  members  of    i 
the  Chnrch  of  Christ  from  the  formalism  aid    J 
hypncriity  of  the  rilling  sects.    George  KeitL  and    I 
ItiibiTrt.  Barclay  visited  hini  at  Amsterdam  aad 
atternaril  lit  the  communities  of  Hcrford  sut    ' 
Wieward ;  and,  accord  Ing  to  Gerard  Croes.  fomvl     ' 
him  so  near  to  them  on  some  points,  thnt  they     1 
offered  to  take  Mm  into  the  ISocietr  of  Friend 
This  nlTer,  if  it  was  really  made,  which  is  Mr- 
tainly  doubtful,  was,  hniipily  tor  the  Friends  at 
least,  declined.     Invited  to  Ilerfonl  in   Wot- 
pbalia  by  PitiTAbeth,  daughter  of  the  Elactor     ' 


V^L   \ 


NOTES 
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l^lftdne,  De  Labadie  and  his^  followers 
]ireaohea  inoessantly,  and  snooeeded  in  aroosing 
a  wild  enthusiasm  amonfi"  the  people,  who  neg^ 
lected  their  business  and  gave  way  to  excite- 
ments and strangepractices.  Men  and  womeiK 
it  was  said,  at  the  Commnnion  drank  and  danced 
together,  and  private  marriages,  or  spiritual 
unions,  were  formed.  Labadie  died  in  1674  at 
Altona,  in  Denmark,  maintaining  his  testimo- 
nies to  the  last.  **  Nothing  remains  for  me," 
he  said,  *^  except  to  go  to  my  God.  Death  is 
merely  ascending^  from  a  lower  and  narrower 
chamber  to  one  higher  and  holier." 

In'  1G79,  Peter  Sluyter  and  Jasper  Dankers 
were  sent  to  America  by  the  community  at  the 
Castle  of  Wieward.  Their  journal,  translated 
from  the  Dutch  and  edited  by  Henry  G.  Murphy, 
has  been  recently  [1872]  published  by  the  Long 
Island  Historical  Society.  They  made  some  con- 
verts, and  among  them  was  the  eldest  son  of  Her- 
manns, the  proprietor  of  a  rich  tract  of  land  at 
the  head  of  Chesapeake  Bay,  known  as  Bohemia 
Manor.  Sluyter  obtained  a  grant  of  this  tract, 
and  established  upon  it  a  commnnity  numbering 
at  one  time  a  hundred  souls.  Very  contradic- 
tory statements  are  on  record  regardiii|^  his 
headship  of  this  spiritual  family,  the  discipline 
of  which  seems  to  liaye  been  of  more  than  mo- 
nastic severity.  Certain  it  is  that  he  bought 
and  sold  slaves,  and  manifested  more  intei^t 
in  the  world^s  goods  than  became  a  believer  in 
the  near  Millennium.  He  evinces  in  his  jour- 
nal an  overweening  spiritual  pride,  and  speaks 
contemptuously  of  other  professors,  especially 
the  Quakers  wnom  he  met  in  his  travels.  The 
latter,  on  the  contrary,  seem  to  have  looked 
favorabiv  upon  the  Labadists,  and^  uniformly 
speak  of  them  courteously  and  kindly.  His 
journal  shows  him  to  have^  been  destitnte  of 
common  gratitude  and  Christian  charity.  He 
threw  himself  upon  the  generous  hospitalitv  of 
the  Friends  wherever  he  went,  and  repaid  their 
kindness  by  the  coarsest  abuse  and  misrepre- 
sentation. 

Page  107.  His  tong-distued  and  half-forgotten 
lore. 

Among  the  pioneer  Friends  were  many  men 
of  learning  and  broad  and  liberal  views.  Penn 
was  conversant  with  every  department  of  liter- 
ature and  philosophy.  Thomas  Lloyd  was  a 
ripe  and  rare  scholar.  The  great  Log^anian 
Library  of  Philadelphia  bears  witness  to  the 
varied  learning  and  classical  taste  of  its  donor, 
James  Lo<^n.  Thomas  Story,  member  of  the 
Council  of  State,  Ma.ster  of  the  Rolls  and  Com- 
missioner of  Claims  under  William  Penn,  and 
an  able  minister  of  his  Society,  took  a  deep 
interest  in  scientific  questions,  and  in  a  letter  to 
his^  friend  Logan,  written  while  on  a  religious 
visit  to  Great  Britain,  seems  t«  have  anticipated 
the  conclusion  of  modem  geolc^^ts.  **  I  spent, ' ' 
he  says,  "some  months,  especially  at  SciBurbor- 
ongh,  during  the  season  attending  meetings,  at 
whose  hicrh  cliffs  and  the  variety  of  strata 
therein  and  their  several  positions  I  fu.ther 
learned  and  was  confirmed  in  some  things, — 
l^t  the  earth  is  of  much  older  date  M  tQ  th^ 


beginning  of  it  than  the  time  assigned  in  the 
Holjr  Scriptures  as  commonly  understood,  which 
is  suited  to  the  common  capacities  of  mankind, 
as  to  six  days  of  prc^ressive  work,  by  which  I 
understand  oertam  long  and  competent  periods 
of  time,  and  not  natural  days.'*  It  was  some- 
times made  a  matter  of  reproach  by  the  Anar 
baptists  and  other  sects,  that  the  Quakers 
read  profane  writings  and  philosophies,  nd 
that  they  quoted  heathen  moralists  m  support 
of  their  views.  Sluyter  and  Dankers,  in  tneir 
journal  of  American  travels,  visiting  a  Quaker 
preacher's  house  at  Burlington,  on  the  Dela- 
ware, found  "  a  volume  of  VirgU  Iving  on  the 
window,  as  if  it  were  a  common  hand-book ; 
also  Hehnont's  book  on  Medicine  {Ortus  Medi' 
cinaSj  id  est  Initio,  Physica  inaudita  proaressua 
medicince  novus  in  morborum  uUionam  aa  vitam 
longam)^  whom,  in  an  introduction  they  have 
made  to  it,  they  make  to  pass  for  one  of  their 
own  sect,  although  in  his  lifetime  he  did  not 
know  anything  about  Quakers."  It  would 
appear  from  this  that  the  half -mystical,  half- 
scientific  writings  of  the  alchemist  and  philos- 
opher of  Vilverdehad  not  escaped  the  notice 
of  Friends,  and  that  they  had  included  him 
in  their  broad  eclecticism. 

Pa^  107.  As  still  in  Hemskerck's  (Quaker 
Meeting, 

*^The  Quaker's  Meeting,"  a  paintii^  by  £. 
Hemskerck  (supposed  to  be  Egbert  Hemskerck 
the  younger,  son  of  Egbert  Hemskerck  the 
old),  in  which  William  Penn  and  others  — 
among  them  Charles  II.,  or  the  Duke  of  York  — 
are  represented  along  with  the  rudest  and  most 
stolid  class  of  the  British  rural  pgpulatidin  at 
that  period.  Hemskerck  came  to  London 
from  Holland  with  King  William  in  1689.  He 
delighted  in  wild,  grotesque  subjects,  such  aa 
the  nocturnal  intercourse  of  witches  and  the 
temptation  of  St.  Anthony.  Whatever  was 
Strang  and  uncommon  attracted  his  free  penciL 
Judging  from  the  portrait  of  Penn,  he  must  have 
drawn  his  faces,  figures,  and  costumes  from 
life,  although  there  may  be  something  of  carica- 
ture in  tlie  convulsed  attitudes  of  two  or  three 
of  the  figures. 

V&i^e  109.  The  Indian  from  his  face  washed 
all  his  war-paint  o/f. 

In  one  oi  his  letters  addressed  to  German 
Friends,  Pastorius  says :  **  These  wild  men,  who 
never  in  their  life  heard  Christ's  toacnings 
about  temperance  and  contentment,  herein  far 
surpass  the  Christians.  They  live  far  more  con- 
tented and  unconcerned  for  the  morrow.  Tliey 
do  not  overreach  in  trade.  They  know  no- 
thing of  our  everlasting  pomp  and  stylishness. 
They  neither  curse  nor  swear,  are  temperate  in 
food  and  drink,  and  if  any  of  them  get  drunk^ 
the  mouth  -  Christians  are  at  fault,  who,  for 
the  sake  of  accursed  lucre,  sell  them  strong 
drink." 

Again  he  wrote  in  1698  to  Ms  father  that  he 
finds  the  Indians  reasonable  people,  willing  to 
accept  good  teaching  and  manners,  evincing  an 
inward  piety  toward  God,  and  more  eager,  in 
fact,  to  understand  things   divine  than  many 
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among  those  who  in  the  pulpit  teach  Christ  in 
word,  but  by  ungrodly  life  deny  him. 

"  It  is  evident,*'  says  Professor iSeidenstickerf 
**Pastorius  holds  up  the  Indian  as  Nature's 
unspoiled  child  to  the  eyes  of  the  *  European 
Babel/  somewhat  after  the  same  manner  in 
which  Tacitus  used  the  barbarian  Germani  to 
shune  his  degenerate  countrymen." 

As  believers  in  the  universality  of  the  Saving 
Light,  the  outlook  of  early  Fnends  upon  the 
heathen  was  a  very  cheerful  and  hopeful  one. 
God  was  as  near  to  them  as  to  Jew  or  Anglo- 
Saxon  ;  as  accessible  at  Timbiictoo  as  at  Rome  or 
Geneva.  ^  Not  the  letter  of  JScripture,  but  tlie 
spirit  which  dictated  it,  was  of  saving  efficacy. 
Robert  Barclay  is  nowhere  more  powerful  than 
in  his  argument  for  the  salvation  of  the  hea- 
then, who  live  according  to  their  li^ht,  with- 
out knowing  even  the  name  of  Chnst.  Wil- 
liam Penn  thought  Socrat«s  as  good  a  Chris- 
tian as  Richard  Baxter.  Earl  Fathers  of  the 
Church,  as  Origen  and  Justin  Martyr,  held 
broader  views  on  this  point  than  modem  Evan- 
gelicals. Even  Augustine,  from  whom  Calvin 
borrowed  his  theology,  admits  that  he  Ims  no 
controversy  with  the  admirable  philosophers 
"Plato  and  Flotinus.  '*  Nor  do  I  think,"  he  says 
in  De  Civ.  Dei^  lib.  xviii.,  can.  47,  "that  the 
Jews  dare  affirm  that  none  belongea  unto  God 
but  the  Israelites." 

Page  112.  To-morrow  shall  bring  another 
day, 

A  common  saving  of-  Valdemar  ;  hence  his 
sobriquet  Alteraag. 

Page  117.     The  Witch  of  Wenham, 

[The  home  referred  to  in  the  head-note 
is  that  known  as  the  old  Prince  house,  near 
Oak  KnoU,  on  the  estate  now  owned  by  the 
Xaverian  Brothers.  In  sending  the  poem  to 
TJie  Atlantic^  where  it  was  first  published, 
Whittier wrote  to  the  editor:  "I  do  not  know 
how  it  may  strike  thee ;  to  me  (who  am  no 
good  judge)  it  seems  one  of  my  best."] 

Page  135.     The  Uomestead. 

[In  a  letter  written  after  the  appearance  of 
The  Homestead^  Whittier  wrote :  *'  I  saw  in 
the  country  several  of  these  melancholy  spec- 
tacles of  abandoned  homes.  I  think  the  farm- 
ers of  New  England  are  better  off  as  a  class,  on 
their  hard  soil,  than  those  who  are  on  the  rich 
lands  of  the  West.  Tliey  are  not  rich,  but  they 
are  not  poor;  they  live  comfortably,  and  as  a 
rule  own  their  farms  clear  of  moi*tgage.  If  they 
were  content  to  live  and  toil  as  the  poorer  farm- 
ers in  the  West  do,  they  would  double  their 
deposits  in  the  savings  banks.''] 

Page  l.'W.  And  led  by  Ilirn^  nor  man  nor 
devils  I  fear, 

**  He  [Macy]  shook  the  dust  from  off  his  feet, 
and  departed  with  all  his  worldly  goods  and 
his  familjr.  He  encountered  a  severe  storm, 
and  his  wife,  influenced  by  some  omens  of  dis- 
aster, besought  him  to  put  back.  He  told  her 
not  to  fear,  for  his  faith  was  perfect.  But  she 
entreated  him  again.  Then  the  spirit  that 
imnelled  him  broke  forth  :  *  Woman,  go  below 
ana  seek  thy  God.    I  fear  not  the  witches  on 


earth,  or  the  devils  in  hell ! '  *^  —  Life  qf  Bdbett 
Pike^  page  55. 

Page  142.     The  hardy  Anglo-Scueon  atood. 

The  celebrated  Captain  Smith,  after  redmi' 
ing  the  government  of  the  Colony  in  Virginia, 
in  his  capacity  of  ^'  Admiral  of  New  £ng^laiul," 
made  a  careful  survey  of  the  coast  f romPenolh 
scot  to  Cape  Cod,  in  the  summer  of  1614. 

Page  142.     The  sweetest  name  in  all  his  sUry. 

Captain  Smith  gave  to  tlie  promontory,  ncnt 
called  Cape  Ann,  the  name  of  TtVagabizanda,  ii 
memory  of  his  youn^  and  beaatifm  mistreis  of 
that  name,  who,  whde  he  was  a  captiTe  at  Cob* 
stantinople,  like  Desdemona,  *^  loved  >ii"*  for 
the  dangers  he  had  passed." 

Page  15.'J.     The  Old  Buryinq-Ground, 

[This  poem  was  written  with  a  thoaght  <tf 
the  ancient  cemetenr  at  East  HaTeriiill,  near 
Rocks  Village.  "The  entire  piece,"  Whittier 
wrote  to  Lowell,  "  lias  now  to  me  a  deep  aad 
solenm  significance.  It  was  written  in  pwt 
while  watching  at  the  sick-bed  of  my  dear  mo- 
ther —  now  no  longer  with  ns.  JShe  paased  away 
a  few  days  ago,  in  the  beautiftd  serenity  of  a 
Christian  faith,  a  quiet  and  peaceful  <u>nd»> 
sal."] 

Page  155.     The  River  Path, 

[To  a  friend  who  inquired  as  to  the  oriigui  of 
this  poem.  Whittier  wrote :    "  The  •— —  — ~" 
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Mua    ^rvr^m,     TT»>t,uv:t.       TTAvrvc.  AU«7      poem     WiW 

suggested  by  an  evening  on  the  Merrimac  IU?V 
in  company  with  m^  dear  sister,  -who  is  bo 
longer  with  me,  having  crossed  the  river  (aa  I 
fervently  hope),  to  the  glorified  hill  of  God.  *] 

Page  157.     The  Vanishers,   ^  

[This  was  the  first  poem  written  hy  Whittier 
after  the  death  of  his  sister  Elizabeth.    In  a 
letter  to  Mr.  Fields  he  says:  **If  thee  have 
read  Schoolcraft  thee  will  remember  what  he 
says  of  the  Pack  wud- jinnies  or  *  little  Taaiak- 
era.*  "    The  reference  is  to  History^  Condition 
and  Prospects  of  the  American  Indians^  pp.  122. 
123.] 
Page  160.    I  see  the  gray  fort'' s  broken  wall, 
jfThe  place  that  was  in  the  mind  of  the  poet 
when  he  wrote  this  stanza  was  on  the  rocks  at 
Marblehead,  where  he  had  spent  an  early  moem- 
ing  more  than  forty  >reara  before.] 
Page  171.     Over  Sibmah^s  vine, 
**  O  vine  of  Sibmah  1    I  wUl  weep  for  thee 
with  tlie  weeping  of  Jazer  1 "  Jeremiah,  zlvifi. 

Page  172. 

£t^fn  as  the  great  Augustine 
Questioned  earth  and  sea  and  Jty. 
"Interrogavi  Terram,"etc.   August.    SolUoq. 
Cap.  xxxi. 
Pa^e  173.     To  a  Friend, 

[The  friend  was  Elizabeth  Neall,  afterward 
Mrs.  Sydney  Howard  Gay.] 
Page  174.  Lucy  Hooper, 
[It  was  in  the  summer  of  1837,  while  rending 
in  New  York,  that  Whittier  made  the  aoqnaia- 
tance  of  Lucy  Hooper.  She  was  a  natiTe  ol 
Essex  County,  and  was  at  that  tine  Btibc 
with  her  parents  in  Brookl^.  Whittier  e» 
counted  tier  literary  ambition,  for  she  hai 
given  promise  of  poetic  excellence,  and 
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nderingthe  adyisability  of  publiBhing  a  Tolume. 
WhenWhittier  shortly  afterward  was  editme 
The  Pennsylvania  Freeman.,  he  printed  several 
of  her  uoems.  Later  in  1839  he  was  with  her 
by  the  Merrimao  one  August  afternoon.] 
Page  190. 

And  the  goodmah*8  voict^  at  strife 
^^  With  his  shrill  and  tipsy  wife, 
[When  Whittier  first  went  to  school  with 
his  sister  Mary,  the  school-house  was  undergo- 
ing repairs,  ana  the  school  was  held  in  a  dwell- 
ing house,  the  other  part  of  which  was  occupied 
by  a  tipsy  and  ouarrelsome  couple.] 
Pa^e  102.    Homilies  from  Oldbtig  hear. 
Dr.  W^ithington,  author  of  The  Puritan,  under 
the  name  of  Jonathan  Oldbug. 
Page  192.     The  holy  monk  ^Ketnpen  spake, 
Thomas  k  Kempis  in  De  ImitcUione  Christi, 
Page  196.     When,  years  ago,  beside  the  sum- 
mer sea. 

[In  the  great  political  contest  of  1850,  in  Mas- 
sachusetts, when  the  United  States  senatorship 
was  in  question,  Whittier  took  an  active  jaart 
in  forming  the  coalition  between  the  Free  toil- 
ers and  tne  Democrats.  He  went  to  Phillips 
Beach,  Swampscott,  to  see  Sumner  and  induce 
him  to  accept  the  nomination.] 
Page  226.  /  thank  youfur  sweet  summer  days. 
[At  one  of  the  Laurel  festivals  the  guests  who 
had  so  often  enjoyed  the  hospitality  of  Mr.  and 
M».  Ashby  presented  them  with  an  album  con- 
taining photographs  and  other  tokens  of  their 
appreciation.  Upon  the  first  page  were  written 
ihese  lines  by  Whittier  ;  — 

DsiOt  FRnsNDs:  — 

Accept  this  book  whote  pages  hold 

The  auD-tTmoed  ahadowa  manifold 

Of  frienda,  who  've  known  you  long  and  weU 

At  cit^  hearth,  in  aylvan  dell, 

Enjoying  under  roof  and  tree 

Tour  lilMral  hoapitality ; 

Who  grateful  own  that  while  you  gave 

Tour  life-long  labor  to  the  aUve, 

(A  labor  crowned  with  more  aooceaa 

Than  hope  could  dream,  or  wisdom  gueaa) 

Tou  kepi  warm  hearta,  and  opened  wide 

Tour  windowa  on  life*a  aunny  aide. 

Take,  then,  the  volume  with  our  thanka. 

And  long  upon  your  river  banka 

When  in  azalea-gladdened  wooda 

The  June  sun  swella  the  laurel  buds. 

May  we  still  meet  aa  we  have  met, 

And  larger  make  to  you  our  debt.] 

Page  228.  Hymn  for  the  House  qf  Worship  at 
Georgetown, 

[Whittier  published  the  following  card  in  the 
Boston  Transcript,  Januarv  30,  18^)8:  '*  In  writ- 
ing the  Hymn  for  the  Memorial  Church  at 
Georgetown,  the  author,  as  his  verses  indicate, 
has  sole  reference  to  the  tribute  of  a  brother 
and  sister  to  the  memory  of  a  departed  mother, 
~  a  tribute  which  seemed,  and  still  seems  to 
him  in  itself  considered,  very  beautiful  and  ap- 
propriate ;  but  he  has  since  seen  with  surprise 
and  sorrow  a  letter  read  at  the  dedication,  im- 
posing certain  extraordinary  restrictions  upon 
the  society  which  is  to  occupy  the  house.  It  is 
due  to  himself,  as  a  simple  act  of  justice,  to  say 


that  had  he  known  of  the  existence  of  that  let- 
ter previously,  the  Hymn  would  never  have  been 
written,  nor  nis  name  in  any  wa^  connected 
with  the  proceedings."  The  restrictions  imposed 
were  designed  to  prevent  the  use  of  the  build- 
ing for  any  lecture  or  discussion  on  polittoal 
subjects  or  other  matters  inconsistent  with  the 
preaching  of  the  gospel.] 

Page  245.    Fie  on  the  witch  ! 

Goody  Cole  was  brought  before  the  Quarter 
Sessions  in  1680  to  answer  to  the  charge  of  be- 
ing a  witch.  The  court  could  not  find  satisfac- 
tory evidence  of  witchcraft,  but  so  strong  was 
the  feeling  against  her  that  Major  Wamron, 
the  presiding  magistrate,  ordered  her  to  be  im- 
prisoned, with  a  lock  kept  on  her  le|:,"  at  the 
pleasure  of  the  Court.  In  such  judicial  action 
one  can  read  the  fear  and  vindictive  spirit  of 
the  community  at  large. 

Page  246.    ^' Amen  r' said  Father  Bachiler. 

[Evidence  found  in  favor  of  the  Rev.  Stephen 
Bachiler,  an  ancestor  of  the  poet,  after  the 
poem  was  first  printed,  led  Wnittier  to  mod- 
ify lines  which  implied  the  guilt  of  the  olergy- 
man.] 

Page  249.  His  Crimean  camn-sang  hints  to  i». 

The  reference  is  to  Bayard  Taylor^s  poem. 
The  Song  of  the  Camp. 

Page  268.     The  Palatine. 

[The  legend  on  which  this  ballad  is  founded 
was  told  to  Mr.  Whittier  by  his  friend,  Joseph 
P.  Hazard,  of  Newport,  R.  1.,  two  years  before 
the  poem  was  written.  About  two  ;^ear8  after 
it  was  published,  he  received  a  curious  letter 
from  Mr.  Benjamin  Corydon,  of  Napoli,  N.  Y., 
then  in  the  ninety-second  year  of  his  age,  who 
wrote:  — 

**  The  Palatine  was  a  ship  that  was  driven 
upon  Block  Island,  in  a  storm,  more  ^  than  a 
hundred  years  ago.  Her  people  had  just  got 
ashore^  and  were  on  their  knees  thanking  God 
for  saving  them  ht>m  drowning,  when  the  Island- 
ers rushed  upon  them  and  murdered  them  alL 
That  was  a  bttle  more  than  the  Almighty  could 
stand,  so  he  sent  the  Fire  or  Phantom  ship,  to 
let  them  know  He  had  not  forgotten  their  wick- 
edness. She  was  seen  once  a  year  on  the  same 
night  of  the  year  on  which  the  murden  occurred, 
as  long  as  any  of  the  wreckers  were  living  ;  but 
never  after  all  were  dead.  I  must  have  seen 
her  eight  or  ten  times  —  perhaps  more  —  in  my 
early  oavs.  It  is  seventy  years  or  more  since 
she  was  last  seen.  My  father  lived  right  oppo- 
site Block  Island,  on  the  mainUmd,  so  we  had  a 
fair  view  of  her  as  she  passed  down  by  the  island, 
then  she  would  disappear.  She  resembled  a 
fuU-rigged  ship,  with  her  sails  all  set  and  all 
ablaze.  It  was  the  grandest  sight  I  ever  saw  in 
all  ray  life.  I  know  of  only  two  living  who 
ever  saw  her,  —  Benjamin  L.  Knowles,  of 
Rhode  IsUmd,  now  ninety-four  years  old,  and 
myself,  now  in  my  ninety-second  year.*'] 

Page  262.     Toussaint  VOuverture. 

The  reader  may,  perhaps,  call  to  mind  the 
beautiful  sonnet  of  William  Wordsworth,  ad- 
dressed to  Toussaint  L'Ouverture,  during  his 
confinement  in  France :  — 
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Toonaint !  —  thou  most  unhappy  man  of  men ! 

Whether  the  whistling  rustic  tends  his  plough 

Within  thy  hearing,  or  thou  Uest  now 
Buried  in  some  deep  dungeon's  earless  den ; 
O  miserable  ctiieftam !  —  where  and  when 

Wilt  thou  find  patience  ?  —  Tet,  die  not,  do  thou 

Wear  rather  in  thy  bonds  a  cheerful  brow ; 
Though  fallen  thyself,  never  to  rise  again. 
Live  and  take  comfort.    Thou  hast  left  behind 

Powers  that  will  work  for  thee ;  air,  earth,  and 
skies, — 
There 's  not  a  breathing  of  the  common  wind 

That  will  forget  thee  ;  thou  hast  great  allies. 

Thy  friends  are  exultations,  agonies. 
Ami  lore,  and  man's  unconquerable  mind. 

Pa^  282.    And  he^  the  basest  of  the  base. 

The  Northern  author  of  the  Congreasioiial  rule 
against  reoeiTUig  petitions  of  the  people  on  the 
subject  of  Shivery. 

Page  289. 

So  shalt  thou  deftly  raise 

The  market  price  of  human  flesh. 

There  was  at  the  time  when  this  poem  was 
written  an  Association  in  Liberty  County,  Geor- 
gia, for  the  religious  instruction  of  negroes.  One 
of  their  annual  reports  contains  an  address  by 
the  Rey.  Joeiah  Spry  Law,  in  which  the  follow- 
ing pass^^e  occurs :  ^  **  There  is  a  growinjg  inter- 
est m  this  community  in  the  religious  instmo- 
^on  of  Negroes.  There  is  a  conviction  that  re- 
ligious instruction  promotes  ihe  quiet  and  order 
^  the  people,  and  the  pecuniary  interest  of  the 
owners." 

Page  293.     The  Pine-Tree, 

[  Wnittier  wrote  this  poem  immediately  upon 
reading  the  proceedings  of  the  convention. 
He  enclosed  it  in  the  following  note  to  Charles 
Sumner :  ^^*  I  have  just  read  the  proceeding  of 
your  Whig  convention  and  the  lines  enclosed 
are  a  feeble  expression  of  my  feelings.  I  look 
npon  the  rejection  of  Stephen  C.  Phillips's  reso- 
lutions as  an  evidence  that  the  end  and  ain^  of 
the  muiagers  of  the  convention  was  to  go  just 
far  enough  to  scare  the  party  and  no  fartner. 
All  thanks  for  the  free  voices  of  thyself ,  Phillips, 
Allen,  and  Adams.  Notwithstanding  the  result 
you  have  not  spoken  in  vain.  If  thee  thinks 
well  enough  ot  these  verses,  hand  them  to  the 
Whig  or  CAronoij/pe."] 

Page  298.  /  hear  the  Freer  Wills  sinmng. 
The  book-establishment  of  the  Free-Will 
Baptists  in  Dover  was  refused  the  act  of  incor- 
poration by  the  New  Hampshire  Legislature, 
lor  the  reason  that  the  newspaper  organ  of  that 
sect  and  its  leading  preachers  favored  abolition. 

Page  299.  Our  Belknap  brother  heard  with 
awe. 

The  senatorial  editor  of  the  Belknap  Gazette 
all  along  manifested  a  peculiar  horror  of  *^  nig- 
gers'*  and  *' nigger  parties." 

Page  299.    At  Pittsfield^  Reuben  Leavitt  saw. 

The  justice  before  whom  Elder  Storrs  was 
brought  for  preaching  abolition  on  a  writ  drawn 
by  Hon.  M.  N.,  Jr.,  of  Pittsfield.  The  sheriff 
served  the  writ  while  the  elder  was  praying. 

Page  299.  The  schoolhouse^  out  of  Canaan 
hauled. 

The  academy  at  Canaan,  N.  H.,  received  one 


or  two  colored  scholars,  and  was  in  nonnminnii 
dragged  off  into  a  swamp  by  Demoermtio  immk 

Page  299. 

What  boots  it  thai  we  pelted  out 
The  anti-slavery  women. 

The  Female  Anti-Slavery  Society,  at  ill  fiat 
meeting  in  Concord,  was  assailed  with  stOBH 
and  brickbats. 

Page  299. 

For  this  did  sh^  AtherUm 
Make  gag  rules  for  the  areat  Htmae  ! 

**  Papers  and  memorials  toaonin^  the  sabjeei 
of  slavery  shall  be  laid  on  the  table  without 
reading,  debate,  or  reference."  So  read  ths 
gag^law,  as  it  was  called,  introduoed  into  ths 
House  by  Mr.  Atherton. 

Page  315. 

The  first  great  triumph  won 
In  Freedom's  name. 

The  election  of  Charles  Sumner  to  the  Untted 
States  Senate  *'  followed  hard  upon  "  the  ieiidi> 
tion  of  the  fugitive  Sims  by  the  United  Stttei 
officials  and  tne  armed  police  of  Boston. 

Page  :H32.     To  WiUiam  H,  Seward. 

r**Tell  Mr.  Seward,"  Whittier  wrote  to  A 
W.  Thayer,  February  1,  1861,  ''  I  have  hoond 
him  to  good  behavior  in  my  Terse,  and  that  if 
he  yields  the  ground  upon  which  the  eleotifli 
was  carried  and  consents  to  the  further  extes- 
sion  of  slavery  he  will  compromise  me,  as  w^ 
as  the  country  and  himself."] 

Page  350.     Garrison, 

[Whittier's  tribute  to  ''Garrison"  waspsb- 
lished  in  the  Independent,  June  fi,  1879,  Hi 
was  accompanied  by  the  following  letter  to  tht 
editor:  — 

**  At  the  solemn  and  impressive  funeral  of  mf 
beloved  and  early  friend,  William  Lloyd  Ga^ 
risen,  one  of  tlie  speakers  read  a  part  of  ihs 
following  poem,  which  I  now  send,  ««lriiig  a 
place  for  it  in  thy  paper,  althoneh  after  tkt 
surpassingly  beautiful  tribute  of  Wendell  FHl- 
lips,  and  the  perhaps  still  more  touchingly  sir 
quent  words  of  Ineodore  D.  Weld,  it  wat^ 
seem  almost  superfluous.  ^  Somethinsr  on  nr 
part  seems  due  to  the  intimate  friendship  i 
more  than  fifty  years,  unbroken  and  nndis> 
turbed  by  any  oifferences  of  opinion  and  aetios 
during  the  long  anti-slavery  struggle."] 

Page  'Xil.    And  beauty  is  its  oion  excuse. 

For  the  idea  of  this  line,  I  am  indehted  ti 
Emerson,  in  his  inimitable  sonnet  to  the  Rh^ 
dora,  — 

If  eyes  were  made  for  seeing, 

mien  Beauty  is  its  own  excuse  for  being. 

Page  400. 

No  social  smohe 
Curled  over  woods  qf  snow-hung  oak. 

So  isolated  was  the  Whittier  homestead  tlist 
from  the  date  of  its  erection  to  the  preaest 
time  no  neighbor's  roof  has  been  in  sight.] 

Page  401.     Ah,  brother !  only  I  and  thou. 

[Matthew  Franklin  Whittier,  bom  Jnlj  4^ 
1812,  died  January  7,  1AH3.  In  middle  lifMhn^ 
inghis  residence  in  Portland,  betook  a  deep  is* 
terest  in  the  anti-slavery  movement,  and  wmll 
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a  aeries  of  caustic  letters  under  the  signature 
£than  Spike  of  Hornby.] 

Page  401. 

The  African  Cfu^vraa  the  title  of  a  poem  by 
Mrs.  Saxah  Wentworth  Morton,  vrife  of  the 
Hon.  Perez  Morton,  a  former  attorney-general 
of  Massachusetts.  Mrs.  Morton's  nom  deplume 
was  Philenia.  The  school  book  in  whicn  The 
African  Chief  vras  printed  was  Caleb  Bingham's 
3a6  American  Preceptor,  and  the  poem  con- 
tained fifteen  stanzas,  01  which  the  first  four 
were  as  follows :  — 

See  how  the  bUck  ship  cleaves  the  main 
High-boundingr  o*er  the  Tiolet  wave, 

RemurmuriDg  with  the  ffroana  of  pain. 
Deep  freighted  with  the  princely  slave. 

Did  all  the  goda  of  Afrio  sleep. 

Forgetful  of  their  guardian  love, 
When  the  white  traitors  of  the  deep 

Betrayed  him  in  the  palmy  grove  ? 

A  chief  of  Gambia's  golden  shore, 
Whose  arm  the  band  of  warriors  led, 

Perliaps  the  lord  of  boundless  power. 
By  whom  the  f  oodless  poor  were  led. 

Does  not  the  voice  of  reason  cry, 
**  Claim  the  first  right  which  nature  gave ; 

From  the  red  scourge  of  bondage  fly. 
Nor  deign  to  live  a  burdened  slave  "  ? 

Page  402.      Or  Chalkley^s  Journal  old  and 
quaint. 
^  Ghalkley's  own  narrative  of  this  incident,  as 

S'ven  in  his  Journal^  is  as  follows :  ^*  To  stop 
leir  murmuring,  I  told  them  they  should  not 
need  to  oast  lots,  which  was  usual  in  such  cases, 
which  of  us  should  die  first,  for  I  would  freelv 
offer  up  my  life  to  do  them  good.  One  said. 
*  God  bless  you  !  I  will  not  eat  any  of  you.* 
Another  said,  ^  He  would  die  before  he  would 
eat  any  of  me,*  and  so  said  several.  I  can 
truly  say,  on  that  occasion,  at  that  time^  my  life 
was  not  dear  to  me,  and  that  I  was  serious  and 
ingenuous  in  mv  proposition :  and  as  I  was  lean- 
ing oyer  the  side  of  the  vessel,  thoughtfully  oon- 
siaering  my  proposal  to  the  company,  and  look- 
ing in  my  mmd  to  Him  that  made  me,  a  very 
large  dolphin  came  up  towards  the  top  or  sur- 
£u:e  of  the  water,  and  looked  me  in  tne  face  ; 
and  I  called  the  people  to  put  a  hook  into  the 
sea,  and  take  him,  for  here  is  one  come  to  re- 
deem me  (I  said  to  them).  And  they  put  a 
hook  into  tne  sea,  and  the  fish  readily  took  it 
and  they  caught  him.  He  was  longer  tlum 
myself.  I  think  he  was  about  six  feet  long, 
and  the  largest  that  ever  I  saw.  This  plainly 
showed  us  that  we  ought  not  to  distrust  the 
providence  of  the  Almighty.  Tlie  people  were 
quieted  by  this  act  of  Providence,  and  mur- 
mured no  more.  We  caught  enough  to  eat 
plentifully  of,  till  we  got  into  the  capes  of  Dela- 


ware. 
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Page  402.     Our  unde^  innocent  af  books, 
[For  further  account  of    Whittier's    uncle 

Hoses,  the  reader  is  referred  to  Whittier^s  Prose 

Works,  volume  I.  p.  323.] 


Page  403.     There^  too^  our  elder  sister  plied, 

\Mkew  Whittier,  bom  September  3,  1806, 
marriea  Jacob  Caldwell  of  Haverhill^had  two 
children,  Lewis  Henry  and  Mary  Elizabeth, 
and  died  January  7,  I860.] 

Page  403.  Our  youngest  and  our  dearest  sat, 

[Elizabeth  Hussey  Whittier,  bom  December 
7,  1815,  was  to  her  brother  John  what  Doro- 
thy Wordsworth  was  to  William.  It  was  her 
brother's  opinion  that  **  had  her  healthj  sense  of 
duty,  and  almost  morbid  dread  of  spiritual  and 
intellectual  egotism  permitted,  she  might  have 
taken  a  hign  place  among  lyrical  siuMrs.*' 
Some  of  her  poems  are  given  in  this  VMome. 
She  died  September  3, 1864.] 

Page  403.     The  master  qf  the  district  school. 

[Until  near  the  end  of  his  life,  Whittier  was 
unable  to  recall  the  name  of  the  schoolmaster 
who  stood  for  this  fifipare  in  Snow-Bound,  At 
last  he  remembered  his  name  as  Haskell,  and 
from  this  clue  the  person  was  traced.  He  was 
George  Haskell  from  Waterford,  Maine,  a 
Dartmouth  student,  who  studied  medidne, 
and  died  in  Vineland,  New  Jersey,  in  1876.] 

Page  404.    Another  guest  that  winter  night, 

[In  his  introductory  note,  Whittier  adds 
somewhat  to  his  characterization  of  Harriet 
Livermore.  At  the  time  when  Snow-Bound 
was  written  he  did  not  know  that  she  was  liv- 
ing, or  he  might  not  have  introduced  her.  She 
died  in  1867.] 

Pagje  404.     The  crazy  Queen  of  Lebanon. 

An  interesting  account  of  Liady  Hester  Stan- 
hope may  be  found  in  Kinglake's  Eothen,  cluq>. 
vih. 

Page  406.  These  Flemish  pictures  qf  old 
days, 

[In  1888  Whittier  wrote  the  following  lines 
on  the  fly-leaf  of  a  copy  of  the  first  edition  of 
Snow-Bound :  — 

Twenty  years  haTe  taken  flight 
Since  these  pages  saw  the  light. 

All  home  loves  are  gone, 
But  not  all  with  sadness,  stQl, 
Do  the  eyes  of  memory  fill 

As  I  gase  therecm. 

Lone  and  weary  life  seemed  when 
First  these  pictures  of  the  pen 

Grew  upon  my  page ; 
But  I  still  have  loving  friends 
And  the  peace  our  Father  sends 

Cheers  the  heart  of  age. 

Page  410.  From  the  Bay  State's  grac^ul 
daughter. 

[The  late  Mrs.  Jettie  Morrill  Wason,  daugh- 
ter of  the  late  Hon.  George  Morrill  of  Ames- 
bury. 

Page  438.  O  Beauty,  old  yet  ever  new, 
**  Too  late  I  loved  Tnee,  O  Beauty  of  ancient 
days,  yet  ever  new  I  And  lo  I  Thou  wert  with- 
in, and  I  abroad  searching  for  tJbee.  Thou  wert 
with  me,  but  I  was  not  with  Thee.*'  —  August. 
Soliloq.^  Book  X. 

Page  438.     Who  saw  the  Darkness  overflowed^ 

**  And  I  saw  that  there  was  an  Ocean  of  Dark- 
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nesB  and  Death :  but  an  infinite  Ocean  of  Light 
and  Love  flowed  over  the  Ocean  of  Darkness : 
And  in  that  I  saw  the  infinite  Lotc  of  God." 
—  Georgre  Fox's  Journal, 

Page  438.     The  Cry  of  a  Lost  Soul. 

The  story  of  the  origin  of  this  name,  ^/  alma 
perdida^  is   thus  reUited  by  Lieut.  Hemdon. 

An  Lidian  and  hu  wife  went  out  from  the  Til- 
lage to  work  their  chacra,  carrying  their  in- 
fant with  them.  The  woman  went  to  the  spring 
to  get  water,  leaving  the  man  in  charge  of  the 
child,  with  many  cautions  to  take  goc^  care  of 
it.  When  she  arrived  at  the  spring,  she  found 
it  dried  up,  and  went  further  to  KK>k  for  an- 
other. The  husband,  alarmed  at  her  long  ab- 
sence, left  the  child  and  went  in  search.  When 
they  returned  the  child  was  gone  ;  and  to  their 
repeated  cries,  as  they  wandered  through  the 
woods  in  search,  thev  could  get  no  response  save 
the  wailing  cry  of  tms  little  bird  heard  for  the 
first  time,  whose  notes  their  anxious  and  exdted 
imagination  syllabled  into  jMt-pa,  ma-ma  (the 
present  Quichua  name  of  the  bird).  I  suppose 
the  Spaniards^  heard  this  story,  and  with  that 
religious  poetic  turn  of  thounit  which  seems 
peculiar  to  this  people,  called  the  bird  *The 
Lost  Soul.'  "  —  Exploration  of  the  Valley  qf  the 
Amazon  made  under  direction  of  the  Navy  De- 
partment. By  William  Lewis  Hemdon  and 
Lardner  Gibbon,  Part  I.  p.  156. 

Page  464.     The  Light  that  is  felt. 

(The  origin  of  this  noem  is  explained  in  the 
following  letter  from  Mrs.  George  A.  Palmer, 
of  Elmira,  N.  Y.  — 

**  When  mv  oldest  daughter  was  two  and  a 
half  years  old  she  knew  Whittier's  Barffoot 
Boy  by  heart,  thus :  when  I  would  repeat  it  to 
her  the  omission  of  a  line  would  be  instantly  cor- 
rected, as  one  day  she  said  to  me,  *  Mamma, 
jou.  skipted  out  '^  apples  of  Cusperides." '  Once, 
u  going  ahead  of  me  in  a  dark  hall,  she  turned 
wiui  sudden  fear,  and  said,  ^  Mamma,  take 
hold  of  my  hand,  so  it  will  not  be  so  dark.' 
This  incident  and  the  fact  of  her  affection  for 
Mr.  Whittier's  poetry  was  reported  to  him  by 
a  friend  of  the  family.  Mv  surprise  and  delieht 
were  great  when,  in  April,  1884,  I  received  a 
kind  letter  from  the  poet  and  a  manuscript 
copy  of  the  poem,  which  was  afterward  Pud- 
lisned  in  the  Christmas  number  of  St.  Nicho- 
las. In  his  letter  Mr.  Whittier  said,  **  I  am 
flad  to  have  such  a  friend  in  thy  little  girl, 
ler  good  opinion  of  my  verses  is  worth  more 
to  me  than  that  of  a  learned  reviewer.  I  send 
a  rhymed  paraphrase  of  her  own  beautiful 
thought."] 

Page  495.    Mogg  Megone. 

Mogg  Megone,  or  Hegone,  was  a  leader  among 
the  Saco  Indians,  in  tne  bloody  war  of  1677. 
He  attacked  and  captured  the  garrison  at  Black 
Point,  October  12th  of  that  rear ;  and  cut  off, 
at  the  same  time,  a  partv  oi  Englishmen  near 
Saco  River.  From  a  deed  signed  by  this  Indian 
in  1664,  and  from  other  circumstances,  it  seems 
that,  previous  to  the  war,  he  had  mingled  much 
colonists.  On  this  account,  he  was 
selected  by  the  principal  sachems  as 
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their  agent  in  the  treaty  signed  in  November, 
1676. 

Page  495.  ^Twas  the  gift  of  Castine  to  Mogg 
Mpgone. 

Baron  de  St.  Castine  came  to  Canada  in  1644. 
Leaving  his  <nvilized  companions,  he  plunged 
into  the  great  wilderness,  and  settled  unong  the 
Penobscot  Indians,  near  the  mouth  of  their  no- 
ble river.  He  here  took  for  his  wives  the  daugh- 
ters of  the  great  Modocawando,  —  the  most  pow^ 
erful  sachem  of  the  East.  His  castle  was  plun- 
dered by  Governor  Andros,  during  his  recide« 
administration ;  and  the  enriEu^ed  Baron  is  sup- 
posed to  have  excited  the  Lidians  into  open 
hostility  to  the  En^ish. 

Page  495.    GreyJocelyn's  eye  is  never  deeping. 

The  owner  and  commander  of  the  garrison  at 
Black  Point,  which  Mogg  attacked  and  plun- 
dered. He  was  an  old  man  at  the  period  to 
which  the  tale  relates. 

Pa^495.    Where  FhHUps'  men  their  watch  art 
nng. 

[ajor  Phillips,  one  of  the  principal  men  of  the 
Colon]^.  I£b  garrison  sustained  a  long  and  ter- 
rible siege  by  the  savages.  As  a  magistrate  and 
a  gentleman,  he  exacted  of  his  plebeian  neudi- 
bors  a  remarkable  degree  of  deference.  Ime 
Court  Records  of  the  settlement  inform  ns  that 
an  individual  was  fined  for  the  heinous  offenee 
of  saying  that  ^*  Major  Phillips's  mare  was  as 
lean  as  an  Indian  dog." 

Page  495.  Steals  Harmon  down  from  the  sands 
of  York. 

Captain  Harmon,  of  Georgeana,  now  York, 
was  for  many  yean  the  terror  of  the  Elastem 
Indians*  In  one  of  his  expeditions  up  the  Ken- 
nebec River,  at  the  head  of  a  party  of  rangers, 
be  discovered  twenty  of  the  savages  asleep  by 
a  large  fire.  Cautiously  creeping  towards  tnem 
until  ne  was  certain  of  his  aim,  ne  ordered  his 
men  to  single  out  their  objects.  The  first  dis- 
charge killed  or  mortally  wounded  the  whole 
number  of  the  unconscious  sleepers. 

Page  495.  For  vengeance  l^  his  vine-hung 
isle. 

Wood  Island,  near  the  mouth  of  the  Saco.  It 
was  visited  by  the  Sieur  de  Monts  and  Cham- 
plain,  in  1H03.  The  following  extract,  from  the 
journal  of  the  latter,  relates  to  it :  **  Having  left 
the  Kennebec,  we  ran  along  the  coast  to  the 
westward,  and  cast  anchor  under  a  small  island, 
near  the  mainland,  where  we  saw  twenty  or 
more  natives.  I  here  visited  an  island,  beanti- 
fnlljT  clothed  with  a  fine  growth  of  forest  trees, 
particularlv  of  the  oak  and  walnut ;  and  over- 
spread with  vines,  that,  in  their  season,  produce 
excellent  grapes.  We  named  it  the  uuand  of 
Bacchus."  —  Les  Voyages  de  Sieur  Champlain^ 
liv.  2,  c.  8. 

Page  495.     The  hunted  outlaw^  Bonython. 

John  Bonython  was  the  son  of  Richard  Bonv- 
thon,  Gent.,  one  of  the  most  efficient  and  able 
magistrates  of  the  Colony.  John  proved  to  be 
**  a  degenerate  plant."  In  1635,  we  find  by  the 
Court  Keoords  thatj  for  some  offence,  be  was 
fined  40t.  In  1640,  ne  was  fined  for  abuse  to- 
ward R.  Gibson,  tne  minister,  and  Mary,  his 


wife.  Soon  after  he  vu  fined  for  disorderly 
conduot  in  the  houae  ut  bia  father.  In  l(i43,tlie 
"  Great  andGenenil  Court  adjudged  John  Bim^ 
tLon  ontlftwed,  und  incapable  of  an;  of  his  Haj- 
eaty'Blawg.and  proclaiiuedhimarebel."  (Court 
SecordiqfUieProviT^.lMa.)  InltWl.he  bade 
defiance  to  the  lawa  of  Massachusetts,  and  vas 

Xin  outlawed.  He  acted  independently  of 
lav  and  aathorit; ;  and  hence,  doubOeea 
bia  burlesque  title  of  "  the  SaBanior«  of  Haca," 
whiuh  hsa  come  dowD  to  the  preaeut  seneratiaD 
in  the  following  epitaph ;  — 


B;  aome  means  or  oth^r,  he  obtained  a  laiKS 
eatate.  In  this  poem,  I  bate  taken  aume  liber- 
ties «ith  him,  not  strictly  warraDted  by  hiator- 
ical  facts,  althoueh  the  conduct  impnted  to  bim 
is  in  keeping  vitb  hia  ^ueral  character.  Oyer 
ths  laat  yeara  of  his  lite  lingers  a  deep  obscurity. 
Even  the  manner  of  his  death  U  uncertain.  He 
supposed  to  hnTe  been  killed  b^  the  Indians  ; 


Pace  49li.  Ftom  Ae  Uaping  braiA  to  the  Saca 
Siver. 

Potwell's  Brook  fiava  from  araarah  or  bog, 
called  the'*  Heath,"  infSaeo.containinglhirteen 
hundred  aerea. 


uok.  and  snrrounded 
^nsry,  is  a  beantdfal 
waterfall,  of  more  than  sixty  feet. 

Page  4110.      Whrre  ualous  Hiacooma  stood. 

Hiaooomes,  the  first  Christian  preacher  ou 
Martha's  Vineyard;  for  a  biography  of  whom 
the  reader  is  referred  to  Increase  Mayhew's  ao- 
ooont  of  the  Praying  Indiana,  1T%.  The  foi- 
lowiog  ia  related  of  hini :  "One  Lord's  day, 
after  meeting,  where  Hiacoomea  had  been 
preaching,  there  came  in  a  Powwaw  very  angry, 
and  said.  '  I  know  all  the  meeting  Indiana  are 
liars.  You  say  you  don't  care  for  the  Pow- 
wawa ; '  then  calling  two  or  three  of  them  by 
name,  he  railed  at  them,  and  told  them  they 
were  deceived,  tor  the  Powwaws  could  kill  ill 
the  meeting  Indians,  if  they  set  about  it.  But 
Hiacoomcs  told  him  that  he  would  be  in  the 
midst  of  all  the  I'owwawa  in  the  island,  and 
dkey  should  da  the  utmost  they  oould  agajrut 
him;  and  when  thsT  should  do  their  worst  by 
their  witchcraft  to  till  him,  he  would  without 
fear  set  himself  seainst  them,  hy  rememhering- 
Jehovah.  He  told  them  also  he  did  put  all  the 
Fowwawa  unJer  his  heel.  Such  waa_lhe  faith 
of  this  good  man.  Nor  were  these 
ererahletod  " 
though  other.  . .  _. 
by  them."  —  Mayhew, 


htr  tonih. 

"  The  tooth-ache."  says  Roger  Williama  in 

of  die  New  England  tribea,  "  ia  ibe  only  paine 
whiohwill  iorre  theirstooteheartstocry.''  He 
sjterwanla  remarks  that  eren  the  Indian  women 


never  cry  as  he  has  hoard  "some  of  their  melt 
in  this  paine." 

Page  49)«.  Wuttamuitata,  "  Let  ns  drink." 
WtiiaB,  "  hiaaweet."  Vidi  Roger  WiUiama'i 
itejr  lo  tne  Indian  Languagt,  "in  that  pait«  of 
AmericacaUedNew  England."  — London,  1613, 

p.  as. 

Page  498.  Weluomanit,  ~  a  house  god,  or 
demon.  "They  — the  Indiana  —  have  giTen 
me  the  names  of  thirty-seven  gods  which  I  have, 
all  which  in  their  aolemne  Worships  they  invo- 
cate  !  "  -  K.  Williams'a  liriife  ObieTvaiioat  rf 
lit  Cuttom,,  Manner,.  Worship,,  etc.,  oftht  No- 
lioes,  in  Peace  and  Warrt.  in  Life  and  DeatA: 
on  all  which  is  added  Spiritual  Obsurrationi, 
Qeneral  and  Particular,  of  Chiefe  and  fipeinal 
oae  —  upon  all  occasions  —  to  ail  the  English  in< 
habiting  theae  parta ;  yet  Pleasant  and  Profit- 
able to  the  view  of  all  Metie :  p.  110,  c.  21. 

Pago  499.      Which  marks  afar  the  destri  ub. 

Mt.  Desert  Island,  the  Bald  Moantain  upon 
which  overlooks  Frenchman's  and  Penobscot 
Bay.     It  was  upon  this  ialand  that  the  Jemits 

Page  GOO.     Half  (mnUi'w,  a>  ht  tetii  lo  look. 

Father  Hennepin,  a  miBaionarf  amonf  the 
Iroquois,  mentions  that  the  Indians  believed 
him  to  he  a  conjurer,  and  that  they  wete  ^artid- 
nJarly  afraid  of  a  bright  silver  chidice  which  he 


bad  ii 


IB  the  gT«^ 


I  ghost  the  Jauit 


Page  BOO.    For  Homaietnfiom  Taccoiuxk. 

Bomazeen  is  spoken  of  bjy  Penhallow  aa  "the 
famous  warrior  nod  chieftain  of  Nonidgewoclc." 
Ha  was  kiUed  in  the  attack  of  the  Engliah  upon 
Norridgewock,  in  1724. 

Page  500.    Like  a  throaded  g 

PAre  Ralte,  or  Raalea.  was  one  of  the  most 

zealous  and  indefatigable  ot  that  band  of  Jesnit 

teenth  century  penetrated  the  foreela  of  Amer- 
ica, with  the  avowed  object  of  converting  the 
heathen.  The  first  religioua  mission  of  the  Jee- 
oita  to  the  savages  In  North  Americawas  in 
Kill.  The  leal  of  the  fathers  for  the  conver- 
sion of  the  Indians  to  the  Catholic  faith  knew 
no  bounds.  For  this  they  plunged  into  the 
depths  of  the  wildomess;  habituated  them- 
selves lo  all  the  hardships  and  privations  of  the 
natives;  suffered  cold,  hunger,  and  some  of 
them  death  itself,  by  the  eitretnest  tortures. 
P^re  Brebeuf,  after  laboring  in  the  cause  of 
bia  missinn  tor  twenty  years,  together  with  hil 
companion,  PAre  Lallamant,  was  burned  alive. 
To  these  might  be  added  the  names  of  those 
Jeauits  who  were  put  to  death  by  the  Iroqnoia, 
—  Dnniel,  Gamier,  ButeaiH.  La  Riborerde, 
Gonpil,  Constantin,  and  Liegeouia.  "" 
bed.''  says  Father  Lallamant,  in  his  ReU 


IS  dts  llurm 


,1640,  c.  3, 


oom,  either  roasted  oi 
aeldom  aatiafiee  our  h 
venturing  lo  perform 


miserable  piece  of  bark 
»nt,  a  haodinl  or  two  of 
oaked  in  water,  which 
j^er  :  and  after  all.  not 
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our  religion  without  being:  considered  as  sorcer- 
ers/' Their  success  amon^  the  natives,  how- 
ever, by  no  means  equalled  their  ez^tions. 
Pdre  Lallamant  says :  With  respect  to  adult 
persons,  in  good  health,  there  is  httle  apparent 
success ;  on  the  contrary,  there  have  been  no- 
thing but  storms  and  whirlwinds  from  that 
quarter.'* 

ISebastian  Ralle  established  himself,  some 
time  about  the  year  1670,  at  Norridgewock, 
where  he  continued  more  than  f ortv  years.  He 
was  accused,  and  perhaps  not  without  justice, 
of  exciting  his  Praying  Indians  against  the  Eng- 
lish, whom  he  looked  upon  as  the  enemies  not 
only  of  his  king^  but  alBo  of  the  Catholic  reli- 

S'on.    He  was  killed  by  the  English  in  1724.  at 
le  foot  of  the  cross  which  his  own  hands  nad 
planted.    His  Indian  church  was  broken   up, 
and  its  members  either  killed  outright  or  dis- 
persed. 
^  In  a  letter  written  by  Ralle  to  his  nephew  he 

E'ves  the  following  account  of  his  church  and 
s  own  labors:  All  my  converts  repair  to 
the  church  regularly  twice  every  day:  first, 
ver^  early  in  the  morning,  to  attend  mass,  ana 
again  in  the  evening,  to  assist  in  the  prayers  at 
sunset.  As  it  is  necessary  to  fix  the  imagina- 
tion of  savages,  whose  attention  is  easily  dis- 
tracted, I  have  composed  prayers,  calculated  to 
inspire  them  with  just  sentiments  of  the  august 
sacrifice  of  our  altars :  they  chant,  or  at  least 
recite  them  aloud,  during  mass.  Besides 
preaching  to  them  on  Sundays  and  saints'  days, 
1  seldom  let  a  working^day  pass  without  mak- 
ing a^  concise  exhortation,  tor  the  purpose  of 
inspiring  them  with  horror  at  those  vices  to 
which  uiey  are  most  addicted,  or  to  confirm 
them  in  the  practice  of  some  particular  virtue." 
—  Vide  Lettres  EdifianUs  et  Cur,,  vol.  vi.  p. 
127. 

Page  603.  PcUe  priest !  what  proud  and  Iqfty 
dreams. 

The  character  of  Ralle  has  probablv  never 
been  correctly  delineated.  Bv  nis  brethren  of 
the  Romish  Church,  he  has  been  nearly  apo- 
theosized. On  the  other  hand,  our  Puritan  his- 
torians have  represented  him  as  a  demon  in 
human  form.  He  was  undoubtedly  sincere  in 
his  devotion  to  the  interests  of  his  church,  and 
not  over-scrupulous  as  to  the  means  of  advan- 
cing those  interests.  "  The  French,"  says  the 
au^or  of  the  History  of  Saco  and  Bidarford, 
**  after  the  peace  of  1713,  secretly  promised  to 
supply  tJie  indifuis  with  arms  and  ammunitioii, 
if  tney  would  renew  hos^ties.    Their  princi- 

5al  agent  was  the  celebrated  Ralle,  the  French 
esuit."  —  p.  215. 

Page  604.  Where  are  De  RouviUe  and  Cos- 
tine. 

Hertel  de  Rouville  was  an  active  and  unspar- 
ing enemy  of  the  EWlish.  He  was  the  leader 
of  the  combined  French  and  Indian  forces 
which  destroyed  I>eerfield  and  massacred  its 
inhabitants,  in  1703.  He  was  afterwards  killed 
in  the  attack  upon  Haverhill.  Tradition  says 
that,  on  examining  his  dead  body,  his  head 
and  faoe  were  foimd  to  be  perfectly  smo<yth. 


without  the   sli^test  appearance  pf    hair  or 
beard. 

Page  604.     Cowesasst  —  tawhick  wessaseenf 
Are  yon  afraid  ?  —  why  fear  you  ? 


IV.    A  LIST  OF  MR.  WHITTIER'S 

POEMS 

ARRANGED  CHRONOLOGICALLY 

This  list  follows  the  dates  given  with  the 
poems.  In  the  few  cases  where  the  dates 
nave  not  been  determined  exacUy,  the  po- 
ems are  placed  in  the  group  with  which  they 
were  published,  when  collected  in  volumes. 
The  order  is  by  years,  and  no  attempt  has 
here  been  made  to  preserve  the  exact  order 
of  composition  under  the  year. 

1826.  The  Exile's  Departure. 
The  Deity. 

The  Vale  of  the  Merrimac. 
Benevolence. 

1827.  Ocean. 

1828.  The  Sicilian  Vespers. 
The  Earthquake. 

The  Song  of  the  Vennonteis. 

1829.  The  Spirit  of  the  North. 
Judith  at  the  Tent  of  Holof  emet. 
Metacom. 

The  Drunkard  to  his  Bottle. 
The  Past  and  Coming  Tear. 

1830.  The  Fair  Quakeiess. 
Bolivar. 

The  Vaudois  Teacher. 
The  Star  of  Bethlehem. 
The  Frost  Spirit. 

1831.  IsabeUa  of  Austria. 
The  Fratricide. 

The  Cities  of  the  Plain. 

1832.  Isabel 

Stanzas :  "  Bind  up  thy  treasea.** 
To  William  Uoyd  Qamson. 
To   a   Poetical    Trio   in   the   Gty  of 
Gotham. 

1833.  The  Female  Martyr. 
The  Missionary. 

The  Call  of  the  Christian. 
Extract   from   *'A  New  England  Le- 
gend." 
Toussaint  L'Ouverture. 

1834.  Mogg  Me^ne. 
The  Crucifixion. 

Hvmn :   **  O  Thon  whose  presence  weni 
before." 

The  Slave-Ships. 

To  the  Memory  of  Charles  B.  Stom. 

Expostulation. 

A  Lament. 
1836.    The  Demon  of  the  Study. 

The  Yankee  Girl. 

The  Hunters  of  Men. 

Stanzas  for  the  limes. 

The  Prisoner  for  Debt. 
1836.    A  Day. 
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Clerical  OppresBOis. 

A  tSummoBS. 

To  the  Memory  of  Thomas  Shipley. 

The  Moral  Warfare. 

1837.  Massachusetts. 
The  Fountain. 
Palestine. 

Hymns  from  the  French  of  Lamartine. 
Hymn :    **  O   Holy  .  Father,    just   and 

true." 
Ritner. 

The  Pastoral  Letter. 
Lines  on  the  Death  of  S.  Oliyer  Torrey. 

1838.  Pentucket. 

The  Familist's  Hvnm. 
Pennsylvania  HaU. 
Album  Verses. 

The  Farewell  of  a  Virginia  Slave  Mo- 
ther. 
The  Quaker  of  the  Olden  Time. 

1839.  The  New  Year. 
The  ReUc. 

The  World's  Convention. 

1840.  To ,  with  a  copy  of  Woolman^s 

Journal. 

1841.  The  Cvpress-Tree  of  Ceylon. 
St.  John. 

The£ziles. 

Funeral  Tree  of  the  Sokokis. 

The  Norsemen. 

Memories. 

The  Merrimac. 

Lucy  Hooper. 

To  a  Friend. 

Leggett's  Monument. 

Democracy. 

1842.  FoUen. 

The  Gallows. 
Raphael. 

1843.  The  Knight  of  St.  John. 
Cassandra  Southwick. 

The  New  Wife  and  the  Old. 

Hampton  Beach. 

Ego. 

To  J.  P. 

Chalkley  Hall. 

Massachusetts  to  Virginia. 

The  Christian  Slave. 

Seed-Time  and  Harvest. 

To  the  Reformers  of  England. 

The  Human  Sacrifice. 

1844.  The  Pumpkin. 

The  Bridal  of  Pennacook. 

Ezekiel. 

Channing. 

To  Massachusetts. 

The  Sentence  of  John  L.  Brown. 

To  FaneuU  Hall. 

Texas. 

1845.  New  Hampshire. 
At  Washington. 

To  my  Friend  on  the  Death  of  his  Sister. 

Gone. 

The  Shoemakers. 

The  Fishermen. 

The  Lumbermen. 

1846.  The  Ship-Builders. 


The  Pine-Tree. 

Lines  from  a  Letter  to  a  Tonng  Cleric 

Friend. 
To  Ronge. 
Forgiveness. 
The  Branded  Hand. 
The  Reformer. 
To  a  Southern  Statesman. 
Daniel  Neall. 
A  Letter  supposed  to  be  written  by  tl 

Chairman  of  the  Central  Clique  i 

Concord,  N.  H. 
The  Freed  Ishmds. 

1847.  The  Lost  Statesman. 

The  Angels  of  Buena  Vista. 

Barclay  of  Ury. 

Yorktown. 

To  Delaware. 

Song  of  Slaves  in  the  Desert. 

The  Huskers. 

The  Drovers. 

Daniel  Wheeler. 

My  Soul  and  I. 

To  my  Sister. 

The  Wife  of  Manoah  to  her  Husband. 

The  Angel  of  Patience. 

What  the  Voice  said. 

A  Dream  of  Summer. 

My  Thanks. 

Randolph  of  Roanoke. 

Proem. 

1848.  The  Slaves  of  Martinique. 

The  Curse  of  the  Charter-Breaken. 

The  Wish  of  To-Day. 

P»an. 

The  Poor  Voter  on  Election  Day. 

The  Crisis. 

The  Reward. 

The  Holy  Land. 

Worship. 

The  Peace  Convention  at  BrusseUi. 

1849.  Calef  in  Boston. 
To  Pius  IX. 

On   Receiving  an   Eaglets  Quill  fro! 
Lake  Superior. 

Elathleen. 

Our  State. 

To  Fredrika  Bremer. 

The  Men  of  Old. 

The  Christian  Tourists. 

The  Lakeside. 

Autunm  Thoughts. 

The  Legend  of  St.  Mark. 
IS^K).    The  Well  of  Loch  Maree. 

Ichabod. 

In  the  Evil  Day. 

EUiott. 

The  Hill-Top. 

To  Avis  Keene. 

A  Sabbath  Scene. 

Deme. 

Lines  on  the  Portrait  of  a  Celebrate 
Publisher. 

All 's  Well. 
1851.    Remembrance. 

The  Chapel  of  the  Hermits. 

The  Prisoners  of  Naples. 
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To  my  Old  Schoolmaster. 

Invocation. 

Wordsworth. 

In  Peace. 

Kossuth. 

To :    Lines  written  after  a  Sninmer 

Day's  Excursion. 
What  State  Street  said. 

1852.  Pictures. 
The  Cross. 
First-Day  Thoiurhts. 
Questions  of  Li^. 
April. 

"i^e  Disenthralled. 
The  Peace  of  Europe. 
Eva. 
Astrssa. 

1853.  Tauler. 

Summer  by  the  Lakeside. 
Trust. 

My  Namesake. 
The  Dream  of  Pio  Nono. 
The  Hero. 
Rantoul. 
Official  Piety. 
1864.    The  Voices. 
Bums. 

William  Forster. 
Charles  Sunmer. 
The  Rendition. 
The  Haschish. 
The  Fruit  Gift. 
Maud  MuUer. 

The  Hermit  of  the  Thehaid. 
Letter  from  a  Missionary  of  the  Metho- 
dist Episcopal  Church,  South. 
The  Kansas  Emigrants. 
A  Memory. 

1855.  The  Barefoot  Boy. 
My  Dream. 
Ftowers  in  Winter. 
Arisen  at  Last. 

For  Righteousness'  Sake. 
Inscription  on  a  Sun-Dial. 

1856.  The  Ranger. 
The  Mayflower. 

The  Conquest  of  Finland. 

The  New  Exodus. 

A  Lay  of  Old  Time. 

A  Song,  inscribed  to  the  Fremont  Clubs. 

A  Fremont  Campaign  Song. 

What  of  the  Day. 

A  Song  for  the  Time. 

The  Pass  of  the  Sierra. 

The  Panorama. 

Burial  of  Barber. 

To  Pennsylvania. 

Mary  Garvin. 

1857.  Moloch  in  State  Street* 
The  First  Flowere. 
The  Sycamores. 
Mabel  Martin, 
Skipper  Ireson's  Ride. 
The  Garrison  of  Cape  Ann. 
The  Last  Walk  in  Autunm. 
The  Gift  of  Tritemius. 

1858.  To  James  T.  Fields. 


The  Palm-Tree. 

From  Perugia. 

Le  Marais  du  Cygne. 

The  Eve  of  Election. 

The  Old  Burying-Gronnd. 

Trinitas. 

The  Sisters. 

The  Pipes  at  Lucknow. 

The  Swan  Song  of  Parson  ATeiy. 

Telling  the  Bees. 

A  Song  of  Harvest. 

George  B.  Cheever. 

The  Cable  Hymn. 

1859.  Kenoza  Lake. 
The  Preacher. 

The  Red  River  Vo3raffeup. 

The  Double-Headed  Snake  of  Newl 

"  The  Rock  "  in  El  Qhor. 

In  Remembrance  of  Joseph  Stuzge. 

The  Over-Heart. 

Mv  Psalm. 

The  Memory  of  Bums. 

Brown  of  Ossawatomie. 

On  a  Prayer^Book. 

The  Prophecy  of  Samuel  SewalL 

For  an  Autumn  Festival. 

1860.  The  Truce  of  Piscataqua. 
The  Shadow  and  the  Lig^ht. 
My  Playmate. 

The  River  Path. 

Italy. 

Naples. 

The  Summons. 

The  Quaker  Alumni. 

The  Quakers  are  out. 

1861.  To  William  H.  Seward. 
Thy  WiU  be  done. 

To  John  C.  Fremont. 

A  Word  for  the  Hour. 

**  Ein  feste  Burg  ist  unser  Gott." 

Cobbler  Keezar  s  Vision- 

Our  River. 

A  Legend  of  the  Lake. 

1862.  Amy  Wentworth. 
At  Port  Royal. 

The  Cr]^  of  a  Lost  Soul. 

Mountain  Pictures. 

To  EnG^lishmen. 

The  Watchers. 

The  Waiting. 

The  Battie  Autnnin  of  1862. 

Astnea  at  the  Capitol. 

1863.  The  Prochunation. 
The  Answer. 

To  Samuel  E.  Sewall  and  Harr 

Sewall. 
A  Memorial. 

Andrew  Rykman's  Prayer. 
The  Countess. 
Barbara  Frietchie. 
Anniversary  Poem. 
Hymn  sung  at  Christmas  by  the  S 

of  St.  Helena's  Island,  S.  0. 
Mithridates  at  Chios. 

1864.  The  Vanishers. 
What  the  Birds  said. 
The  Brother  of  Mercy. 
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The  Wreck  of  Rivermouth. 

Hymn    for   the  Openmg  of   P 

Bryant  on  his  Birthday. 

Chureh. 

Thomas  Starr  King. 

1873. 

Conductor  Bradley. 

Hymn  for  the  Opening  of  Thomas  Starr 
King's  House  of  Worship. 

John  Underbill. 

A  Mystery. 

liines  on  Leaving  Appledore. 

In  Quest. 

1865. 

Revisited. 

The  Friend's  BnriaL 

To  the  Thirty-ninth  Congress. 

The  Prayer  of  Agassiz. 

The  Changelmg. 

A  Christmas  Carmen. 

The  Grave  by  the  Jjake. 

1874. 

Kinsman. 

Kallundborg  Church. 

Hymn  for  the  Celebration  of  Emancipa- 

The Golden  Wedding  of  Longwo 

Vesta. 

tion  at  Newburyport. 

A  Sea  Dream. 

Laus  Deo. 

Hazel  Blossoms. 

The  Mantle  of  St.  John  de  Matha. 

Summer. 

The  Peace  Autumn. 

1876. 

'"  I  was  a  Stranger  and  ye  took  i 
The  Two  Angels. 

The  £temal  Goodness. 

1866. 

Snow-Bound. 

The  Healer. 

The  Common  Question. 

Child  Songs. 

Our  Master. 

Lexin^n. 

Abraham  Davenport. 

The  Library. 

Lines  on  a  Fly-Leaf . 
The  Maids  of  Attitash. 

A  Farewell. 

1876. 

June  on  the  Merrimao. 

The  Dead  Ship  of  Harpswelt 

Sunset  on  the  Bearcamp. 

Letter  to  Lucy  Larcom. 

Centennial  Ijb^mn. 
GKving  and  Taking. 
Hymn  of  the  Dunkers. 
The  Henchman. 

1867. 

George  L.  Steams. 
The  Worship  of  Nature. 
Freedom  in  Brazil. 

1877. 

The  Palatine. 

In  the  "  Old  South." 

The  Tent  on  the  Beach. 

Red  Ridmg-Hood. 

1868. 

The  Hive  at  Gettysburg. 

The  Witch  of  Wenham. 

Divine  Compassion. 
The  Clear  Vision. 

The  Problem. 

Thiers. 

The  Meeting. 

Fitz-Greene  Halleck. 

The  Two  Rabbins. 

King  Solomon  and  the  Ants. 
In  Response. 

Among  the  Hills. 

The  Dole  of  Jarl  ThorkeU. 

At  School-Close. 

Hymn  for   the  House  of   Worship   at 

1878. 

The  Seeking  of  the  WaterCsIL 

Georgetown. 

At  Eventide.  ^ 

An  Autograph. 
Howard  at  Atlanta 

Oriental  Maxims. 

1868. 

The  Vision  of  Echard. 

Garibaldi. 

William  Francis  Bartlett. 

Norumbega. 

Hymn  of  the  Children. 
The  Khan's  Devil. 

The  Pageant. 

1879. 

1870. 

Miriam. 

The  Trailing  Arbutus. 

The  Dead  Feast  of  the  Kol-Folk 

In  School-Days. 

To  Lvdia  Maria  Child. 
My  Triumph. 

Inscription  on  a  Fountain. 

Our  Autocrat. 

Nauhaught,  the  Deacon. 

Bayard  Taylor. 

The  Prayer-Seeker. 

The  Emancipation  Group. 

The  liaurels. 

(Jarrison. 

To  Lucy  Larcom. 

The  Landmarks. 

1880. 

My  Trust. 

The  Lost  Occasion. 

187L 

The  Sisters. 

Marguerite. 
TheKobin. 

Voyage  of  the  Jetde. 
A  Name. 

The  Singer. 

The  King's  Missive. 

Disarmament. 

St.  Martm's  Summer. 

How  Mary  Grew. 

Valuation. 

Chicap^o. 

The  Minister's  Dandier. 

Mv  BirUidav. 

The  Pressed.  Gentian. 

The  Jubilee  Singers. 

1872. 

1881. 

Within  the  Gate. 

A  Woman. 

The  Book. 

The  Pennsylvania  Pilgrim. 

Rabbi  Ishmael. 

The  Three  Bells. 

Glreeting. 

King  Volmer  and  Elsie. 

The  Rock  Tomb  of  Biadore. 

The  Browing  of  Soma. 

Help. 
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Requirement. 

Banished  from  MasBachusflttft. 

Utterance. 

The  Homestead. 

Bj  their  Works. 
The  Word. 

Revelation. 

The  Bartholdi  Statue. 

The  Memory, 

Norumbega  HaU. 

1882. 

Mulford. 

Qarden. 

To  a  Cape  Ann  Schooner. 
Samuel  J.  Tildeu. 

An  Antograph. 

An  Easter  Flower  Gift. 

A  Day's  Journey* 

Godspeed. 

The  Wishing  Bridge. 

Storm  on  Lake  Asquam. 

1887. 

On  the  Big  Horn. 

188«. 

A  Legacy. 

The  Brown  Dwarf  of  Rug«n. 

On  a  Fly-Iieaf  of  Longfellow^s  Poems. 

Lydia  H.  Sigoumeyf  Insciiption  on ' 
let. 

At  Last. 

A  Chreeting. 

One  of  the  Signers. 

The  Poet  and  the  Children. 

The  Christmas  of  1888. 

Wilson. 

1889. 

The  Vow  of  Washington. 

The  Mystic^s  Christmas. 

0.  W.  Holmes  on  his  Sixtieth  B 

1883. 

Our  Country. 

St.  Gregory's  Guest. 

How  the  Women  went  from  Dover. 

day. 

1890. 

R.  8.  S.,  At  Deer  Island  on  the  M 

mac. 

What  the  Traveller  said  at  Sunset. 

Burning  Drift- Wood. 

A  Summer  Pilgrimage. 

The  Captain's  Well. 

Winter  Roses. 

Haverhill. 

1884. 

The  Light  that  is  Felt. 

To  G.  G. 

The  Two  Loves. 

Milton,  on  Memorial  Window. 

The  "  Story  of  Ida." 
Samuel  E.  Sewall. 

The  Last  Eve  of  Summer. 

To  E.  C.  S. 

Sweet  Fern. 

1891. 

James  Russell  Lowell. 

Abrara  Morrison. 

Preston  Powers,  Inscription  for   I 

Birchbrook  Mill. 

flelief. 

Lines  written  in  an  Albnm. 

The  Birthday  Wreath. 

1885. 

I^irmns  of  the  Brahmo  Somaj. 
The  Two  Elizabeths. 

Between  the  Gates. 

l.«92. 

An  Outdoor  Reception. 

Requital. 

The  Wind  of  March. 

The  Wood  Giant. 

To  OUver  WendeU  Holmes. 

The  Reunion. 

[Date  unknown.]    The  Home  Comiiur  ol 

Adjustment. 

Bride. 

An  Artist  of  the  Beautiful. 

Mrs.  Choate's  Hou8e-W«nnii«. 

A  Welcome  to  Lowell. 

A  Fragment. 

1886. 

How  the  Robin  came. 
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A  BBAUTIFUL  and  kapoy  girl,  386. 

A  bending  staff  I  woma  not  break,  432. 

A  blush  as  of  roses,  320. 

Above,  below,  in  skv  and  sod,  436. 

Accept  this  book,  whose  pages  hold,  523. 

A  Christian  I  going,  gone,  289. 

A  cloud,  like  that  the  old-time  Hebrew  saw, 

165. 
Across  the  frozen  marshes,  377. 
Across  the  sea  I  heard  the  groans,  381. 
Across  the  Stony  Mountains,  o'er  the  desert's 

drouth  and  sand,  308. 
A  dirge  is  wailing  from  the  Gulf  of  storm- 

vexed  Mexico,  491. 
A  drear  and  desolate  shore,  127. 
A  few  brief  vears  have  passed  awav,  298. 
After  your  pleasant  morning  travel,  516. 
Against  the  sunset's  glowing  wall,  426. 
Against  the  wooded  nills  it  stands,  136. 
A  ffold  fringe  on  the  purpling  hem,  161. 
All  day  the  diu'kness  ana  the  cold,  144. 
All  grim  and  soiled  and  brown  with  tan,  364. 
''  AU  hail ! "  the  bells  of  Christmas  rang,  462. 
All  night  above  their  rocky  bed,  321. 
''  All  ready  ?  "  cried  the  captain,  265. 
All  things  are  Thine :  no  gilt  have  we,  232. 
Along  Crane  River's  sunny  slopes,  117. 
Along  the  aisle  where  praver  was  made,  448. 
Along  Uie  roadside,  like  the  flowers  of  gold,  84. 
Amioist  these  glorious  works  of  Thine,  227. 
Amidst  Thunngia's  wooded  hills  she  dwelt, 

134. 
Amidst  thy  sacred  effigies,  349. 
Among  their  graven  shapes  to  whom,  211. 
Among  the  legends  sung  or  said,  130. 
Among  the  thousands  who  with  hail  and  cheer, 

477. 
A  moony  breadth  of  virgin  face,  310. 
And  have  they  spumed  thy  word,  508. 
Andrew  Rykman  's  dead  and  gone,  4^. 
*'And  where  now,  Bayard,  will  thy  footsteps 

tend,  212. 
A  ni^ht  of  wonder  I  piled  afar,  508. 
Anme  and  Rhoda,  sisters  twain,  100. 
A  noble  life  is  in  thy  care,  481. 
A  noteless  stream,  the  Birchbrook  runs,  133. 
Another  hand  is  beckoning  us,  178. 
A  picture  memory  brings  to  me,  411. 
A  pious  magistrate !   soimd  his  praise  through- 
out, 316. 
Around  Seba^ro's  lonely  lake,  11. 
As  Adam  didin  Paracuse,  219. 
As  a  guest  who  may  not  stay,  214. 
A  score  of  years  had  come  and  gone,  115. 
A  shallow  stream,  from  fountains,  410. 
As  Islam's  iSrophet,  when  his  last  day  drew, 

135. 


As  o'er  his  furrowed  fields  which  lie,  354. 
A  sound  as  if  from  bells  of  silver,  158. 
A  sound  of  tumult  troubles  all  the  air,  322. 
As  they  who,  tossing  midst  the  storm  at  niffht, 

304. 
As  they  who  watch  by  sick-beds  find  relief. 

79. 
A  strength  Thy  service  cannot  tire,  300. 
A  strong  and  mighty  Angel,  344. 
A  tale  for  Roman  guides  to  tell,  132. 
A  tender  child  of  summers  three,  464. 
At  mom  I  prayed,  **  I  fain  would  see,  434. 
A  track  of  moonlight  on  a  quiet  lake,  188. 

Bards  of  the  island  city !  — where  of  old,  510. 

Beams  of  noon,  like  buminp^  lances,  tnroim^ 
the  tree-tops  flash  and  glisten,  905. 

Bearer  of  Freedom's  holy  light,  351. 

Bear  him,  comrades,  to  his  grave,  319. 

Before  my  drift-wood  fire  i  sit,  471.  ^ 

Before  the  Ender  comes,  whose  chimoteer,  462. 

Behind  us  at  our  evening  meal,  443. 

Believe  me,  Lucy  Laroom,  it  gives  me  real  sor- 
row, 614. 

Beneath  the  low-hung  night  olond,  114. 

Beneath  the  moonlient  and  the  snow,  408. 

Beneath  thy^  skies,  November,  323. 

Beside  a  stricken  field  I  stood,  335. 

Beside  that  milestone,  where  the  level  tnii. 
409. 

Between  the  gates  of  birth  and  death,  476. 

Bind  up  thy  tresses,  thou  beautiful  one,  484. 

Bland  as  the  morning  breath  of  June,  143. 

Blessings  on  thee,  little  man,  396. 

Blest  land  of  Judaea  I  thrice  hallowed  of  song, 
419.  ^' 

Blossom  and  greenness,  making  all,  475. 

**  Bring  out  your  dead  1 "  The  midnight  street, 
4. 

"  Build  at  Kallundborg  by  the  sea,  255. 

But  what  avail  inadequate  words  to  reach,  461. 

By  fire  and  cloud,  across  the  desert  sand,  377. 

Call  him  not  heretic  whose  works  attest,  400. 
Calm  on  the  breast  of  Loch  Maree,  39. 
Calmly  the  night  came  down,  487. 
Champion  of  uiose  who  groan  beneath,  262. 
Climbmg  a  path  which  leads  back  never  more, 

473. 
Close  beside  the  meeting  waters,  483. 
Conductor  Bradley,  (always  may  his  name,  117. 

Dark  the  halls,  and  cold  the  feast,  21. 
Dead  Petra  in  her  hill-tomb  sleeps,  436. 
Dear  Anna,  when  I  brought  her  veil.  4S3. 
Dear  friends,  who  read  the  world  anght,  188. 
Dear  Sister  I  while  the  wise  and  sage,  391. 
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Dream  not,  O  Soul,  that  easy  is  the  task,  461. 
Dry  the  tears  for  holy  Eva,  218. 

Earthly  arms  no  more  uphold  him,  479. 
Ere  down  yon  blue  Carpathian  hills,  17. 

Fair  islands  of  the  sunny  sea !  midst  all  rejoi- 
oing:  things,  480. 

Fair  Natnre^s  priestesses !   to  whom,  188. 

Far  away  in  the  twilieht  time,  61. 

Far  from  his  close  and  noisome  cell,  355. 

Fate  summoned,  in  gray-bearded  age,  to  act, 
2ia 

Father  t  to  thy  suffering  poor,  422. 

Fold  thy  hands,  thy  work  is  over,  482. 

Fond  scenes,  wnich  delighted  my  youthful  ex- 
istence, 484. 

For  ages  on  our  river  borders,  153. 

For  the  fairest  maid  in  Hampton,  251.^ 

For  weeks  the  clouds  had  raked  the  hills,  85. 

Friend  of  mine  I  whose  lot  was  cast,  392. 

Friend  of  my  manv  years,  415. 

Friend  of  my  soul  f  as  with  moist  erye,  176. 

Friend  of  the  Slave,  and  yet  the  niend  of  all, 
300. 

From  Alton  Bay  to  Sandwich  Dome,  167* 

From  gold  to  gray,  378. 

From  pain  and  peril,  by  land  and  main,  468. 

From  purest  wells  o'l  English  undefiled,  473. 

From  the  green  Amesbury  hill  which  bears  the 
name,  127. 

From  the  heart  of  Waumbek  Methna,  from 
the  lake  that  never  fails,  49. 

From  the  hills  of  home  forth  looking,  far  be- 
neath the  tent-like  span,  52. 

From  these  wild  rocks  I  look  to-day,  226. 

From  the  weU-springs  of  Hudson,  the  sea-cliffs 
of  Maine,  220. 

From  Torktown^s  ruins,  ranked  and  still,  302. 

Gallery  of  sacred  pictures  manifold,  460. 
**Qet  ye  up  from  the  wrath  of  God^s  terrible 

day,  417. 
Gift  from  the  cold  and  silent  past,  9. 
God  bless  New  Hampshire  I  from  her  granite 

peaks,  293. 
God  bless  ye,  brothers !  in  the  fight,  354. 
God  called  the  nearest  angels  who  dwell  with 

Him  above,  4r>5. 
God's  love  and  peace  be  with  thee,  where,  189. 
Gone  before  us,  O  our  brother,  170. 
Gone,  gone,  —  sold  and  gone,  278. 
Gone  hath  the  spring,  with  all  its  flowers,  144. 
Gone  to  thy  Heavenlv  Father's  rest,  274. 
Ghracef ul  in  name  and  in  thyself,  our  river,  474. 
Gray  searcher  of  the  upper  air,  490. 
**  Great  peace  in  Europe  I    Order  reigns,  373. 

Hail,  heavenly  gift !  within  the  hmnan  breast, 

485. 
Hail  to  Posterity,  103. 

Hands  off  I  thou  tidie-fat  plunderer !  play,  185. 
Happy  young  friends,  sit  by  me,  136. 
^Minted  of  Beauty,  like  Hie  marvellous  youth. 


f 


aot  Toyaged,  friend  beloved,  with  thee, 


Have  ye  heard  of  our  hunting,  o'er  mountain 

and  glen,  270. 
Heap  high  the  farmer's  wintry  hoard,  364. 
He   comes,  —  he    comes,  —  tne    Frost    Spirit 

comes,  141. 
Heed  how  thou  livest.    Do  no  act  by  day,  462. 
He  had  bowed  down  to  drunkenness,  374. 
He  has  done  the  work  of  a  true  man,  204. 
Here  is  the  place ;  right  over  the  hill,  59. 
He  rests  witn  the  immortals ;   his  journey  has 

been  long,  481. 
Here,  while  the  loom  of  Winter  weaves,  395. 
Her  fingers  shame  the  ivoiy  keys,  80. 
Her  window  opens  to  the  l^y,  250. 
He  stood  on  the  brow  of  Uie  well-known  hilL 

493. 
His  laurels  fresh  from  song  and  lay,  213. 
Ho  —  all  to  the   borders  I    Vermonters,  come 

down,  509. 
Ho  I  thou  who  seekest  late  and  long,  290. 
Ho  I  workers  of  the  old  time  styled,  357. 
Hoot  I  —  daur  ye  shaw  ye're  face  again,  490. 
How  bland   and  sweet   the  greeting  of   this 

breeze,  177. 
How  has  Kew  England's  romance  fled,  5. 
How  smiled  the  land  of  France,  173. 
How  strange  to  greet,  this  frosty  mom,  148. 
How  sweetly  come  the  holy  psauns,  199. 
How  sweetly  on  the  wood-girt  town,  8. 
Hurrah  I  the  seaward  breezeSj  358. 
Hushed  now  the  sweet  consohng  tongue,  516. 

I  ask  not  now  for  gold  to  gild,  431. 

I  call  the  old  time  oack :  I  bring  my  lay,  62. 

I  did  but  dream.    I  never  knew,  447. 

I  do  believe,  and  yet,  in  grief,  40. 

I  do  not  love  thee,  Isabel,  and  yet  thou  art 

most  fair,  494. 
If   I  have  seemed   more  prompt  to   censure 

wrong,  196. 
I  give  thee  joy  !  —  I  know  to  thee,  201. 
I  nave  been  thinking  of  the  victims  bound, 

372. 
I  have  not  felt,  o'er  seas  of  sand,  430. 
I  heard  the  train's  shrill  whistle  call,  315. 
I  know  not.  Time  and  8pace  so  intervene,  81. 
I  love  the  old  melodious  lavs,  1. 
Immortal  Love,  forever  full,  443. 
I  mourn  no  more  my  vanished  years,  397. 
In  calm  and  cool  and  silence,  once  again,  433. 
I  need  not  ask  thee,  for  my  sake,  203. 
In  my  dream,  methought  I  trod,  39r>. 
In  sky  and  wave  the  wnite  clouds  swam,  253. 
In  that  black  forest,  where,  when  day  is  done, 

438. 
In  the  fair  land  o'erwatched  by  Ischia's  monn* 

tains,  199. 
In  the  minister's  morning  sermon,  459. 
In  the  old  days  (a  custom  laid  aside,  259. 
In  the  old  Hebrew  myth  the  lion's  fnune,  348. 
In  the  outskirts  of  the  village,  56. 
In  the  solenon  days  of  old,  371. 
In  trance  and  dream  of  old,  God's  prophet  saw. 

205. 
In  Westminster's  royal  halls,  306. 
I  said  I  stood  upon  thy  grave,  316. 
I  shall  not  soon  forget  that  sight,  387. 
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I  mag  the  I^lenm  of  a  softer  oUme,  103. 

Is  it  tha  palm,  the  coooa-palm,  155. 

I  apratd  a  scanty  board  too  late,  412. 

Is  this  the  land  our  fathers  loTed,  2T1. 

Is  this  thr  voice  whooe  treble  notes  of  fear,  291. 

It  ohauoed  that  while  the  pious  troops  of  Frauue, 


I  wonld  I  were  a  punter,  for  the  sake,  156. 
I  would  not  un,  in  thia  half-playful  atrsin,  242. 
I  would  the  gift  1  offer  here,  33T. 
I  writ«  mj  name  aa  one,  413. 

John  Brownof  OasawatomiespskaOB  his  dying 

day,  201. 
JiMtGodl  and  theae  are  they,  272. 

Know'st  than,  O  alaTe-cuised  land,  337. 

l^at  niriit,  jnst  as  the  tints  of  antninn's  ikr, 

148. 
Last  week  —  the  Lord  be  praised  for  all  Hii 

Leagues  north,  as  fly  the  ^U  and  ank,  208. 
"  Let  there  be  light !  "  OmI  spake  of  old,  233. 
Iiift  again  the  stately  emblem  on  the  Bay  State's 

mated  shield.  •Sa:i. 
Ugfat,  warmth,  and  spioating  graenn««,  and 

o'er  aU,  14U. 
Like  that  ancestral  judge  who  bore  hia  name. 


a  dreun  of  heaven  I  had,  448. 

^ .11 1  through  his  dungeon  grate,  Z 

Jjow  in  the  east,  aEfinsta  white,  cold  dawu, 
Lnck  to  tha  crait  that  bean  this  name  of  m 


Make,  for  he  loved  thee 

471. 

Hand  Hnller  on  a  enmmer'e  day,  4T. 
Hen  1  if  manhood  still  ye  claim,  292. 
~ '  n  <rf  the  North-lAnd  !   whera  's  the  manly 


is  well,"  230. 
and  thinRB  which  will,  413. 
cu  bowem  of  Hungary,  imperial 

le   upland  staple,"    prime  Sea- 


-,_.t,  373. 
Hen  said  at  v«t 
'Midst  the  mei 
'Midst  the  pal 
Presbur; 
MDtteriai;  "  h 

Island  lint.-,     

My  ear  ia  full  of  aummer  sounda,  332. 
Uy  garden  ru»ea  long  a^,  2;lh. 
My  heart  wa.<i  heavy,  for  iu  trust  bod  beei 
My  Udv  walks  her  morning  round,  12'2. 

E"    old  "Welsh  neiabbor  over  tlie  way,  102. 
thaughls  are  all  in  yonder  town,  4o'J. 

Naahanght,  the  Indian  deacon,  who  of  old 
'No»th_ skies  that  winter  never  knew,  2a.l. 
Nerar  in  tenderer  quiet  lapsed  tlie  day,  ID 


Night  on  the  city  of  the  Moor,  311. 

Night  was  down  amun^  the  mooutains.  488. 

No  aimless  wai>dBi«r8,l>y  the  liend  Uiireat,  368, 

No  Berserk  tbiret  of  blood  had  they,  232. 

No  bird-song  floated  down  the  lull,  ISA. 

No  more  these  simple  flowers  beluug,  196. 

Not  always  aa  the  whirlwind's  rush,  417. 

Not  as  a  poor  requital  of  the  joy.  177. 

Not  on  Penobscot's  wooded  bank  tbespir«S,  239. 

Not  nnto  us  who  did  butseek,  34G. 

Not  vainly  did  old  poets  tell,  18(1. 

Not  YUuly  we  wuted  and  counted  the  hoars,  BIS. 

Not  without  envy  Wealth  a      ■  '^     ' 


boors,  BIS. 
oust  look. 


0  Ary  Sohaffer  I  when  beneath  thine  eye,  331. 

O  Christ  of  God !  whose  life  and  death,  4H. 

0  dearest  bloom  the  seasons  know,  4G2. 

O  dearly  loved,  182. 

O  dwellen  in  the  stately  towns,  226. 

O'er  the  bare  woods,  whose  outstretched  handft, 

Of  all  that  Orient  lands  can  vaunt,  316. 

Of  alt  the  rides  since  the  birth  of  time,  55. 

O  friends  1  with  whom  ray  feet  have  trod,  442. 

Of  rirhtB  azid  of  wrongs,  SIS. 

Oh,  dwarfed  and  wronged,  and  stained  with  ill. 


Oh,  none  in  all  the  world  before,  340. 
0  Iloly  Father  I  jost  and  true,  278. 
Oh,  pnuse  an'  tanks  I    Da  Lotd  he  go 
Oh,  thicker,  deeper,  darker  growing, 
Oh^  well  ina^  Easei  sit  [orb>m,  211. 

f  ul  iLd  r!'      ^  """  ' 


jpon  thy  lap,  303. 

0  Mother  State  1  the  winJa  of  March,  SOB. 
Once  more,  dear  friends,  you  meet  beneath,  341, 
Once  more,  O  all-adjnating  Deatb,  217. 
Once  more,  O  Mountains  of  the  North,  unvml, 

156. 
Once  more  on  yonder  laurelled  lieiirlit,  224. 
One  day,  along  tha  electric  wire.  193. 
(hie  hymn  more,  O  my  lyre,  420. 
One  morning  of  the  Hint  sad  Fall.  218. 
One  Kabbacli  day  my  friend  and  I,  M. 
O  Noiah,  lay  your  Inaket  down,  3T. 
On  page  of  tlinia  I  cannot  trace,  388. 
Un  the  Ule  of  Penikese.  450. 
On  these  green  bunks,  where  falls  too  Boon,  tlH, 
On  the  wide  lawn  thf  snow  lay  deep,  408. 
O  Punter  of  the  fruits  and  flowen.  237. 
O  people-chosen  I  are  ye  not.  347- 
ot>oet  rare  and  old.  373. 
0  river  winding  to  the  aen,  473. 
O  IState  prayar-fonndad !  never  bnng,  330. 
O  atoned  vale  of  Merrimac,  240. 
0  strong,  npwelling  prayera  of  faith.  4fi. 
O  'I'hoo.  whoHi  pnaence  went  before,  2S8. 
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Oar  fathers'  Gk>d !  hxnn  ont  whose  hand,  234. 
Oar  fellow-eoantTymen  in  chmns,  267. 
Oar  Tales  are  sweet  with  fern  and  rose,  163. 
Out  and  in  the  riyer  is  winding,  69. 
Oatbonnd,  your  bark  awaits  yoa.   Were  I  one, 

238. 
Oat  from  Jerosalem,  120. 
Over  the  threshold  of  his  pleasant  home,  137. 
Over  the  wooded  northern  ridge,  S2, 

Pardon  a  stranger  hand  that  gives,  512. 
Pardon,  Lord,  the  lips  that  dtwe,  439. 
Piero  Luca,  4Jiown  of  all  the  town,  250. 
Pipes  of  the  misty  mooriands,  58. 
Poet  and  friend  of  poets,  if  thy  glass,  467. 
Poor  and  inadequate  the  shadow-play,  409. 
Ray  give  the  "  Adantic,"  615. 
"Put  np  the  sword  I"    The  voice  of  Christ 
once  more,  382. 
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Baze  these  long  blocks  of  brick  and  stone,  74. 
Red  as  the  banner  which  enshrouds,  488. 
Right  in  the  track  where  Sherman,  348. 
Rivermouth  Rocks  are  fair  to  see,  245. 
Robert  Rawlin  I  —  Frosts  were  falling,  51. 

Sad  Mayflower !   watched  by  winter  stars,  149. 

Saint  Patrick,  slave  to  MiJcho  of  the  herds, 
340. 

Sarah  Greenleaf ^  of  eighteen  years,  509. 

Say,  whose  is  this  fair  picture,  which  the  light, 
506. 

Scarce  had  the  solemn  Sabbath-bell,  312. 

Seeress  of  the  misty  Norland,  183. 

She  came  and  stood  in  the  Old  South  Church, 
121. 

She  sang  alone,  ere  womanhood  had  known, 
476. 

She  nngs  by  her  wheel  at  th^t  low  cottage- 
door,  269. 

She  was  a  fair  young  girl^et  on  her  brow,  491. 

Should  you  go  to  Centre  Harbor,  613. 

Silence  o'er  sea  and  earth,  486. 

Smoothing  soft  the  nestling  head,  464. 

So  fallen  fso  lost !  the  light  withdrawn,  186. 

Some  die  too  late  and  some  too  soon,  187. 

So  spake  Ksaias:  so,  in  words  of  flame,  196. 

So  stood  of  old  the  holy  Christ,  454. 

So  this  is  all.  —  the  utmost  reach,  276. 

Sound  now  the  trumpet  wamingly,  512. 

Sound  over  all  waters,  reach  out  from  all  lands, 
463. 

Spare  me,  dread  angel  of  reproof,  441. 

Speak  and  tell  us,  our  Ximena,  looking  north- 
ward far  away,  35. 

Spirit  of  the  frozen  North,  487. 

I^and  stUl,  my  soul,  in  the  silent  dark,  426. 

Statesman,  I  thank  thee  I  and,  if  yet  dissent, 
332. 

Still,  as' of  old,  in  Beavor's  Vale,  466. 

Still  m  thy  streets,  O  Paris !  doth  the  stain,  366. 

Still  linger  in  our  noon  of  time,  454. 

Still  sits  the  school-house  by  the  road,  407. 

Stranger  and  traveller,  469. 

Stream  of  my  fathers  t  sweetly  stilL  141. 

khome,  strong-hearted  man  I     Down  to 
toot,  179. 


Summer's  last  sun  nigh  unto  setting  shines,  477. 
Sunlight  upon  Judsea's  hills,  418. 
Sweetest  <n  all  childlike  dreams,  167. 

Take  our  hands,  James  Russell  Lowell,  216. 
Talk  not  of  sad  November,  when  a  day,  168. 
Tauler,  the  preacher,  walked,  one  autumn  diay, 

44. 
Thank  Qod  for  rest,  where  none  molest,  346. 
Thank  Qod  for  the  token  I  one  lip  is  stUl  free, 

276 
Thanks  for  thv  gift,  184. 
The  age  is  dull  and  mean.    Men  creep,  317. 
The  autunm-time  has  come,  406. 
The  beaver  cut  lus  timber,  77. 
The  Benedictine  Echard,  467. 
The  birds  against  the  April  wind,  343. 
The  blast  from  Freedom's  Nordiem  hills,  upon 

its  Southern  way,  286. 
The  Brownie  sits  in  tne  Scotchman's  room,  6. 
The  burly  driver  at  my  side,  184. 
The  cannon's  brazen  hps  are  cold,  370. 
The  circle  is  broken,  one  seat  is  forsaken,  169. 
The  doudsj  which  rise  with  thunder,  slake,  431. 
The  cross,  if  rightly  borne,  shall  be,  192. 
The  day  is  closing  dark  and  cold,  36. 
The  day's  sharp  strife  is  ended  now,  382. 
The  dreadful  burden  of  our  sins  we  feel,  516. 
The   eagle,   stooping   from    yon    snow-blown 

pealEs,  475. 
The  elder  folks  shook  hands  at  last,  445. 
The  end  has  come,  as  come  it  must,  234. 
The  evil  davs  have  come,  the  poor,  313. 
The  fagots  blazed,  the  caldron^s  smoke,  449. 
The  firmament  breaks  up.     In  black  eolipee, 

333. 
The  flags  of  war  like  storm-birds  fly,  339. 
The  fourteen  centuries  fall  away,  437. 
The  goodman  sat  beside  his  door,  15. 
The  great  work  laid  upon  his  twoscore  srean, 

203. 
The  gulf  of  seven  and  fifty  years,  239. 
The  harp  at  Nature's  advent  strung,  261. 
The  Khan  came  from  Bokhara  town,  123. 
The  land,  that,  from  the  rule  of  kings,  240. 
The  land  was  pale  with  famine,  89. 
The  lowliest  bom  of  all  the  land,  216. 
The  mercy.  O  Eternal  One,  465. 
The  moon  nas  set:  while  yet  the  dawn,  314. 
The  name  the  Gallic  exile  bore,  4J2. 
The  new  world  honors  him  whose  lofty  plea, 

475. 
The  old  Squire  said,  as  he  stood  by  his  gate, 

126. 
The  Pagan's  myths  through  marble  lips  are 

spoken,  429. 
The  Persian's  flowery  gifts,  the  shrine,  220. 
The  pilgrim  and   stranger  who  through   the 

day,  483. 
The  pines  were  dark  on  Ramoth  hill,  76. 
The  pleasant  isle  of  Riigen  looks  the  Baltic 

water  o^er^  138. 
The  prophet  stood,  484. 
The  OTOudest  now  is  but  m^  peer,  374. 
The  Quaker  of  the  olden  time,  351. 
The  Rabbi  Ishmael,  with  the  woe  and  sin,  106^ 
The  Rabbi  Nathan  twoscore  years  and  ten,  91. 
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ize  streams  which  are  famous  in  hift> 

r's  story,  485. 

er  hemmed  with  leanine  trees,  159. 

)iiis  sang  in  the  orchaxo,  the  buds  into 
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I  of  drums  and  the  bugle's  wailinff,  225. 

ne  old  baffling  questions  I  O  my  niend, 

ide  for  me,  but  over  thee,  435. 

idows  grow  and  deepen  round  me,  463. 

bdows  round  the  inland  sea,  144. 

ipper  sailed  out  of  the  hatrbor  mouth, 
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r  18  ruddy  in  the  east,  361. 

I  itself  itB  awful  witness  is,  461. 

ith-land  boasts  its  teeming  cane,  371. 

rm  and  peril  oyerpast,  350. 

rm-wind  is  howling,  482. 

itle  power  in  perfume  found,  166. 

nmer  warmth  has  left  the  sky,  161. 

dight  pflitters  keen  and  bright.  142. 

IS  of  eighteen  centuries  have  snone,  352. 

I  that  brief  December  dav,  399. 

aet  spring  dky  ia  glad  with  music,  205. 

}rd  was  sneathed :  in  April's  sun,  467.^ 

U,   sallow   guardsmen  their  horsetails 

e  spread,  379. 

it-hghts  glimmer  on  the  land,  337. 

■eads  our  hands  in  blindness  spin,  455. 

le  of  gifts  has  come  again,  159. 

sing  spray  of  Cocheco's  fall,  131. 

)e  of  Faith  its  bare,  dry  boughs  must 

d,464. 

re  IB  breaking  on  the  shore,  281. 

iding  way  the  serpent  takes,  92. 

trs  are  but  half  a  score,  384. 

trs  are  many  since  his  hand,  195. 

us  are  many  since,  in  youth  and  hope, 

ira  that  since  we  met  have  flown,  515. 

aar  Thee  not,  O  God  I  nor  see,  423. 

ft  their  home  of  summer  ease,  162. 

it  in  silent  watchfulness,  14. 

ill  me,  Lacy,  thou  art  dead,  174. 

jre  all  the  gifta,  O  God,  235. 

s  a  grief,  the  depth  of  which  another, 
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y,  two  hundred  years  ago,  219. 

wellest  not,  O  Lord  of  all,  228. 

I  flowers  have  ]>eri8hed  at  the  touch,  164. 

ast  fallen  in  thine  armor,  170. 

welcome  from  the  Land  of  Flowers,  237. 

welcome  to  thy  sisters  of  the  East,  301. 

h  heat  and  cold,  and  shower  and  sun, 

• 

h  the  long  hall  the  shuttered  windows 

d,  323. 

h  the  streets  of  Marblehead,  236. 

h  TW  clear  spaces,  Lord,  of  old,  431. 

*or,  Fromont,  Rimply  was  to  act,  335. 

er,  Moses !    All  is  lost,  298. 

id  that  in  the  Holy  Land,  391. 

e  noon  of  the  spring-time,  yet  never  a 

1,  145. 

the  plant  by  Williams  set,  229. 

of  friendship,  tme  and  tried,  283. 

el  before  some  saintly  shrine,  165. 


To  the  God  of  all  sure  merdea  let  my 

rise  to-day,  18. 
**  To  the  winds  give  our  banner !  12. 
To  weary  hearts,  to  mourning  homes,  425. 
Traveller !  on  thy  journey  toiling,  7. 
Tritemius  of  Uerbipolis,  one  day,  54. 
'Twas  night.     The  tranquil  moonlight  smils. 

263. 
Twenty  years  have  taken  flight,  525. 
Type  of  two  mighty  continents  I  —combining, 

189. 

Under  the  great  hiU  sloping  bare,  124. 

Under  the  shadow  of  a  cloud,  the  light,  515. 

Unfathomed  deep,  unfettered  waste,  486* 

Unnoted  as  the  setting  of  a  star,  217. 

Up  and  down  the  village  streets,  67. 

Up  from  the  meadows  rich  with  com,  342. 

Up  from  the  sea  the  wild  north  wind  is  blow^ 

ing,  476. 
Up,  laggards  of  Freedom  I  —  our  free  flag  is 

cast,  322. 
I^  the  hiUside,  down  the  glen,  291. 
Up  the  streets  of  Aberdeen,  33. 

Voioe  of  a  people  suffering  lon^,  349. 

Voice  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  making  known,  460. 

Wake,  sisters,  wake  I  the  day-star  shines,  456. 
Wave  of  an  awful  torrent,  thronging  aown^ 

606. 
Weary  of  iangling  noises  never  stilled,  464. 
We  cross  the  prairie  as  of  old,  317. 
We  eive  thy  natal  day  to  hope,  383. 
We  nad  been  wandermg  for  many  days,  23. 
We  have  opened  the  door,  122. 
Welcome  home  again,  brave  seaman  I  with  thy 

thoughtful  brow  and  ^pnty^  296. 
We  live  by  Faith ;  but  Faith  is  not  the  slare, 

461. 
Well  speed  thy  mission,  bold  Iconoclast,  369. 
Well  thought!    who  would  not  rather   hear, 

196. 
We  praise  not  now  the  poet^s  art,  203. 
We  sat  together,  last  May -day,  and  talked, 

213. 
We  saw  the  slow  tides  go  and  come,  160. 
We  see  not,  know  not ;  all  our  way,  333. 
We  wait  beneath  the  f  umacc^-blast,  334. 
What  flecks  the  outer  gray  beyond,  257. 
What  shall  I  say,  dear  friends,  to  whom  I  owe, 

516. 
What  shall  I  wish  him  ?     Strength  and  healthy 

516. 
What  though  around  thee  blazes,  292. 
Wlien  first  I  saw  our  banner  wave,  338. 
When  Freedom,  on  her  natal  dajr,  275. 
When  on  my  day  of  life  the  night  is  falling, 

463. 
When  the  breath  divine  is  flowing,  421. 
When  the  reaper^s  task  was  ended,  and  the 

stunmer  wearing  late,  60. 
Where  are  we  goim^?  where  are  we  going,  301. 
Where   oeaseleas  Spring  her  garland   twines, 

231. 
Where,   oiver  heathen  doom -rings  and  gray 

stones  of  the  Horg,  112. 
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Where  the  Great  Lakers  saiiny  smiles,  W7. 
Where  Time  the  measure  of  his  hours,  416. 
White  clouds,  whose  .shadows  haunt  the  deep. 

147. 
Who  gives  and  hides  the  giving  hand,  456. 
Who,  looking  backward  from  his  manhood's 

prime,  430. 
Who  stands  on  that  clifP,  like  a  figure  of  stone, 

4»5. 
**  Why  urge  the  long,  unequal  fight,  376. 
Wildly  round  our  woodland  quarters,  359. 
With  a  cold  and  wintry  noon-light,  295. 
With  a  glory  of  winter  sunshine,  215. 


With  clearer  light,  Cross  of  the  South,  shine 
forth,  381. 

With  fifty  years  between  you  and  your  well- 
kept  wedding  vow,  231. 

With  warning  huid  I  mark  Timers  rapid  flight, 
450. 

With  wisdom  far  beyond  her  years,  207. 

Years  since  (but  names  to  me  before),  206. 
Yes,  let  them  gather  I    Summon  forth,  284. 
Yes,  nile  the  marble  o'er  him!    It  is  well,  173. 
You  nung  your  taunt  across  the  wave,  d(ji>. 
You  scarcely  need  my  tardy  thanks,  393. 
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For  in  Autumn  Fettlnl,  220. 
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MiUulditH  U  i;hiaK,  337. 

Monl  Wultn,  The.  275. 
MoiDt  Agiochook,  490. 
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My  pMlm,  397. 
Mr  Soul  end  1, 120. 
Mntorr,  A,  168. 
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MyThuik>,391. 
My  Triumph.  4aGL 
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Powen,  FreMon,  luKripti 
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Singer,  The,  206. 

Bbten,  The,  100. 

Bisters,  The  :  a  Picture  by  Barry,  48S. 

Skipper  Iresou^s  Ride,  66. 

8U?e-8hip8,  The.  2U6. 

BlsTes  of  Hartiiiique,  The,  906. 

Siiow-Bound,  3U8. 

Song  for  the  Time,  A,  322. 

Soiig,  A,  luscribed  to  the  Fremont  Clabs,  323. 

Soug  of  lUrvest,  A.  219. 

Soog  of  SlsTes  in  tlie  Desert,  301. 

Soug  of  the  Yermouters,  The,  60J. 

Spirit  of  tlie  North,  The,  487. 

Spiritual  MmifesUUoa,  A,  228. 

Stantss.    See  Kzpostulation. 

Stansaa :  *'  Bind  up  thy  tresses,  thou  beantifal  one,'* 

494. 
Staaxas  for  the  Times,  271. 
Stanxas  for  the  Times.    See  In  the  BtQ  Days. 
Star  of  Bethlehem,  TIte,  416. 
Steama,  Oeorge  L.,  2M. 
Storm  on  Lake  Aaquaui,  166. 
"  Story  of  Ida,'*  The,  404. 
Summer  by  the  Lakeside,  147. 
Summer  Pilgrimage,  A,  166. 
Summons,  A,  272. 
Summons,  The,  332. 
Sumner,  208. 

Sunset  on  the  Bearcamp,  161. 
Swan  Song  of  Parson  Avery,  The,  60. 
Sweet  Fern,  166. 
Sycamores,  The,  66. 

Tauler,  44. 
Taylor.  Bayard,  212. 
Telling  the  Bees.  69. 
Tent  on  the  Beach,  The,  242. 
Texas,  291. 
Thiers,  210. 
Three  Bells,  The,  114. 
Thy  Will  be  Done,  333. 
Tilden,  Samuel  J.,  217. 

To .    Lines  written  after  a  Summer  Day's  Excur- 
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To ,  with  a  Copy  of  John  Woolman*s  Journal,  171. 

To  a  Gape  Ann  Schooner,  217. 

To  a  Friend,  173. 

To  a  Poetical  Trio  in  the  City  of  Gotham,  610. 

To  a  Southern  Statesman,  291. 

To  At  is  Keene,  184. 

To  Charles  Sumner,  196. 

To  Delaware,  301. 

ToB.  C.  S..44;7. 

To  Rnirlishmen,  336. 

To  Fsneuil  Hall,  292. 

To  Fredrika  Bremer,  183. 

To  O.  G.,  474. 

To  George  B.  Cheever,  196. 

To  James  T.  Fields,  198. 

To  John  C.  Fremont,  334. 

To  J.  P.,  177. 

To  Luoy  Lworo,  614. 

To  Lydia  Maria  Child,  206. 

To  MasRachuaetts,  292. 

To  my  Friend  on  the  Death  of  his  Sister,  181. 

To  my  old  Schoolmaster,  190. 

To  my  Sister,  391. 


To  OliTer  Wendell  Holmes,  477. 

Tb  Pennsylvania,  320. 

To  Pius  IX.,  370. 

To  Ronge,  179. 

To  Samuel  B.  Sewall  and  Harriet  W.  Bewail,  332. 

To  the  Memory  of  Charles  B.  Btorrs,  170. 

To  the  Memory  of  Tliomaa  Shipley,  274. 

To  tiie  Reformers  of  England,  354. 

To  the  Thirty-Ninth  Congress,  347. 

To  William  H.  Seward,  332. 

To  William  Lloyd  Garrison,  262. 

Tonasaint  L'Ouverture,  262. 

Trailing  Arbutus,  The,  164. 

Triuitas,  434. 

Truce  of  Piscataqua,  The,  74. 

Trust,  4S4. 

Two  Angels,  The,  466. 

Two  EUxabeths,  Tlie,  134. 

Two  I^ves,  The,  4G4. 

Two  Rabbins,  The,  91. 

Utteraaoe,  461. 

Vale  of  the  Merrimac,  The,  486. 

Valuation,  126. 

Vsnisliers,  The,  167. 

Vaudois  Tearlier,  The,  3. 

Vermonters,  Bong  of  the,  609. 

Vesta  464. 

Vision  of  Echard,  The,  467. 

Voices,  The,  370. 

Vow  of  Washington,  The,  467. 

Voysge  of  the  Jettie,  410. 

Waiting,  The,  398. 

Watchers,  The,  336. 

Wedding  Veil,  Ttie,  483. 

Welcome  to  Lowell,  A,  216. 

Well  of  Loch  Maree,  The,  39. 

What  of  the  Day,  322. 

What  Bute  Street  said,  612. 

What  the  Birds  said,  343. 

Wliat  the  Traveller  aaid  at  Sunset,  463. 

What  the  Voice  said,  424. 

Wheeler,  Daniel,  182. 

Wife  of  Maiioali  to  her  Husband,  The,  426. 

Wife,  The.    See  Among  the  Hills. 

Wilson,  216. 

Wind  of  March,  The,  476. 

Winter  Roses,  238. 

Wishing  Bri'^ge,  Tlie,  130. 

Wiali  of  To-Day,  The.  431. 

Witch  of  Wenliam,  The,  117. 

Witch>  Daughter,  The.    See  Mabel  Martin. 

Within  the  Gate,  213. 

Woman,  A,  4r)0. 

Wood  Giant,  The,  167. 

Word,  The,  400. 

Word  for  the  Hour,  A,  333. 

Wordsworth,  188. 

World  *s  Convention,  The,  284. 

Worship,  429. 

Worship  of  Nature,  The,  201. 

Wreck  of  Rivermouth,  The,  246b 

Tonkee  Ghrl,  The,  268. 
Torktown,  302. 
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